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ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

INTRODUCTION.

THE PRIZE OF THE GOLDEN APPLE.

If the months of the year are feminine, like the fleeting hours,
then the most feminine, the most variable, the greatest coquette
of the whole twelve, is that nymph whom we call May

—

fol qui
s'y fie. She is inconstant ; she never remains of the same
mind ; she is faithless ; she is full of whims ; sometimes she is

so sweet and charming that she carries all hearts, not by savage
assault, but by the mere aspect and sight of her. Sometimes
she is so full of smiles and winning ways that men, looking
upon each other, wonder how any could be found to speak a
word in her dispraise ; she sings, and laughs, and crowns her-
self with flowers, and trips with light foot and careless ease
over meadows ankle-deep with buttercups. During these her
happy moods we all fall to being happy too ; every poet thinks
of rhymes to fit a sonnet ; every musician reaches down his

fiddle ; and everywhere there is such a twanging of lyres, sing-

ing of madrigals, dancing of ballads, warbling of ditties, and
universal chorus of praise, that it is enough to turn the head of

any goddess, to say nothing of a mere minor deity and simple
country nymph. And all in a moment—lo !—she changes ; she
frowns ; she is cold ; she sings no longer ; she puts on sad-

coloured robes ; she is as forbidding as poor Miss February
with her sealskins, her red nose, her frozen toes, and the cold

in her head. Alas ! pcor May. Then the lyre, the theorbo,

the viol, the bagpipe, the scrannel straw, the lute, the dulcimer,

tabor, and pipe are all, with one consent, silenced and put
upon the shelves ; the musicians sit down, sad ; the poets tear

up their unfinished lays ; the songs cease ; everybody goes
home ; doors and windows are shut tight, and the poor maid is

left out of doors all in the cold, deploring, alone in her gloom,
to lament her caprice. Yet another hour, and she forgets her
ill-humour ; we forget it too : she is once more the sweet, the

»



2 ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

lovely, the blushing, merry, and merry-making month of May
;

we are grovelling slaves again.

It was in the evening of, perhaps, the most lovely day that
this fickle goddess ever vouchsafed to England that four
children were playing together under the trees of an ancient
forest. The sun was going down, and the west was already
making preparations to receive him with a grand illumination.

The young leaves were at their bravest and brightest, and the
air was heavy with the fragrance of the May blossom, because
there is no such place in the world as this forest for the haw-
thorn. Three of the playing children were boys of thirteen,

the fourth was a girl of about eleven. She ran, and jumped,
and played with the boys as if she were a boy herself, being, in

fact, as strong and sturdy as any boy of her age, with a length
of limb which gave goodly promise, for the future, to those who
love their mistress and queen to be tall. They had been
running and playing the whole afternoon and were now grow-
ing a little tired. When a boy begins to feel tired he jumps
and runs harder than ever, and becomes rough, just to show
that he is not tired at all. Eut when a girl feels tired she
wants to sit down. Presently, therefore, this young lady, who
had been, all day long, sunshine and mirth, grew a little cross,

and began to cry tie upon the boys for their rcugh handling, a
fault which besets and spoils their sex, and to say severely that

she wished there were no such things as boys, and that they
ought not to have been invented—yet conscious all the time
that she preferred boys to girls as playfellows—and that she

should play no longer, but should leave them to bang each

other with their shoulders and their elbows. The sky, in fact,

became cloudy and the wind chill.

So she walked away, dangling her hat by the strings, in the

direction of a fallen trunk, on which sat a man, thoughtfully

regarding the group, with his chin upon his hand, and a con-

templative cigarette between his lips. He rose to meet the girl,

and took both her hands in his and kissed her forehead. This
was her father.

He was a little man, though his daughter looked as if she
would be tall

;
yet not a very little man. His narrow sloping

shoulders—a feature one may remark more often in Paris than
in London—his small head, and the neatness of his figure made
him look smaller than he was. Small Englishmen—this man
was a Frenchman—are generally sturdy and broad-shouldered,
and nearly always grow fat when they reach the forties. But
this was a thin man. In appearance he was extremely neat ;

he wore a frock-coat buttoned tightly ; behind it was a whito
waistcoat ; he had a flower in his buttonhole ; he wore a pink
and white necktie, very striking

; his shirt-front and cuffs were
perfect ; his boots were highly polished ; he was five-and-forty,
but looked thirty ; his hair was quite black and curly, without
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8 touch of white in it ; lie wore a small black beard ; his eyes
were also black and as bright as steel. It is perhaps misleading
to compare them with steel, because it is always the villain

whose eye glitters like steel. Now M. Hector Philipon was
not a villain at all. By no means. The light in his eyes came
from the kindness of his heart, not from any villainous aims or
wicked passions, and, in fact, though his beard and his hair

were so very black—black of the deepest dye, such as would
have graced even a wicked uncle—he frightened nobody, not
even strangers. And of course everybody in those parts knew
very well that he was a most harmless and amiable person. He
had a voice deep and full like the voice of a church organ

;

honey sweet too, as well as deep. And at sight of his little girl

those bright eyes became as soft as the eyes of a maiden in love.

When he spoke, although his English was fluent and correct,

you perceived a foreign accent. But he had been so long in the
country and so far away from his own countrymen that the
accent was slight. Yet he neither looked nor spoke like an
Englishman.

' You are tired, Claire ?

'

' Not much, papa, but hot with so much running. And the
boys began to push.'

She sat beside him, laying her hand upon his arm. Already
they were companions, this little girl and her father. Presently
there arose a great shouting of the boys ; a cloud fell upon the
girl's brow, because they had learned already to play without

her, and in half a minute she was forgotten. It was a very
white brow over a face which might become beautiful. As yet,

no one except a prophet (of whom there are lamentably few
nowadays, and those few have their hands full of other things)

oould say anything about the child but that she was singularly

like her father, only, a very uncommon thing, she had deep
blue eyes, with dark eyebrows and black hair. This combina-
tion, so far as one can learn, happens nowadays hardly any-

where except in Tasmania, where it has been accounted for on
various scientific grounds, such as, that the soil is strongly im-

pregnated with phosphate—a thing in itself quite sufficient to

account for anything ; and that the air is remarkably charged

with ozone—what cannot ozone effect ?—and that the proximity

of the South Pole will account for everything not previously

explained. All these reasons are excellent, and enable us to

see quite satisfactorily why Tasmanian ladies gut black hair and
blue eyes. But they do not apply to Mademoiselle Claire,

because she never was in Tasmania, and, I believe, is not likely

to go there. The question why she got blue eyes and black hair

may therefore be referred to the Royal Society.

She looked at them wrestling and running, just as happily

without her as with her, regretfully. She had thought, perhaps,

that they would follow her, and sit down on the trunk beside
B2
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her, and refuse to play any longer because she would play no
longer. At least, she did not think that they would go on just

as if she were not in existence. Boys are truly horrid creatures.

They are born with none of the finer shades. And neglect is

the greatest insult one human being can offer to another. Pre-
sently she slipped off her seat upon the trunk and opened the
lid of a basket. They had been having a little inconsiderable

picnic, a cheap picnic, with cold tea in a bottle, and bread and
butter, and bread and honey, and a little fruit. The bottle

was empty, and the bread and butter and honey were all eaten

up. But there was lying, in the corner, the last of the oranges.

She took it out.
' Papa,' she said, ' shall the boys race for it 1

'

' They shall,' replied her father. ' We will finish with a
race. Boys,' he shouted ;

' we will finish with a race—Claire

holds the prize. The course shall be—what ? Then, mark it

out for yourselves.'

He looked on with a smile, which was not the smile of

benevolence, or of affection, or of good manners, or of con-
descension, or of interest or anticipation, because he really did

not care about the excitement of the race at all, but of philo-

sophy. He smiled, because he remarked the little coquetry of

his daughter and the emulation of the boys.

As for Claire, the sunshine returned to her face, the sky
was clear again, the wind was warm ; the boys were going to

fight for her gifts ; any woman at any age appreciates this dis-

cernment of beauty. Her eyes were bright and her black locks

were blown across her face. The boys meanwhile, as if a king-

dom depended on the result, measured the ground, pacing side

by side. When they were quite satisfied that they had got an
exact two hundred yards they stood in a line waiting the signal.

' She holds,' murmured Mr. Philipon, ' the gift of the
golden apple. This was long ago the cause of discord, and she
13 happy because she has it to bestow. Instead of three god-
desses I see three schoolboys ; instead of a shepherd there is a

g'rl. Why does one think of Paris 1 Yet they will all grow
up, and perhaps some day the golden apple will be a golden
ring, and aha ! Claire, my angel, thou wilt be worth
many golden apples. Are you ready, brave boys ? Beady all ?

Co!'
When he dropped his handkerchief the lads started with a

rush. The biggest and tallest of them took the lead and kept
it. He was closely pressed by a slighter-built boy, who pro-
mised to make a good second ; long behind these two toiled the
third, who was of shorter frame and ran as if he were in bad
condition, panting laboriously, yet not giving in.

'Will wins,' said the philosopher. 'Happy boy! he is

born to win everything. The world is his, because ho is strong
and brave and not too clever. Those arrive—Hein?—who are
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net so much cleverer than their neighbours. To have too many
ideas is to be incompris, uncomprehended ; no one understood
my ideas when I was young. The world belongs to Will. No !

he loses ! the boy with many thoughts wins—no—it ia over—
they are even. Now, in the big race which may come after-

wards, to whom would the girl bestow the prize 1 An orange
or an apple may be divided in halves, but a woman 1 No ; she
is like the Republic, One and Indivisible.'

In fact the race seemed in the first boy's hands ; he was ten
clear feet ahead, there were but twenty feet between him and
the girl, who clapped her hands and cried out ; he turned to
laugh at the second ; it was a sad example of pride before a fall

;

his foot caught in a tuft of grass and he was grassed. He was
up in a moment, but he was already overlapped, and although
he made up the difference, it was a dead heat, and they were in

neck and neck.

The third boy continued the race long after it was hopeless,

and came in with a smiling and satisfied face.

The Frenchman patted this boy on the head approvingly.
' You did well,' he said. ' Never know that you are beaten.

Then you will always feel the pride of victory. My daughter,
divide the prize into four portions and give Olinthus one of the
quarters.'

' I was winning easily,' cried the tallest lad. He was as

handsome a boy as you may wish to see anywhere, with clear,

fresh complexion and brave outlook ; a lad of mettle who liked

fair fighting and the rigour of the game ; a boy with plenty of

ability, as was shown by his broad forehead and clear-cut nostril,

yet perhaps without the yearning for books which makes a
scholar and a writer.

' Ha ! ha !
' laughed the other. ' So you were, Will ; I own

that. All the better for me that you fell down.'
' All fair, Allen. But it is a beastly sell.'

Allen laughed again. He was a much handsomer boy, but
his face wanted the strength that lay in the other's ; his eyes

were full and light, his lips were mobile, his forehead was high
rather than broad.

Claire hesitated between the two. While she hesitated Will
took the prize out of her hand.

' We will divide it,' he said, ' as your father orders. And
Tommy shall have his quarter.'

' The prizes of life, my sons,' observed M. Philipon, scn-

tentiously—he really was a most profound philosopher, and so

long as he could say what seemed a good thing was careless

whether or no it was new—•' the prizes of life are bestowed, not
at random, as foolish people think, but by fixed rules ; they are

not given to the men who run fastest, but to those who run most
wisely. Combine, Will, prudence with swiftness. Then doubt

not the issue, but run with courage. As for Olinthus ~
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'Tommy was out of it from the beginning,' said Will, in-

terrupting in the truthful but brutal manner common among boys.
' If it had been a three-mile, or even a one-mile course,' said

Tommy, ' you fellows would have seen—as for your little hun-
dred-yard races, it is only a rush. Give me a long course.'

' As for Olinthus,' continued M. Philipon, ' let him continue

to run bravely, short course or long course, and many prizes will

be his.'

Olinthus, commonly called Tommy, blushed to the roots of

his hair. Nobody noticed this proof of modesty, because his

face was already so red from the running that no amount of

blushes could have deepened that hue. It was a blush absolutely

wasted. At a later age, when blushes are rare, this might have
caused subsequent regret. Who would not wish to retain that

blush which adorns the cheek of youth when good deeds come
to light 1 Why, it is an incentive to good deeds. Titus blushed
daily. But Tommy did not mind. He was, as I have said,

short of figure, and broad of shoulder, his legs were sturdy, his

face broad and rather flat, and his nose was a little turned up
at the end. Perhaps he was only a commonplace boy to look
at. He who makes it the business of his pilgrimage to watch
his fellow men becomes something like a portrait painter, inas-

much as he finds no one commonplace. At fourteen a face,

however plain, may mean a great many things—there are infinite

possibilities in every young face on which history has not yet

set a mark ; at five-and-twenty the number of these possibilities

begins to be counted ; at forty there is a stamp upon it ; at

sixty there is the indelible seal of a life's history upon it.

Tommy's face as yet was the face of possibility, and to ordinary

observers its range, so to speak, was limited. Yet you shall

see to what heights this Tommy subsequently rose.

When they had eaten their orange, Claire packed up the

basket, and they all began to stroll homewards. By this time

the sun had disappeared and the evening was upon them.
First walked the girl between Will and Olinthus, and they

all three chattered together and pretended to know everything.

Boys of thirteen are encyclopaedias of information ; like the
great mediaeval scholars, they know all that there is to know ;

or, which is exactly the same thing, they know all that they
talk about, from the hyssop to the oak, and from Bunny to

Behemoth.
M. Philipon walked behind with Allen.

When the sun had quite gone down, there fell upon the
forest an awful sense of the mysterious deepening twilight.

The three who led the way took hands and dropped into silence ;

only now and then Tommy shouted, just to keep up his spirits

and to show that the more awful the outward look of things,

the higher his courage rose. Allen was perfectly silent, and
presently his companion saw that his eyes were wide open,
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mminous, gazing steadily before him, yet seeing nothing, and
his lips parted. He watched the boy awhile, then spoke softly.

' Boy, shall I tell your thoughts ?

'

The boy started and laughed ; he was called back to himself.

'If you can, sir.'

' When the sun sank behind the trees, your courage fell

;

you became sad
;
you began to long for something

;
you ex-

pected something. Now the wind is like a voice to you, but
you do not know what it says ; the trees beckon to you with
long arms, but you do not know why ; beneath the branches in

the deep blackness are caves filled with things wonderful and
mysterious

;
you would wish to penetrate these dark caverns

and fight the devils which hide there, but you do not know how
to begin, nor where to begin.'

The boy interrupted him.
' How do you know, sir 1

'

' Because my son, I too have been a boy. There are some
boys with whom their dreams linger ; mostly they die away and
are forgotten. There are other boys, but not many, whose
dreams take shape and live in words. Perhaps you may be one
of these boys. Who knows 1

'

'And yet,' he said to himself, 'I suppose there will be
nothing for it but the petit commis—the little clerk. Poor
boys! The pity of it!'



Taut I.—THE MAKING OF A MAX.

CHAFTER I.

THE VILLAGE GREEN.

All the houses of the village stand along one side of a broad
road which leads, like all other roads, to London and to Rome.
It is not a high-road, and has but little traffic. It is only a road
which connects one small town with another small town—Rom-
ford, in fact, with Chipping Ongar. When the road was con-

structed there was so much ground to spare that they did not
trouble about breadth, and allowed to remain a belt of grass

twenty, thirty, or forty feet wide on the side of it. The houses
of the village vary in size from the great square villa set in a

great square garden, to the little cottage of four rooms built of

planks painted white, with a high pointed gable and porch over-

grown with jessamine. Naturally, because we always have the
poor with us, there are more small cottages than there are great

villas. If there were any ragged children they would use the
green side of the road for a playground ; but there are none, for

this is not a country village at all, but a suburban village. On
the green, in place of the children, you may see when the day
is fine certain elderly gentlemen walking together : it is their

Exchange, their boulevard, their place for conversation.

One summer morning, about half-past eight or nine o'clock,

there were three of these habitues already out upon the green.

Two of these were standing together in the shade of the tree :

one, Sir Charles Withycomb, ex-Lord Mayor of London, was a
little old gentleman with a short nose and white hair, a ruddy
cheek and a twinkling eye, a cheerful face and a ready smile

—

an old gentleman who might not be very wise, but who was
certainly kind of heart. The one who stood beside him was tall

and thin, with a long white beard, and—which you observed
when he took off his hat—a head as bald as an egg. He had a
«toop in his shoulder which gave him a deferential manner, and
he rubbed his hands and bowed his head when he spoke, which
increased the appearance of deference to superior judgment.
His name was Skantlebury. The third, Mr. Colliber, was some-
what younger, but grey-headed too. Ho was sharp and thin of
face, with a hooked nose and the eye of a bird of prey. He
lacked the kindly expression of Sir Charles, and looked angry
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and hungry. This was because he was both angry and hungry.
He hungered after shares, bonds, coupons, consols, funds, stocks
and quotations, which had been his daily food for many years.
He was angry because he could get them no more. He was as
angry and as hungry as a hawk before breakfast. He was walk-
ing up and down the green looking occasionally at the Money
Market article in the paper which he carried in his hand. On
passing the other two he would stop and exchange a word or two.

Presently there came from one of the lanes which led into
the road a very neat and dapper little man, with shiny boots,
buttoned frock, and a white waistcoat. In his button-hole was
a sprig of jessamine. Beside him walked a little girl of twelve
or so. On passing the gentlemen he raised his hat politely.

Sir Charles acknowledged the salute with a friendly gesture.
' A worthy man,' he said, ' and lives, the butcher tells me, on

a pound and a half of meat or thereabouts every week, and that

not the prime cut. But, to be sure, he is a Frenchman. I

wonder, Skantlebury, whether the French City Companies ever
have a real banquet. I remember, in my company— ah !'

There are some reminiscences better left unexpressed, because
it is not in the power of words to do them justice. It is a cruel

injustice that not a single poet has ever sung of a City Com-
pany's banquet. Wherefore worthy aldermen can only wag their

heads and fall back upon an interjection.

Next there came running out of a cottage beside the green

—

one of the little white wooden cottages, with six rooms or so

—a boy of thirteen or fourteen. As he passed the gentlemen
he touched his hat respectfully, as a junior should. Sir Charles
nodded kindly.

' A tall boy,' he said. ' Grows like his father : too much
like his father. Who failed,' he added after a moment, because
there was no hurry and they all knew the story, ' for a con-
temptible sum. Quite a contemptible sum.' He sighed and shook
his head, but his face was so cheerful and his eyes so bright and
his lips so red, that the butcher, looking out of his shop, thought
Sir Charles was chuckling oversome joke, and smiled in sympathy.

' In the silk trade, was he not 1
' asked Mr. Colliber, looking

after him. ' There was money, once, in silk.'

'In the silk trade,' repeated Sir Charles. 'Though in a
small way ; and formerly in Brimage and Waring's. His partner

got him into the mess. Name was Stephens, and he bolted :

yes, he got hold of all the money that he could and bolted.

Then Engledew failed, and—I suppose because it was such a
disgraceful thing to fail fur such a trifle—he—he—in fact he
was ashamed of it, and he hanged himself. But the boy knows
nothing of that.'

' Lucky,' said Mr. Colliber, ' that some of us weren't troubled

by the same scruples. Else we might be all hanging in a row.'

There are differences, my dear friend,' said Sir Charles
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gently. ' My own failure was for a hundred and fifty thousand.
Yours, Colliber, as all the world knows, for a colossal half-

million. It is an event in history. It will not be forgotten. To
fail for such an amount is glorious—glorious !

'

His face, on which the sunshine seemed to linger, glowed with
admiration at the thought of so much greatness. But Mr. Col-

liber only scowled, as if this greatness had been thrust upon him.
' The failures of the residents in this village,' said Mr. Skan-

tlebury, rubbing his hands, 'amount in the aggregate, it haa
been computed, to more than a million and a quarter.'

' Ah !
' said Mr. Colliber, with a snarl-like glimpse of white

teeth ;
' don't you wish you had failed yourself, Skantlebury %

'

This was a cruel thing to say, because Mr. Skantlebury had,

on the contrary, made money, though in quite a small way. To
be almost the only man in the place who has not failed, and to

have actually made a small fortune while all the rest have lost

large fortunes, is a painful position for a man.
Mr. Skantlebury blushed and coughed behind his hand. The

action was significant of the small way. It almost, taken with
the roundness of his shoulders and the bowing of his head,

suggested the retail way.
Sir Charles took no notice of this remark, and went on about

the boy, although no one was listening.
' The boy's mother,' he said, was a Fool. ' Nobody but a Fool

would have acted as she acted. She had some money of her own
—settled upon her and all—and she positively gave it up to the

creditors ! A pitiable business to see so much money clean

thrown away. They took most of it, and left her a poor fifteen

hundred or so. They live upon it.'

'De-plorable,' said Mr. Skantlebury.
Then there passed another boy running after the first, a lad

with a strap and a bundle of books.
' Young Gallaway,' said Sir Charles. 'His father died too

young. If he had lived he would have failed for a far larger

amount. The Gallaways have been in the oil line for many
years. That boy's uncle is a warm man. Oh ! yes, a warm man

;

I remember he lost money by me.'
Sir Charles spoke as if the more this warm man had loct by

him, the warmer he had become.
At the end of the green the two boys were joined by a third,

and they all set off walking together as fast as they could.
'Young Massey,' said Mr. Skantlebury.
' Another case : his father, too ' said Mr. Colliber.

'Yes, oh! yes,' replied Sir Charles. 'A creditable failure.

Seventy thousand only ; but the circumstances were romantic.
The failure happened two years before I was Lord Mayor.'

He then proceeded to describe circumstantially the way ia

which Mr. Massey dissipated a good business and became a
bankrupt. Unfortunately, the particulars, of the greatest i4-
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terest, are too long to be narrated here. It is sufficient to explain
that Air. Massey was one of those brilliant speculators who seek
a fortune by shipping coals to Newcastle, sugar to Mauritius,
rum. to Jamaica, tea to China, or claret to Bordeaux : a man
full of ideas. He tried to realise them, and the result was—
that he came to the village.

'And they are pretty poor, too, I suppose?' asked Mr.
Colliber.

' De-plorably,' replied Mr. Skantlebury, rubbing his hand,
again.

' If you want wealth,' said Sir Charles, ' you can go to Buck-
hurst Hill, or to Sydenham, or to Chislehurst : here you will

not find it. But we have our pride.'

One would not grudge Sir Charles Withycomb his pride, be-
cause it afforded him so much solace ; but in assuming that ha
and his friends were singular in its possession he was wrong,
because pride is one of the things to which everybody is entitled :

it is a right of man ; it belongs to equality and fraternity ; and
so benevolently equal are the distribution of the choicest gifts in

store, that a City waiter may be as proud as the City Remem-
brancer, and the ship's carpenter as proud as the purser.

' Some of us,' Sir Charles went on, ' have received distinctions

from her Most Gracious Majesty the Queen ; some of us have
been on terms of familiarity with the great—yes, Mr. Colliber,

have lived in Kensington Palace Gardens ; some of us have been
in a large way ; we have failed, as my friend rightly says, for an
aggregate of millions. I have myself entertained his Royal
Highness the Prince of Wales. It was when I was Lord
Mayor '

Here Mr. Colliber moved slowly away.
' When I was Lord Mayor, Mr. Skantlebury. At the

Mansion House. When he came away '—at this point of the
well-known story Sir Charles's emotion always overcame him, to

the absolute destruction of his aspirates, which had been
acquired partially and at a comparatively late period— ' when he
came away his Royal 'Ighness said to me, "My Lord Mayor," he
said, " I 'ope that every Lord Mayor that comes after you will

entertain me as 'andsome as you 'ave entertained me 'andsome
this night." He did, indeed, Mr. Skantlebury.'

' It must be a glorious recollection, Sir Charles,' said the
only hearer left, 'glorious.' He rubbed his hands again and
bowed his head as if he had heard the anecdote for the first

time. Presently Mr. Colliber returned, and the group was
joined by Mr. Massey, a large old gentleman with a rich voice

and a dignified bearing, who appeared capable of failing for

millions. Then they talked about investments and consulted

the share lists, and were as eager over it as if they were all

going off without a moment's delay to invest the money for

which they had failed.
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There is not much money in this village, but there is

continual talk of money, and the perilous ways of merchant
adventurers are familiar to the residents. There is no hurried

rush to the City in the morning, nor is there the slow return in

the evening ; their feet tread no more the golden pavement

;

yet they have been there and still would go ; and in their eyes
it is the nearest approximation to heaven below. There was
once, I have read in the ' Penny Magazine,' a sailor who was
too fond of rum. Everybody in the fleet, including the Admiral,
Lord Nelson, took the greatest interest in this rare and
exceptional case. It was finally decided that the only way
to cure the patient was to give him nothing else to drink. The
first day he was in happy heaven ; sang all the songs he knew,
with many that he did not know ; danced all the hornpipes he
knew, with many steps which he only guessed ; and smoked as

much tobacco as can be smoked in a single day. The next
morning he was no longer in heaven, but in purgatory. The
next—but here we must leave him, the Admiral, Lord Nelson,

and the fleet still looking on with increased interest. Now, as

these gentlemen had been pursuing the shadow of wealth all

the time they were in the City when they had money to play

with, it was a kind of purgatory to them that they must pursue
it still when they had none. People who are so unhappy or so

wicked as to have actually become rich need not be considered
in this story.

In fact the village reversed the proverb, because it showed
how pride cometh after a fall, instead of before it. For the

people who inhabited its cottages and trim villas had all, in fact,

failed, wound up, made composition, or agreed with their

creditors.

At first thought it seems strange that any village should be
blessed with so great a distinction. Yet it is not really strange

at all. For, if you think of it, every town must have some
peculiarities. It may be placed on the Thames or on the
Potomac ; but it must be placed somewhere, else it would be
worse off than a mathematical point, which at least hath
position. Then it must have residents— else what sort of a town
would it be 1 And the residents must have distinguishing
marks—unless they are Chinamen, who are all alike over the
whole Empire. We have, for instance, all heard of the one-
eyed man in the city of the blind. Abdera, again, was a city

where all, from young to old, were confessedly born fools—no
doubt proud of their folly. Gotham (impudently annexed by
the Americans) is a city, on the other hand, where they are
all proud of their wisdom. Surely, therefore, there is nothing
remarkable in a village—not a city, but a small village—occu-
pied entirely by people who have broken down in the world.
It would be strange, considering how many such there be, if

there were no such village.
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Thera was once an island in the neighbourhood of Byzantium
whither they used to send deposed Emperors, simply dressed in

monastic garb, to live the rest of their lives on beans, lentils,

and cold water. I have often pictured to myself the mingled
sympathy and joy with which these unfortunates would welcome
a new arrival. They would hold pleasing converse with him on
the glories of the throne—when they sat upon it ; they would
explain to him the true nobility of their own conduct, which
mankind had basely misinterpreted ; and they would ask of

him, or exchange with him, credence as to the extraordinary
purity of their own motives and the greatness of their reigns.

Half a dozen of these old Emperors sitting in a row, like old

sailors on the Common Hard by Portsmouth Harbour, would be
a truly delightful picture. One can imagine the stories they
would tell about the greatness of their fall ; the consolation they
would derive from the contemplation and recollection of this

fall ; and the flutter among the cowls when another boat was
signalled having on board another deposed Emperor. Such as

this island, so was this village.

As for the men in this village, the ex-bankrupts and com-
pounders, they were, as a rule, cheerful and chirpy ; they had
the Green to meet in on warm and sunny days ; the past was
filled with pleasing memories ; they would compare notes on
former splendours ; they would persuade themselves that they were
not quite forgotten in the City yet ; in fact they were not, nor
will they be, forgotten for a long time. Sir Charles might still

hear very very truthful things said about him ; Mr. Colliber's

name will still be received with the warmest blessings of those
whom he has ruined, unto the third and fourth generation.

As for the ladies, the older ones found, like their husbands,
consolation in memory. But it was bad for their daughters and
for their sons. For lovers come not to this place ; the girls

—

there are not many—are as perfectly sure of a loveless life as

Jephthah's daughter ; they go about in despondency. "When
one thinks about these poor girls thus hidden away and kept
out of sight of marrying man, one feels first, vaguely, that some-
thing ought to be done and must be done ; and secondly, that

there really should beheld, some two or three times in the year,

a Babylonian marriage market. We have got the Babylon all

ready, and really I think there would not be much difficulty in

getting an auctioneer and a steady supply of lots. And, after

all, such a marriage would not be much more matter of chance
than plenty that are celebrated every day.

Naturally, at first, the boys grew up to regard a big bank-
ruptcy as a just cause for pride ; they considered, for instance,

that Whittington came short of solid greatness by dying in

good credit, and they looked upon the great offices in the City

as steps in the splendour of a career which would presently end
in a failure for hundreds of thousands. It was long before



H ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

Allen and Will realised that this glory existed only in the

eyes of the village. The truth was rudely brought home to

them by contrast and comparison. They learned when they
went to school that bankruptcy means poverty. Other boys

—

sons of less illustrious citizens—could have new clothes, while

they had to endure patches in unseemly places, lettings down,
additions of cuffs, and all kinds of makeshifts to keep on the

old clothes as long as they held together. Other boys, again,

could have plenty of books ; they had to make one set of books
do between them. Some books they had to borrow. There
was scrimping in such small matters as pens, ink, and paper :

they could not subscribe to the school club, and were thus cut

off from full companionship ; and they had no pocket-money at

all. Poverty is nothing so long as it is not felt ; it mattered
little to be poor while the boys lived at home and did not go
to school, because there was at least enough to eat and to drink

;

it was when they were able to compare that the truth gradually

became clear to them.
' It is all very well,' said Will at length, ' for a fellow to look

forward to be like Sir Charles and Mr. Colliber. They failed

for so much that they are grand ; everybody here is proud of

having been a bankrupt. But my father isn't grand at all. He
says that if he hadn't failed I should have gone to Rugby and
Cambridge. Very well then. What is he so proud of it for J

As for me, I don't intend to fail. I mean to make a for-

tune.'
' So do I,' said Allen.

'Socio I,' said Tommy. 'My uncle is an oil broker in a

large way ; he'll give me a berth to begin with. You should

see his house at Brixton. I mean to make money too. You
should hear him order about his butler. We had champagne
there last Christmas.'

The three boys were the only boys in the place and an object

of interest to the residents, who gave them advice in a paternal

spirit, and sometimes, but seldom, sixpences.
' Stick to your books, boys,' said Sir Charles, stick to your

books, especially your account books. They have made me,
boys, what I am.' He puffed out his cheeks as he spoke, and
Allen, though he regarded Sir Charles as the greatest of men,
thought of the frog in the fable, while Vv'ill began to wonder
whether it was the adding up of those books wrong which had
made him what he was. 'They made your fathers, lads. Now
which of you three is best in arithmetic 1

'

The other two pointed to Will, who blushed, but did not
deny the accusation.

' Well,' said Sir Charles, ' I hope you are all good at figures.

And what is your ambition, Will 1

'

' I shall try, sir, not to fail,' said the boy in his downright
way.
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Ilr. Colliber laughed sarcastically, Sir Charles looked un-

comfortable, Mr. Skantlebury coughed behind his hand.
' Ah ! yes—good. And you, Olinthus 1

' asked Sir Charles.
4 1 shall try to be Lord Mayor of London, and when I fail it

shall be for hundreds of thousands,' replied the ingenuous

Tommy.
' A noble boy, indeed ! Truly a noble boy. That is tho

spirit, lads, in which to enter life. Thus was England made.

He patted Tommy's head and would have given him half-a-.

crown but that he had no half-crowns just then. ' Lord Mayor
of London,' he repeated. 'Yes, that is worth aiming at. Lid
I ever tell you how I entertained his Loyal 'Ighness the Prince

of Wales 1
'

Had ho ever told them anything else ?

# # # # * # #

' When he went away, his Royal 'Ighness was good enough
to say, ' My Lord Mayor, all I can say is this,

'

' I only 'opo

your Lordship's successor will entertain me as 'andsome as

you 'ave entertained me 'andsome this night." That was about

enough, boys, wasn't it 1 Eh 1 eh ? eh ?

'

' Will,' said Allen, ' I hate money. They talk about nothing
else. Where are the people who read books and talk about

things that don't mean money 1
'

' I don't know,' Will answered. ' I don't hate money.
With money you can buy whatever you like. The richer I get

the better I shall like it. With money, Allen, you can even
buy books.'

They went to an old grammar school about two miles nearer
town. To get there the lads had to tramp the two miles there

and back every day ; they marched side by side ; frequently,

On Saturday afternoons especially, they would encounter other

lads from Stratford, Bow, Clapton, Stepney, and Old Ford.
Then there would be a fight, in which they sometimes came off

victors and sometimes had to retire. Yet not ingloriously, for

who could resist the ponderous charge of Will, master of an
iron fist, ambidexter, the Achilles of the Forest ? Beside him
charged Allen, as plucky yet not so stout of build ; and, outside

the melee, Tommy plied the dexterous pebble. Insomuch that

the prowess of the three was bruited abroad, and the chivalry

of the East-end came forth. When the worsted combatants
went home again they always boasted of a victory and egged
their friends to go too, and try their luck. But it was observed
by the thoughtful that no one went twice.

The school was an ancient foundation, and the boys were
well taught. It was not wholly, for instance, a school for the
training of the Perfect Clerk, which is simple, and means hand-
writing, spelling, and book-keeping. The Perfect Clerk needs

little more. It was rather a school for the training of the
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ambitious clerk who aspires to a partnership. Most of the

boys' fathers were already partners, and intended that the boys

should follow after them. There were many things taught in

the school, and it was the fault of the masters if the Literx

humaniores were generally regarded by the boys as encum-

brances, or perhaps useless ornaments, to their possession. The
masters, for instance, knew quantities of Latin—a fact most

discouraging to the student, because clearly they made no

money. There was an atmosphere of the City about the school.

And it was an interesting school, and had a most charming old

building of red brick with ivy and picturesque masters' houses
;
yet

it was a school from which the boys did not run away to sea, or

enlist in the army, or go on the stage, or become artists, or take

to letters, or try any of the fancy methods of living. They all

looked forward to going into the City. The knowledge of thia

ought to make the fortune of the school.

CHAPTER II.

TEE FOREST OF IIAINATTLT.

The village where these boys were brought up stands on the

fringe of the old forest which once covered the whole of the

north of London. It has no beauty of its own, apart from the

white wooden cottages with gables and porches and garden

palings all covered up and almost hidden by every kind of

creeping plant, and the gracious amplitude of garden which

surrounds every house big and little, so that the inhabitants

may enjoy the fruits of the earth in due season. It is so near

London that a boy with an imagination may at any time fancy

that he can hear the bells of Bow Church—not Stratford-le-Bow

Church, which is much nearer—and if he stands with his head

half turned and his left hand curled round his left ear, he can

easily make out what the bells say, and turn again, and become
Dick Whittington, and ask Sir Charles the best way to become
Lord Mayor. Yet it is so far away that London fogs fall never

upon its pleasant gardens, and as for that great canopy of per-

petual smoke of which we hear so much, there is not so much
as the fringe of it between the children's ej-es and the blue of

heaven.
It is so far from London, again, as to be full of country

delights, rural sounds and rural sights. The rurality of the
place, to one fresh from town, seems overdone, an affectation

of rurality, a pedantry and pretence, somewhat overacted, of

rusticity.

Thus, nowhere are the roads more liberally edged with
broad bel ts of grass, as if land was plentiful and cheap ; nowhere
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will you find such broad, ugly, uncared-for ditches, with pol-

lard willows and old oaks beside them, blackberry bushes and
brambles scrambling over them, and tall weeds, reeds, and
strange wild flowers growing in them ; nowhere will you find

the ducks waddling by the roadside with more perfect trustful-

ness, as if there were no tramps or gipsies in the world ; surely
a duck, of all creatures, must bo sincere : she would not pretend
a trustfulness she did not feel. The roadside inns are picturesque
and dirty ; their signs—brave old signs such as the ' Good
Intent ' and the ' Traveller's Rest '—hang creakily over the
wooden trough full of water for the horses. There is generally

a horse and cart waiting ; the horse drinks at the trough, the
driver, leaning against a door-post of the inn with a mug of

beer in his hand, drinks and exchanges opinions with the land-
lord ; the people in the road roll as they walk, with hands in

pockets, lifting feet accustomed to a clay soil—quite as if they
were hundreds of miles from London ; t^.e very children roll in

their walk ; they roll up, ragged and brown, like the cloud
rack ; they are rosy and picturesque children, save when they
bang and beat each other and cry with dirty knuckles in tearful

eyes. The roads are quiet and there are few wayfarers. Some-
times when the weather is warm and the sun is sloping down-
wards you may see, leaning over the green palings of the cottage

garden, the meditative maiden, looking up and down the dusty
way. She waits, I suppose, for the Prince, who is to come
some day and change her quiet life, and give her a high old

time, a real romantic time, and make her happy ever after.

The seasons and the days of these quiet girls' lives are very
beautiful to contemplate and to read about—in little bits. All
lives are to be taken, as the artist takes his landscapes—in bits.

If you take a bit so big as to be, so to speak, a Piece, it becomes
monotonous, even considered as a study of character. The
girls themselves in this quiet place say that to be always study-
ing your own character grows in the long run almost intolerable.

And as for that Prince, unless he goes about on a bicycle on a
Saturday afternoon, I have never met him in any of the lanes

in these parts, and one fears indeed that he may not come until

the spring of soft cheeks and tender eyes be gone.

In the road, besides the ditches and the belt of grass, there
is pig—white pig and black pig ; they lie in the warm mud
happy and satisfied with life. They burrow their noses among
the coarse tufts of grass in search for something toothsome, of

which they know, and would tell us if they could ; let us never
forget, my brothers, that the pig was the original discoverer—
the Columbus—of Truffleland. The expression of the intelli-

gent and mobile tail, as its owner pokes his snout into the mud,
indicates the curiosity and excitement of research, and perhaps
the gratitude of success. Lastly, just to prove how deep we ara

in the country, the air is full of sounds absolutely rural. No-



18 ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

where else so near to London can you hear such singing of

birds ; nowhere else so near do you get the nightingale, nowhere
else so near does the dove coo. You may hear the tinkle of a
sheep-bell just as if you were on Dartmoor. You may see a
hawk hovering in the air a-s if you were on Malvern Hill. You
may hear the sharpening of the scythe, the hammer of the

blacksmith, and the wo-wo-ing of the ploughboy. On Sunday
evening you may watch the ploughboy making love. And never
an omnibus, or a tram, or the whistle of a train.

The forest, by which the village lies, was once a very mag-
nificent and royal place indeed. It has associations of history.

One of the kings was wont to hunt here, a fact which makes it

interesting to everybody. Another king once rode through the

forest. The old trees remember both events very well, yet

attach very small importance to thorn, being more concerned
with the recent steps taken for their own preservation. For a

very remarkable custom formerly prevailed there. The people

were a religious folk and anxious to live well and keep a clear

conscience. Everybody will applaud th<mi for this. And in

order to make the clarity of conscience easier and safer, they
took the eighth commandment out of the decalogue, and very
soon forgot that it had ever existed, except when a new curate

came and noticed its omission, and fumbled wbout and turned
red, when one of the churchwardens would go and explain to

him briefly, that in the spiritual interests of vhe parish, this

excision had been found necessary. Because the)' gave up their

whole leisure time to carving bits out of the forest and adding
them to their own gardens, sticking up palings round these bits ;

here a cantle and there a snippet, here a slab and there a slice
;

a round corner and a square corner ; a bare piece of turf, or a

wooded clump : and all so neighbourly, encouraging each other

the while with a ' Brother, will this be to your mind ?
' or

' Help yourself, neighbour ; ' and ' Let me recommend, sir,

another slice;' or 'A piece of the woody part, dear friend.'

The only tune which was popular in that otherwise unmusical
neighbourhood was the Bogue's March, and the only articles in

demand were axes to hew down the trees and wood ready cut
and shaped for palings wherewithal to stake out the new pro-
perty. On Sundays they knocked off work and went to church
and held the plate. If a rustic lopped a branch of these stolen
oaks he got six months' hard, because the inequalities of rank
must be respected, and nobody can be allowed to steal anything
until he has begun to pny income tax.

This was, in fact, all that was left of the great Forest of
Hainault ; once a vast wild wood filled with wild creatures, boar
and stag, fox and wolf, marten, weasel, badger, stoat, polecat,
water-rat, and squirrel. Nobody looked upon it, nobody lived
in it, not even the gipsies ; and as it was on no high-road,
nobody ever visited it. In the good old days when the Lord
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Mayor's Court used to put rogues and vagabonds, whom pillory

failed to cure, outside the city walls, they came to this forest

and set up in business as robbers, murderers, highwaymen,
pilferers, and farm-house sneaks. Few grew fat in those trades :

most were caught and hanged : the rest, less fortunate, starved
when the winter came. All through the last century the great-

forest was a safe, commodious, and convenient rendezvous for

those gentlemen of the road who took the eastern circuit. When
this profession decayed, the forest was deserted indeed, save for

the clipping, picking, and stealing all round its edge. Thirty
years ago they resolved on destroying it altogether : in fact,

they did destroy an enormous slice of it—the larger slice : they
converted miles of wild forest, with rough uplands and green
dales; covered with grand old trees, into a treeless tract, staked
out in square fields and rectangular roads. Then they wagged
their stupid heads and rubbed together their ridiculous hands
and said it was a great improvement.

Yet not all ; there remains a glorious fragment, so large as

to be still called the Forest. And this place was the playground
of the children of whom we write.

When Claire first began to run about with the boys I know
not ; the custom grew up by degrees ; its origin is pre-historic

;

she was a very little girl at the time, and it continued till sho
became a great girl, and a maiden fully grown.

To begin with, she had no other playmates ; she lived a good
way from the school, where the other girls were mostly boarders.

Then the forest is a safe place for children
;
you may climb up

a tree and fall off a branch, no doubt ; or a branch may be
detached by an evil-minded tree and come down upon you, but
very little else can happen. There are pools in the forest, but

most of them are shallow ; there are marshy places and quags,

but a wet foot is the worst that can happen ; there are gipsies,

but they have ceased to steal children, and only steal linen,

poultry, ducks, and sucking-pigs ; and even on Sundays there

are never here, as there are in Epping Forest, men who bawl,

drink too much beer, laugh at nothing, carry their hats at the

back of their heads, shout, and behave, as regards walking, like

unto a sailor on board ship when the raging winds do blow.

Then the cottage in which Claire lived was the nearest to tha

forest, so that she could wait at the garden gate for the boys on
their way, and be left there by them on their return.

As the children grew older they went farther afield, so that

there was no part of the forest which they did not know. They
belonged to the forest ; when they left the houses and crossed

the great meadow which stretches away from the road, and
found themselves in the broad green way which, like a made
road, runs here into the very heart of the forest, they were at

home. The lanes which lead right and left from this green
C2



80 ALL LN A GARDEN FAIR.

road were known to all of them ; they are lanes of springy turf

;

over them are the boughs of oak and elm and birch ; beside
them, sometimes across them, are tufts or clumps or little

jungles of hawthorn, honeysuckle, elder, and blackberry ; the
sunlight falls on these lanes through the leaves and is always
soft, and there is a continual shifting of light and shade caused
by the movement of the branches. The children explored all

these lanes and knew whither each one led : where the broad
way of turf widened out into an amphitheatre, they made it a
playing-ground, a race-course, a stage for dramatic representa-

tion ; where it narrowed again and became no wider than one
of the little lanes they followed on through shade and sunshine
under the branches of the old oaks till it opened again. They
knew it all. It is not a very great forest : beside Fontainebleau
and the forest of Eu or Chantilly, or the New Forest, or the
Forest of Dean it is small ; but it is real forest, it is wild. An
active lad would soon cover the whole ground. But then a

forest is not a park nor is it a field ; there are endless things to

explore in it ; there are creatures—wild creatures—which may
be started in the underwood ; among them are the tame cats

who have grown wild and now pass precarious lives in great

discomfort ; in the spring and summer the air is musical with
birds of which these children knew every note ; in the winter
there are the donkeys who run loose and keep themselves—they
will let themselves be ridden in hard times, bare backed, and
never a kick, for a crust of bread ; and there are things, yea,

tritons and evvets, and wriggling things, in the pools, and jack
may be caught in the river Roding ; there are butterflies and
moths to be chased ; there are flowers in the spring and black-

berries in the autumn. Besides the creatures and the trees and
flowers there is scenery ; here and there hill-sides clothed with
wood ; slopes on which, as you stand tipon them and look among
the trees, the sun produces strange and wonderful effects

;

stretches of elastic turf
;
places where the forest seems to recede

and still to recede as you walk along, great trees, avenues of

oaks, gatherings of beeches, with ash and elm and sycamore ;

everywhere the underwood of hawthorn, honeysuckle, and wild
rose ; everywhere the freshness and fragrance of the wild wood ;

always light and colour even in January, when the delicate
purple bloom lies upon the masses of bush and shrub and the
late leaves linger on the sheltered branches, and always silence
and rest from the talk of man. In such a forest the talk of
money, that was too much in the ears of these boys, was for-

gotten ; the meanness and the poverty of their homes were
forgotten ; it was a school in which the boys learned those
things which cannot be written down.

It is, moreover, a forest so deserted, so forgotten, that
Robinson Crusoe might live there and seldom regret his island

;

no one knows of it ; no one goes there ; it leads nowhere : it is
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five miles from any railway station ; the children had it alto-

gether to themselves. The rowdy and the rough know it not

;

there are no tea-gardens ; on Sunday or on the week-day it is

silent and lonely
; you may dream away the livelong day alone

under the old trees, as grey as those olives of Provence, which
are born a hundred years old. No one ever goes to Hainault
except, two or three times a year, a few school feasts ; and then
the children do not penetrate far into the wood ; they play in
the broad meadow that lies stretched out before it ; and if you
get to the right distance from them you may catch the sweetness
of the hymns which they sing ; but you must not be too near
them or you will hear the Cockney twang. Why, even the
guide-books do not know Hainault Forest.

To have such a place all to themselves, with such a country-
side to walk in, surely compensated for poverty. Why, with a
turn of the wheel they might have lived at Lancaster Gate and
then they would have had nothing but Kensington Gardens.
On the other hand, with another turn of the wheel they might
have lived in the Mile End Road and so have had nothing at all

but Stepney Green.
In long summer holidays the children could take their

dinners with them and make excursions around and outside the
forest. For instance, they would walk over to the school at
Chigwell and thence take a path across fields to Loughton ; the
river Boding runs through these fields ; they could fish in the
Roding, which after rain is an impetuous, headlong stream, but
is sluggish in fair weather. There are houses to be passed at
Loughton, but beyond the houses is High Beech, and beyond
High Beech stretches another forest outside the range of tramp
and rowdy, and as wild almost as Hainault ; beyond this comes
the road, and beyond the road Copped Hall Green, an outlying
bit of wild wood ; and then three miles of road and then an
ancient town. There is nothing in the town except the bridge
over the Lea and the old Abbey Church. The Abbey buildings

have long since been pulled down ; the east end and chancel of

the church are gone, yet what remains is stately ; and it is

surrounded by a churchyard in which stands an old, old tree,

bound about with iron bands and provided with a bench on
which should be sitting none but old men, contemplating with
faith and resignation the place where they soon must lie. To
one of these boys, if he went there alone and sat long enough,
t'here presently came a vision. He saw a fierce battle, with men
in armour, and armed with cross-bow, long-bow, pike, lance,

and heavy sword. There was a great shouting and clashing of

weapons ; there was the heavy tramp of chargers carrying

knights in iron armour ; there was the rushing to and fro of

men who charged and men who fled ; there was the hurtling of

bolts and arrows in the air ; there was a flight and a slaughter.

It was the vision of Senlac Fight which came to the boy, because
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somewhere at hi3 feet there lay the bones of King Harold and
his brothers.

Or, there is another field-path which takes you to Buckhurst
Hill, where there are more houses ; but you can soon get through
these and then you are in the forest again, where there are

avenues of oaks. When you get through these you are only a mile

or so from an ancient deserted church. It is empty now and dis-

mantled ; its windows are broken, its roof is gaping, it is covered
all over roof and walls with the ivy of five hundred years. A
place hallowed by the joys of love and marriage, the hopes of

childhood, the prayers of life, the tears of death, through all

these generations. Those who have lived and loved, rejoiced

and wept, lie now around their ruined church ; their forgotten

dust, and the very oblivion of their lives and their hopes
consecrate the place. It is by such things, far more than by the

formal footstep and perambulation of the bishop, that a church-

yard is set apart and hallowed.

Or, again, there is another way beyond the forest which
leads along narrow leafy lanes, the like of which you cannot
find outside of Devonshire. You pass by the way a place at

which the children always stopped to look over crumbling old

wooden palings into a strange deserted graveyard. There is no
church or chapel in it or sign of any building ; it is a small

square covered with graves, and containing one or two head-
stones ; trees stand round it, and it is covered with long grass ;

a wild and ghostly place. A mile or so farther you come to a
little old town ; a town of which nobody ever heard, whither
nobody goes ; a town of red-brick gabled houses with red-tiled

roofs standing all huddled together in a circle, as if there were
once walls round it ; a strangely quiet town, which looks as if

it had never even heard of the outer world, and took no interest

in anything but itself, but proposed to go on in this retired

fashion, as secure and happy and peaceful as the city of Laish.

A child who is brought up beside the sea learns daily lessons

in the vastness and illimitable variety of the world. He see*

the stately ships go by ; he watches the waves and gathers the
shells ; his mind may become full of great thoughts ; it cannot
learn from the sea any thoughts that are small and mean. A
child brought up in the monotony of endless streets must get

great and noble thoughts in spite of the houses standing in-

numerable, row after row, line upon line ; there is no education
for such a child outside its home. A boy born on the steppes
of Central Asia is not so badly off, because there are quantities
of things to watch and wonder at on the steppe—snakes, wolves,
hears, Kurd and Cossack, Turcoman and Tartar. But a child
brought up in a forest learns, besides the manners and customs
of trees, the underwood, the flowers, the grass, and the forest
creatures ; besides the beauty of the open glades and hanging
woods and tangled branches overhead : the cheerfulness of
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nature, the joy of every living thing, and the freedom which
makes that joy possible for humanity.

This forest ptayfield, these wanderings in the free and open
woodlands, among green glades and wild woods, affected the

boys in a different way. For one, they strengthened brain and
nerve and eye ; they made him strong of limb, stout of heart,

and keen to see things as they are. As regards the second, the
forest filled his imagination and gave him food for the vague,
delightful dreams which haunted him day and night.

There was the third boy. But he very soon dropped out
from among them and longed for the city pavement. He sat at

home, where he ruled over his mother and sisters and read
tales of fashionable life, and wondered how soon it would be
before he, too, might smoke cigarettes with reckless baronets,

and listen to the popping of champagne corks and sit up gam-
bling till they were all knee deep in cards.

But Claire went with the other two when she was a little

girl and it was delight enough to run and jump ; when she was
older and could learn with them the secrets of the forest ; and
when she was so old that she could think and wonder and ask
herself, in vague and girlish way, what life had yet to give.

CHAPTER III.

WHAT THERE IS OUTSIDE.

' They will be nothing after all,' said Hector Philipon, looking

at the boys at play, ' but little clerks

—

petits commis. Poor
little chaps ! that must be their fate.' He rolled another
cigarette and began to reflect upon the various conditions of

mankind, and especially on clerkery.

He knew the petit commis of Paris, and he rashly concluded
that he of London resembled him, not knowing that in clerkery,

as in the Church or the law, or any other calling, there are
degrees, grades, depths, and heights. He thought that all alike

were hopeless. Their labour, he argued from these unsound
premises, is not skilled ; they have no skill or craft ; they can
write, spell, read, cast accounts ; they are worth in the market
from fifteen to eighteen shillings a week; and though many
arrive at two, three, or even four pounds a week, that is only
by the generosity and pity of their employers, a race of men
who are always confounding social economists and breaking the
rules of the most lovely theory. These people, he ignorantly
thought, must be miserable, because they have no pride in their

work ; because their work is monotonous, and the same from
youth to age ; because there are no prizes for them ; because there

is no dignity in their lives ; because they must always remain ser-
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vants ; because they must pretend to be gentlemen ; because they
have no holidays, except one week in the year ; because of neces-

sity they must live amidst mean and monotonous surroundings.
This class of humanity did not seem, to this philosopher,

even interesting : a Frenchman is never moved by a thing which
is not dramatic : and it is difficult to dramatise that kind of

sorrow which comes of pinching ; one feels little sympathy with
a man who seldom starves yet is always kept low ; who is

pinched all round, in his pay and in his work ; in his education
and his knowledge ; in his ideas and his hopes ; in his art—here
he is not pinched but deprived and robbed ; in his religion,

which requires a whole chapter of explanation ; in his morals,

to explain which requires a visit to the nearest music-hall ; in

his home, which is all pinching and pricking ; in his joys, which
are of the saddest. Yet this uninteresting person, if he exists,

needs a great deal of pity.

He doe3 exist, though M. Philipon ignorantly exaggerated
his numbers : the hopeless clerk is found in every city. He is

in London as well as in Paris, and wherever he is found he is

always the same helpless, ignorant, hopeless log.

Now two, at least, of these three boys were from the be-

ginning, as it seemed to their honest friend, destined to live the
life of the hopeless clerk. Their parents were too poor to keep
them at school after fourteen or fifteen, or to teach them any-
thing beyond the ordinary school course. They had no friends,

no influence, no money, and, which was worse, they had no
idea that life outside the city was even possible for any boys.

It was, therefore, fortunate that they were ' found out ' by
Hector Philipon. In the eyes of the village M. Philipon was
nothing but a very polite and well-dressed little Frenchman,
who held a post generally supposed to belong to the most harm-
less and the meekest of mankind ; those who, like hair-dressers,

drapers' assistants, waiters, vergers, have not so much as a
single kick in all their profession. He was teacher of French
in a large girls' school. Meekness and harmlessness were pro-
fessional attributes. It was known, besides, that his butcher's

bill was ridiculously small, and this was taken as in itself a
proof of meekness. None of the girls had ever seen him out
of temper, though he was continually tempted to commit child-

murder. This was another proof of meekness. He was also

reported to follow the pursuit of gardening during his leisure

moments, and this was another proof of meekness, if any more
were wanted. Lastly, he had never been in business, and had
therefore never failed. This was contemptible. He lived in a
very little cottage of six small rooms, standing on the skirts of
the forest, and surrounded by green wooden palings ; beyond
the palings you saw the old trees. The cottage was built of the
old, not the new, warm red brick, and possessed a broad wooden
porch with a bench on either side. One could sit in the porch



ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. 25

in almost all weathers. A wistaria climbed up on one side and
a jessamine on the other ; round and about the house there

were honeysuckle, hawthorn, lilac, laburnum, and roses—roses

yellow, roses red, roses white, roses of all kinds ; in the front

a dainty flower garden ; at the back a large vegetable and fruit

garden. The harmless, polite little man could be seen on half-

holidays, early in the morning, late in the evening, dressed in

a blue blouse, at work among his flowers and his cabbages. He
was a model teacher of French for young ladies, and he had but
one fault, that he did not go to church. But then a French
master is always allowed to be a Roman Catholic, and there was
no Catholic church in the place. He was ignorantly supposed
to say mass, all by himself, alone. Harmless ! And yet he
was the only man in all that village who had ideas ! The only
man who knew his fellow-men, and they thought him harmless !

If I were a lady, and, if in addition to this transformation, I

were to become a lady svho 'bossed 'a girl's school, I should
not choose for my French master one whose favourite reading

was Voltaire, Rousseau, Diderot, and such revolutionary writers

of the last century ; nor should I feel comfortable if I knew that

a red republican was turned loose among my innocent flock
;

nor should I keep a bit longer than I could help a man who
every day, in the privacy of his home, propounded maxims and
gave utterance to thoughts and sentiments of the most dangerous
character. You shall see how harmless he was.

M. Philipon, while the boys were young, was unhappy
because he had no one to talk to except his little daughter. At
the school he would talk to the girls in French, but he hated
the girls. Yes ; had Miss Billingsworth known it ! He hated
the girls and he detested the grammar of his own language, and
he was alone and could not express his sentiments. Fortunately
he began to talk to the boys who played in the forest with his

Claire, and before long he made the discovery that two of them,
at least, were boys with heads upon their shoulders. Then he
began, partly because he had nothing to think about, to watch
them and to listen to their talk while they played, because it is

the talk of a boy at play which reveals the character of that

boy, and he made an observation about certain differences

between them. This was that one of the boys was always
wanting to sit by himself and read, and always ready to borrow
any book he could get and go away to secluded spots in order
to read his book ; further, that another was always interested

in hearing the contents of that book without desiring to read it

for himself, and that the third neither read nor listened, and
was not athirst for information. Now boys are like sheep in

this respect, that no two boys are alike. But it requires obser-

vation to discover the differences between them. Therefore M.
Philipon began to consider these boys more carefully, and he
became interested in them. And by conversation and observa-
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tion lie was made aware that they were desperately poor and
would be sent into the city as soon a3 they could be taken away
from school. He thought of the petit commis of Paris, and his

soul was sad for the future of the two boys, bright and brave,

and born for better things. Yet what help 1 ' What can we
do, Claire ?

' he asked his daughter. ' What can we do to help
your friends ?

'

' Will has got a prbe for arithmetic, and Allen for Latin,
and Tommy for writing,' said Claire, implying that they wanted
no help.

' That is well
;
yet, my child, the ignorance of all three is

profound : it is phenomenal. To be sure, you are as ignorant

as the boys. That matters less. None of you, I believe, know
that there are a great many people outside the City of London.'

' Oh ! papa. Why, we all learn geography. I am in Asia
already. Of course we all know that.'

' Claire, my clear, sit here at my feet and listen.' They
tvere in the garden alone on a sunny afternoon. ' You are a
very little girl yet, but you are thoughtful. Consider what I

gay. Boys who learn nothing know nothing. Boys who know
nothing and have no money have no chance. Boys who have
no chance become petits commis—little clerks. These are the
miserables who spend their lives copying at a desk ; do you wish
your friends to be copying machines 1

'

'No, no. But Allen and Will could never be that.'
4 They must bo that, my child, unless we help—you and I

together.'
' Why, what can I do, papa ?

'

' You must become suddenly five or six years older. You
must try to understand what I am doing and why. Now listen.

The only thing that can help these boys is knowledge. They
must know more than their competitors. What they learn at

school will not help them much. I shall try to teach them tho
things that will be useful. Do you understand me ?

'

' Yes, papa.'
' Good. In order to do this I must make them eager to

learn
;
you must help me by being yourself more eager to learn

than to play.'

Her face fell a little. She would certainly rather play,
' It is for the boys' sake, my daughter.'
She hesitated no longer.
' I will be eager to learn, papa.'
' Good girl ! I wiU reward you by telling you more. While

they are learning they shall think that they are playing ; only
you and I will know that they are teaching themselves useful
things. All the time I shall be putting things into their heads
and making them ambitious. And you shall have the satisfac-

tion of knowing that you are helping to make men instead of
machines. You may even, if you please, tell the boys.'
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•The boy,' he went on, ' who knows nothing, is_ dangerous ;

he has power and does not understand how to use it ; he is an

elector, perhaps, even, an elected ; he is like a loaded gun in

the hands of a monkey. Stupidity is only safe when it is blind,

deaf, and sleepy. When it wakes up it is mad. Let us prevent

the boys from being stupid.'

The Frenchman proceeded to r.ct. He put on his best coat,

and a fresh flower in his button-hole, assumed Lis most diplo-

matic manner, and made three calls in the village. First he

called upon Mr. Massey, and next upon Mrs. Engledew. To
each he pointed out the importance to a young man entering

the City of one foreign language at least, and he offered to

teach the boys his own gratuitously. The offer was accepted

promptly and with grateful surprise. For to find a man ready to

give his services for nothing is a thing quite out of the common.
'I have always said,' remarked Sir Charles when he heard

of it, ' that Monsieur Philipon was a harmless, good enough
sort of person. For nothing, did you say, Massey ? Dear me !

In the City, now, we know better.'

'We do, indeed, Sir Charles,' said Mr. Skantlebury. It is

difficult to see what services a man can render his brother man
for nothing in the City, unless he gives him cargoes for

nothing.'

'The man is a foreigner,' said Mr. Colliber. 'I've always
thought that another name for Tom Fool.'

' But if he teaches the boy French '•—observed Mr. Massey,
with a little doubt.

' Take his offer, Massey,' sa'd Mr. Colliber. ' Take all you
can get for nothing.'

Hector also made the same offer to Mrs. Gallaway, but it

was declined because the ruler of the house said that his uncle,

who had the great house at Brixton, and was in a Largo Way
in Oil, had got on without French, and so could ho.

The lessons were not at all what the boys expected. They
looked forward with little eagerness to learning grammar and
writing exercises. They found no grammar at all, and no exer-

cises. On the contrary, the lamp was lit in the sitting-room
;

there were two or three books on the table. Their teacher
welcomed them in French, and then informed them in English
that for the future no word of their own language was to be
spoken in his presence. The boys looked at each other in

dismay. Why, he was always with them. Not a word of

English? Were, then, their very sports in the forest to be
conducted, so to speak, in French ? Then M. Philipon rolled

a cigarette, lit it, and began to talk to Claire. Then Claire

began to talk to the boys, but they understood not one word.
Then she read to her father, and presently handed them, the
book, but they could not read a word.

When they went home they felt inclined to cry, and
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wondered whether it was possible for two boys to look more
profoundly foolish.

The next evening Claire met them at the garden gate and
told them a few French phrases, and the names of things about
them, and what she was going to talk about with her father.

Accordingly, when the lesson began, they knew what wa3
meant, and she went round the room giving names to the things.

Then they began to find French names for everything ; as they
played in the forest ; as they walked to school and back ; when-
ever they were with Claire. Remark, that the first thing you
want in a language is the vocabulary ; men who learn many
languages begin after the manner of Adam, with the names, not
after the manner of the schoolmaster, with the syntax. Those
who do not want to learn a language begin with grammar and
exercises ; this is the way of our schools, and it is the cause of

our brilliant success in modern languages. Next, they learned,

chiefly by Claire's help, how to connect the names with verbs
and adjectives and things of that sort ; and they perceived that

a certain amount of grammar was necessary, which M. Philipon
was so good as to put into their heads ; but there was no regular

teaching ; he sat and listened while they talked and read. One
may remark that if he had adopted the method at his school,

the girls would have really learned French ; but he was expected
to follow the lines to which his employer was accustomed.
That is to say, he read Racine with the girls and made them
write exercises on the experiences of the watchmaker's aunt
and the gardener's grandfather. Therefore, the girls did not
learn French at all and the boys did, though they wrote no
exercises at all and knew nothing about the gardener's grand-
father. The difference was that Miss Billingsworth bought a
machine warranted to grind in one way only, and that the boys
got a man's brains given to their service and always thinking

what would be best for them.
When their ears had caught the sound of the French lan-

guage, when they had learned a copious vocabulary and could

read with pleasure and talk freely, though still with plenty of

mistakes, their teacher set them to write ; they read a story

one evening and wrote it down the next ; then they compared
what they had written with what they had read and were put
to shame. It was necessary to find out many more things in

the grammar ; they found these out.

Hector Philipon, in fact, was a man of ideas and of clear

mind. He wanted the boys to learn, not to pretend. He
therefore made them teach themselves by an intelligent process,

while he taught his girls by the conventional process. In two
years they really knew French. Hector, by this most precious

gift, lifted them by one Ltep out of the lower levels of clerkery
;

their commercial value was doubled.

One does not talk every evening with a man who has read.
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and can think, and has acted among his fellow-men, without

results. First of all, the boys read quantities of books, lively

travels, in which the writers, being Frenchmen, looked out

perpetually for dramatic situations ; biographies, also written

by Frenchmen, and therefore compiled with a view to tableaux
;

history, which is full of splendid scenes ; and tales, especially

the tales of Erckmann-Chatrian. Next, they learned that there

are other forms of life besides business life in the City ; this

was an immense stride in knowledge ; and other occupations

besides making money by buying cheap and selling dear, and
other men and women besides the people of the City. They got

all kinds of ileas, with vague ambitions ; they forgot their

poverty and the very small and humble debut into life which
was before them ; their hearts glowed in thinking of the great

deeds of the men who had gone before them, and the splendid

things which they, too, would achieve. In the course of time
there grew up in both the boys a dim and shadowy vision

of a great and wonderful future opening out for all the world
;

what it was they did not know, nor did they inquire ; nor did
they realise that the thing had been suggested by their instructor.

All that they understood as yet was, that some time or other
the wars and battles would come to an end because there
would be nothing left to fight for ; that the history of the world
is a history of people fighting for justice ; that they would at

last, somehow, arrive at justice ; and that this would so far

extend the general stock of happiness that there would be
enough to go round and to spare. Was not this a great and
suggestive lesson for the boys to learn 1

Oh ! harmless M. Philipon ! Oh ! unsuspecting village !

Oh ! condescension and patronage ! For here were two boys,
with strong brains and stout arms, already full of ideas and
athirst for knowledge, and here was a crafty teacher of girls

—

nothing more than that—leading them on, step by step, into
ways of thought, which gentlemen who had failed for an
aggregate of a million and a quarter could not contemplate
without horror.

CHAPTER IV-

A NEW SHAME.

The time came when they must leave school and begin work.
They were now fifteen years of age, and tall lads, who might
have passed for seventeen. There is a House in the City

—

Brimage and Waring's—whose offices are situated in the square
of Great St. Simon Apostle, where there is the Dutch Church,
and at the London and the St. Katherine Docks. It is a House
in the silk trade, which has a long and splendid history, and
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employs an immense quantity of clerks, workmen, porters,

carters, and people of all kinds : and it has branches and
agencies in the far East, and in France. The grey-headed men
who draw large salaries, or have a share in the profits, have
been in the House since they were boys. They entered as

clerks, ambitious rising clerks. There are, also, grey-headed
men who entered with them as clerks, without ambition, hope-
less clerks, who began to copy letters and add up, and are doing
the same thing still, and draw, some of them, as much as two
hundred pounds a year, and live at Stepney, or Pentonville, or,

it may be, happy Hoxton. Allen's father began as an ambitious
clerk in this House, but he went out of it and set up for himself,

as do most ambitious clerks who love to be their own masters.

It was natural, therefore, that Allen's mother should a]Dply to

the partners of this House in her son's behalf. They promised to

receive him, and they informed the widow that the boy should
be favourably looked after.

By good fortune, Will also got into the same Firm at the

same time, so that the two boys, who had so long trudged
together backwards and forwards to school, now went to the
City and back by the same train, sat beside each other at the

same desk, and took their dinners together for ninepence at the

same luncheon-bar.

As for Tommy, he was, of course, taken into his uncle'c office.

But on the evening before Allen's duties began, his mother
begged him to stay at home with her. She had something to

tell him. She was a woman born to be comely, smiling, and
contented, but fate had been against her. The memory of past

misfortune and the pinch of present poverty had taken the

sunshine out of her face, which was generally hard, except

when her eyes fell upon the boy. For in him was her only

hope. A daughter of the City, too, who knew of no other life

for a man than to go off ' to business ' every morning, and to

make himself a position. What her husband had tried to do,

her son would succeed in doing.

The thing she had to tell was so dreadful that, when she

began to tell it, she fell into passionate sobbing and crying,

Buch as Allen had never seen before.
' Why, mother,' he said, 'if it distresses you, do not tell me.'
' It is about your father,' she cried. ' Oh ! Allen—Allen

—

I must tell you about your father at last.'

' But I know, mother, without your telling. Ho failed in

business, and he died, and we have been very poor ever since,

tou see, I know. But never mind, I will make you rich again.'
' No !

' she said, bursting into fresh tears. ' There is a

great deal more. The worst remains to be told. Listen,

Allen. He had a partner—a man named Stephens—Engledew
and Stephens was the Firm, with offices in Laburnum Court,

Threadneedle Street. I knew John Stephens before I knew
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your father. Yes ; I knew John when we were boy and girl

together, and before he became a bad man. Sometimes I think

that he did it out of revenge when he did it, because he asked

me once to marry him, and I refused. But he went on being

friendly, and I never suspected—never. A bad man—a bad man.

'

She paused and wiped her eyes.
' Remember, Allen, always remember, that there never was

any one like your father for honour and rectitude, which mado
it all the worse. And his only fault was that ho believed other

people to be as honourable as himself. As for his partner, he
trusted him entirely ; whatever Stephens told him ho believed.

And, oh ! the things which that man told him.'
' Go on, mother,' said Allen gravely.

'My dear, I have always intended to tell you about the
wickedness of thi3 man as a warning to you. But I cannot.
You must guess his wickedness when you hear about other men,
as you grow older. Whatever you hear of treachery and lies

and wicked profligacy, remember that Stephens, your fathers
partner, was worse. I think there never was, since the world
began, a man so horribly—so incredibly wicked.' The poor
woman's experience of vice was, to be sure, confined to this one
example, so that possibly there was some exaggeration. But
Allen was not in a critical mood. He perceived that something
had to be told him, much more painful than anything that had
gone before. ' One day,' his mother continued, ' your father
did not come home at his usual time. I waited for him till past
nine o'clock. Then I was frightened, and I put on my things
and took an omnibus to town to see if anything had happened.
It was ten o'clock when I got to the City, and all the offices

were closed, and the streets empty. But in my husband's office

the gas was burning, the door was unlocked, and I found him

—

oh ! my dear husband ! oh ! my poor husband !—sitting at his

table with papers before him, and on his white face, as he lifted

it when I opened the loor, I saw despair.'

She hid her face in her hands. The tears ran down Allen's

face, but he said nothing. What word of comfort could the boy
find to say ?

' Without a word of warning, Allen, the blow had fallen.

Stephens had run away, leaving a letter in which he confessed
all. Your father wai ruined.'

' What had he—Stephens—done, mother 1
'

' I do not know. That is, I knew once, because they told

me. But I have forgotten, I know no longer. He had robbed
all the money, he had borrowed more in the name of the Firm

;

everything was gone, credit as well as money. Your father's

good name was gone ; no one, he said, would ever believe that

he knew nothing of the frauds—think of the word fraud—the

frauds perpetrated by his partner ; ruin and disgrace were before

him, very likely : most likely, he said, a criminal prosecution
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and a prison. Think of that, Allen. Oh ! boy, you have
wondered why your mother never laughed ; she can never laugh
again because of that night. All these things he told me in a
quiet, cold way, without any anger or any hope, so that I knew
his heart was quite broken. Presently, it was then half-past
eleven, he kissed me—oh ! God of mercy, it was the last kiss he
would ever give me, my dear—my good—my noble husband

—

and he bade me leave him, because he had much to do, and 1

must go home and think of the child. Who was I that I should
disobey him at such a moment ? I left him, my dear. Oh ! I
left him. I went home and I waited all night long beside your
cradle, but he did not come home all night long—what a night !

'

She stopped with a kind of spasm.
Allen sprang to his feet and began to walk up and down the

room.
' Mother ! go on. Tell me all.'

' He never came home any more. They brought me a letter

in the morning. He said that he could have borne poverty
with me, but not shame. He could see no way of escape, he
could find no means of proving that he knew nothing of the
frauds which had been committed by his partner in his name.
That he had written to everybody concerned stating the truth,

and that as Heaven had taken from him what was dearer than life,

he would give up that too, and he prayed that it might be forgiven

him, and that God's blessing would rest upon us, his wife and
innocent boy. And then—Allen—Allen—he destroyed himself.'

She was silent. She had told all there was to tell.

' Now you know, poor boy. It will not make you happier

to know it. At the office where you go to-morrow everybody
knows. Sir Charles knows about it. I suppose that all the

village knows.'
' Everybody, except me,' said Allen bitterly.

' And now you too know. But, Allen, there was a meeting
of the creditors, and-—and—the people who had been robbed.

And they passed a resolution that they believed Mr. Engledew
was free from any guilty knowledge in his partner's frauds.

And they offered a reward for John Stephem's apprehension.'
' And did they catch him 1

'

' No ! he was never heard of afterwards. We may suppose
that he is dead. Something dreadful is sure to have happened
to such a man. I hope,' she added then, with a little hesitation,

as if she was not quite satisfied with the honesty of her wish ,
' I

hope that he repented before he died. But, no doubt,' she cheered

up a little, 'he died unrepentant and went to his own place.'

Allen threw his arms about his mother's neck and kissed

her. Then he went out, put on his hat, and made for the forest.

The evening was warm and light. As he passed the cottage he
saw Claire in the garden alone. Her father, as usual, was
hunting the common slug among the lettuces.
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' Claire,' lie whispered, ' come with me.'

She ran out and took his hand. They ran together across

the meadow beyond which the forest begins. When they came to
the trees and were hidden among the branches, Allen stopped.

'Oh, Claire,' he cried, but his voice failed, and he burst
into cries and tears.

' Allen, what is it ? You are going into the City to-morrow
to make your fortune, and you are not happy 1 Will was with
us half an hour ago. He was full of delight.'

' Claire, I want the earth to open and swallow me,' said

Allen. ' I wish I had never been born. I wish I was dead.'
' Please, Allen, tell me whv.'
He told her, in as few words as he could find, the substance

of his mother's story.

'To-morrow,' he said, 'I have to go into the City and into

the office where they all know me. They will say, "Is this the
son of the man who was bankrupt, and who, because he might
have been accused of dreadful things, killed himself ? " '

'Poor Allen !' The girl was only thirteen years old, but
she knew already the simple arts by which women become
ministering angels. ' Poor Allen ! Do you think that any of

the three or four who know will care to speak or to think of

such a thing ? As if it was your father's fault ! As if it was
your fault ! You may be proud of your father, Allen, not
ashamed. I have heard Sir Charles say that there was no
more honourable man in the City of London. Allen, dear,

don't cry, I have known—why, we have all known this all

along, but no one thinks the worse of you for it. How can
they 1 Come, let us go back to my father. Tell him that you
are going into the City to-morrow for the first time—to make
your fortune.'

' I hate the City,' cried the boy passionately. 'It has robbed
my father of his fortune and his good name ; it has robbed my
mother of her happiness ; what will it take from me ?

'

' Come, Allen,' said Claire, ' come to my father : he will

comfort you.'

Despite the philosopher's consolations, it was with downcast
eyes and shameful heart that Allen went into the City for the

first time, while Will looked as if he, for his part, must dance
and sing for joy that the time for action had arrived.

'Remember, Allen,' he said in the train, ' they think that

we are just a couple of boys from school who know nothing but

to copy letters. Wait a bit. They will find us out after a time,

and then we shall make our way. Don't be afraid, old boy.'

All day long Allen went about his work expecting to hear

same allusions to his father's fall and suicide. Yet no one said

anything about it, for the simple reason that the whole thing

was forgotten, save by one or two. This forgetting of things is

a natural event which people concerned in events which should

V
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be forgotten do not consider or expect. I met the other day a
clergyman whom I had not seen since old days at Cambridge.
He accosted me with something like a maidenly blush, saying,

'They acknowledged afterwards that it was all my hand-
writing.' For some time I could not understand what he
meant. Then I remembered that he had been plucked for

Classical Honours. It was twenty years ago, but the sight of

me recalled the old shame, and he still imagined that everybody
was talking of it. This was exactly the case with Allen Engle-
dew. Nobody cared any longer to remember the misfortunes

of his father. They were buried, and will only be exhumed
again when, if ever, Allen is talked about for other things—if,

for instance, he should write a successful book—and then men
will rake up the story and quote it in order to reduce by a

measurable quantity the greatness of the new man. Who on
earth cares about the father of a boy clerk, and whether he shot

himself or hanged himself or disposed of himself in any other
fashion 1

' What is it, Allen ?
' asked Will, when they were coming

home. ' Why have you been looking so blue all day 1 I call it

jolly. Why, we are at work at last. Don't you like the look-

out 1 I think it is splendid. Once we get our chance we shall

go ahead. Did you see the old gentleman who got down from
his carriage ? That is the senior partner. He has got a town
house at a place called Lancaster Gate, and a country house in

Hampshire, and he's a Member of Parliament. We shall have
our carriages and be Members of Parliament too But what's

the matter, Allen 1

'

He saw Allen's eyes were flooded, and he was fain to hide
his tears in the old schoolboy fashion—with his knuckles.

'Tell me, Will,' he said 'do you know— did anyone ever
tell you, how my father died 1

'

' Poor old boy,' said Will, ' you are thinking of that.'
' I only heard last night. My mother told me.'
'Why, Allen, it was nearly fifteen years ago. Think no

more about it. Of course we know. It was his partner's fault.

Everybody knows that. Cheer up, old chap. Let's go and tell

Claire about the City. You shall tell her about the golden
pavement—that's all in your line—and I'll tell hor about the
turtle soup we had for dinner, all for ninepence, eh 1 at a
luncheon-bar, after we'd danced on the pavement and filled our
pockets with nuggets. That's in my line. Hooray ! Who
wouldn't be in Brimage and Waring's ? What a lucky pair we
are ! I say, Allen, partners always, man ; no quarrelling

between us two. We're brothers, we are. You and I will go
up the ladder together. Don't you feel as if you were quite
ready for the second rung ?

'

They shook hands and Allen cheered up.

'And Tommy?' he asked.

'Tommy shall be only a first cousin,' replied WilL
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CHAPTER Y.

THB CONFESSIONS OF A PHILOSOPHER.

They still spent their evenings at the cottage, and they still

continued their readings. But the schoolboy days were past
;

their guide began to put serious books into their hands. His
library was not large, but he could borrow of a compatriot, a
bookseller in Soho. He therefore introduced the boys to such
writers as Chateaubriand, Prosper Merime'e, Alexis de Tocque-
"ville, Victor Hugo, Lamartine, Alfred de Musset, Be'ranger,

and he made certain sparing use of the older writers, such as

Montaigne, Rabelais, Moliere, Marot, and the great tragedians.

The boys read these works before they read any English litera-

ture at all. They knew, which is strange, Be'ranger before they
knew Shakespeare, and Victor Hugo before Milton. They did

a great deal of massive reading in those years, and acquired a
vast quantity of ideas.

When the boys got promotion, which came in clue course,

and when it was found tjjat they knew French and could write

it, and were consequently rewarded with salaries which gave
them money to spend, Allen began to buy books. Every boy
who loves reading knows the joy of seeing his shelf fill up and
overflow into other shelves, until a whole bookcase is filled up
—yea, even a whole house, a house of the largest size. And
then he began to plough his delightful way through the English
poets. Yet the interruption to reading caused by the eight-

hours of work at his desk was very grievous to him. And he
made no friends among his fellow clerks.

' Out of the boy who is always reading,' said Hector to him-
self, ' comes, if he is properly looked after, the man who writes.'

He watched the boy more carefully. He saw that Allen

now neglected his French books and read nothing but English,

and principally English poetry.

He observed that the boy would go away by himself into the

forest, book in hand. He followed him and saw him, alone as

he thought, reading aloud and declaiming. He began to wonder
what, if anything, would come of it. And he congratulated

himself on his own teaching, because in one thing he was
successful—he had made both boys ambitious.

If you consider, you will find that every Frenchman knows,

what few Englishmen ever learn, that what one man has done
another can do. He therefore respects himself as much as he

respects the great men of history. The magnanimity of Scipio,

the heroism of Horatius, the wisdom of Cato, the eloquence of

Pemosthenes, the genius of Hannibal—all these qualities may,
d 2
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he thinks, be united in himself. These boys had learned the
same lesson. They believed in themselves.

The time passed by. While it improved the appearance of

the young, it played tricks, as usual, with the middle-aged.

Time did not knock out Hector's teeth, nor make him bald, nor
did it cripple his legs, nor did it put chalk stones in his

knuckles, as he does to some unfortunates ; but it turned his

once black hair into a creamy white, beard and all, which made
him resemble one of the St ven Sages, but I do not know which.
They all had white hair, white beards, and bright eyes ; they
also had, I am sure, deep and sweet voices like this man, their

successor.

Time, also, made Will a great strong fellow of six feet, with
broad shoulders and sturdy limbs, as comely a lad as one may
look to see anywhere. Allen was of slighter build, and he had
already at eighteen acquired the stoop of those who read. His
features were regular, his eyes full and lustrous. With a young
man's regard for appearance he carried an eye-glass, but in hii

pocket lay the glasses with which he read and wrote.

On Will's face was written the brave resolve to succeed ; on
Allen's a curious, triumphant look, as of one who has already
succeeded. Will's face was generally grave, because, though
many resolve to succeed, few carry out that resolution. Many
long to travel on the same road as Dick Whittington, but cannot
find their way. Yet the air of London is charged with the
stories of those who have succeeded : the pivement is worn
with the steps of those who have succeeded. He would get on
somehow. He must find out the way sometime.

Allen never felt any doubt or despondency at all. He held
his head high, as one who has already succeeded ; his eyes were
triumphant ; he was a young conqueror, because in imagination
he had already succeeded, and because the success of which he
dreamed can be won at a single bound, and because it is success

in a line in which there are not many rivals, and because it is

success of a kind not desired by the practical.

We have not forgotten Olinthus. He had long since left

them, yet he lived in the village and was still one of them.
His future looked bright ; his uncle had already promoted him
to a place of some trust ; he thought the way was clear before
him. In person he had not attained quite to the proportions of

Apollo, his lines being laid for strength rather than for grace.
Compared with the other two he was like a Portsmouth wherry
laid up in Haslar Creek beside a racing yacht ; he was short and
thickset. In order to prevent him from repining, and by way
of compensation—kind Nature is always dealing out compensa-
tion and making up for things—ho was endowed at the outset
with an excellent opinion of his own beauty, abilities, and at-

tractions. He ' fancied himself as much as Narcissus, and had
there been anywhere in the Forest, a clear fountain, I am satis
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fied that he would have imitated that self-conscious shepherd,
perhaps to his own undoing. Besides this, he was a young man
possessed of great good-humour and natural amiability. These
excellent qualities shone, visible to all observers, on his large,

round, shiny face, wreathed in perpetual smiles. Few things
conduce to make a man uniformly cheerful more than a good
opinion of himself. Wives should remember this fact and foster

such an opinion, especially on days when contentment is wanted
for cold mutton and herbs therewith. Upon his cards was written
his really magnificent name, Mr. Olinthus Gallaway ; but to

his friends and all who love him he will ever remain plain Tommy.
Hector no longer treated them as boys—they were young

men with whom he could converse as equals. They were men
•—he could reveal himself in his true light. He could even
confess his sentiments on the nature of his occupation.

'To-morrow,' he said sorrowfully, one day towards the end
of January, ' to-morrow I return to my classes. You think,

then, perhaps, that I love them—my classes

—

hein ? Listen ! I
will tell you a thing. I abhor them.' He spread out both his

hands in the attitude of detestation. ' I shrink from them. If

it were not for Claire, I would jump out of this frying-pan, which
scorches and broils—yes, still, after twenty years and more—into

the fire, which burns. I would cross the Channel. I would go
to the gendarmerie of Calais. I would say—" Behold me ! it is

Bhilipon, the man of the Barricades
;
you would have sent him

to Cayenne. He gives himself up, he surrenders ; send him,
then, to exile." Yes, my friends, but for Claire, who would
weep, I would brave the danger of the voyage, I would be a
convict with my brethren.'

He forgot that the empire which would have sent him there

was gone, and that there was no more any reason why he should

go to Cayenne at all, even if he did land at Calais. But the

habit of regarding himself still as a refugee was too strong.

Everybody knew, of course, that he was a French exile ; it was
rumoured that an immense price had been set upon his head, and
it was believed that the Emperor—while Sedan was yet afar

off—had often declared that he should know no rest till Hector
Philipon was in a dungeon.

'Behold,' he went on to the astonished boys, 'the irony of

fate ! I, who love all women, because they are women ; I who
would believe them faultless—have to spend my life in finding out

the faults of undeveloped woman—Girl. I would give them
nothing but pleasure, yet I give them continual pain. It seemed
to me, at first, incredible. Dionysius certainly became a school-

master, but he had alleviations. He was allowed to teach boys.

He could therefore flog them, whip them, beat them, reward

them with good strokes of foot and hand. You cannot beat— Girl.

You may not throw books at—Girl. You must not suffer your-

self to grow angry with— Girl. If you do, she laughs ; she re-
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joices ; she triumphs. Such, my friend, is the true disposition
of Girl.'

On the subject of Girl he was eloquent, even after twenty
years of teaching. Time, the great consoler, could not reconcile
him with his occupation.

'I was at first,' he said, 'unhappy and humiliated. I felt

as if my goddess had been torn from me. But an inspiration

—

no doubt from her —made me separate Woman—whom I love

—

from Girl—whom I abhor. I regained my divinity. Woman
smiled and became once more the giver of love and joy. As for

Girl, she is not Woman at all. She is not like her in any respect.

Woman has a figure to ravish the beholder's eyes ; Girl is bony
and makes her elbows to be felt. Woman thinks always in

kindness ; Girl nourishes hatred. Woman is confident of her-

self ; Girl is jealous and suspicious. Woman inspires poetry

;

Girl has no imagination. When woman puts on dress she
becomes a Parisienne ; Girl puts on dress and remains—Girl.

Woman always tries to please ; Girl, never. En fin, she is not
Woman. She is, if you please, caterpillar, grub, chrysalis. Can
one love a chrysalis ?

; Again, can one love a creature who cannot learn the verb
irregular, who steals her exercises, copies her translation, and
looks over her neighbour's shoulders at the dictee, who even
makes grimaces—figure to yourself a Venus making grimaces

;

who pinches—yes, pinches—her companions 1 I understand the
prudence of French mothers who confide their girls to the caro

of nuns. It is in order that men should not behold the chrysalis.

But I am unhappy no longer. I have returned to my old worship.

I say, " This is not Woman ; this is Girl.'
''

These revolutionary sentiments were not uttered in the
presence of his daughter. Claire knew that her father regarded
his pupils with feelings which admitted of no favouritism, except

that of the least dislike. But she did not know, and would not

have understood, the distinction which he drew between Girl

and Woman. He spoke also of graver things, of the Great
Revolution, and her daughters, and of what they mean.

' I was born,' he said, ' when the Bourbons, who had learned
nothing and forgotten nothing, had been back for ten years. I

have conversed with many who remembered the beginning of the
Revolution. Some of them had not forgotten its ideas and its

phrases ; they spoke still—though it was not the time for such
words—of the Sovereign People, the Rights of Man, and
oppressed Humanity. To them a Priest was an accursed hypo-
crite ; a King was a sanguinary tyrant ; and the voice of the

People was the voice of God.
' They were phrases—yes, phrases. Yet, remember, before

the Revolution there were no people, there was only a mob. Do
you know what La Bruyere said 1

* "I see certain wild animals scattered over the fields ; black.
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livid, burnt by the sun, bound to the earth. They have an
articulate voice, and when they rise on their feet, they show a

human form and are, in fact, men."
' It was a great thing to have made a people out of a herd—

a

flock. When the people found out themselves they began to

dream greater things. I, too, my friends, being young and
generous, dreamed with the others, and told my dream.'

His voice sank and he went on talking, as if to himself, in

deep musical tone.
' The world for mankind. Yes—for whom else should it

be ? But they made mistakes. They talked of the Eights of

Man. Yet the weak must be defeated. Is that a Eight
r
i

There must also be rich and poor. Is it a right— to be poor 1

They talked of the Voice of the People and the Yoice of God.
How is one to recognise that Voice 1 I have sought for it, but
I have never been able to hear it. Is the utterer of that Voice
perchance a priest 1 Or if the people were to speak would they
ask for more than sleep and idleness, with dancing, and feast-

ing, and love-making 1 Is that the Voice of God ?

' They told us that the people are full of generous aspira-

tions. There have been four Eevolutions. I do not remember
any generous deeds or noble thoughts from the crowd. There
have been guillotine and hanging a la lanteme, with pikes and
heads upon them and barricades. But I do not remember to

have heard of mercy or forgiveness, or any virtue at all.

Wherefore I now think that noble thoughts descend not to the
ignorant and the unlearned.'

The yotmg men listened without interrupting.
' When a man gets the idea of humanity into his head it

never leaves him. Never, never. He is henceforth doomed to

think of his brother-man. To comprehend, even but a little,

humanity, is to fill the brain. As for us, we meant well, but
we hoped too much from governments. That is the mistake we
always make ; the thing we search for lies at our feet, we may
stoop and pick it up, but we expect a government to do it for

us. The Eepublic follows the Empire, yet the people remain
the same, for even a Eepublic brings us no nearer the dream.'

' Yet if it is a noble dream/ said Will, ' you would not have
it die.'

' It cannot die.'

' Will you tell us what it is—the dream ? ' asked Allen.
' No. There are some things, such as this dream, which

cannot be taught and must be found out. It may be found by
both of you, but it willl be in different forms.'

About this time a grievous doubt and perplexity fell upon
the philosopher. He asked himself whether he had done right

in putting into the heads of these young men knowledge of all

kinds which might only make them discontented. He was
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wrong to doubt. Discontent hurts no young man unless it is

accompanied by laziness, when it is the Devil. As for know-
ledge, there is no position which is not rendered happier by its

possession. I once knew a man whose business it was to tramp
from office to office selling pens and books ; in the evening he
read and taught himself all kinds of things. His life was
hallowed by his evenings. I have known a waiter who read the
' Saturday Review ' regularly and was a happy waiter ; and I

have known a policeman who found food for thought when on
his beat by recollections of Herbert Spencer. He was a con-

tented policeman.
' My daughter,' he asked, ' have I done well ?

'

Claire did not know exactly what he meant and therefore

replied, in general terms, ' that he always did well.'
' Have I done well,' he repeated, ' for these young men ?

There is not a better educated couple of young men in London,
yet they are only clerks, and may remain servants all their

lives unless they get a chance. Fate is sometimes malignant.

They may never get the chance. Yet I cannot believe that these

two boys, who know so much and can think and reason, will

remain where they are.'

One day a Thought came to him. It was a half-holiday, and
he was gardening among his lettuces, clad in the blue blouse
which protected his shirt front and white waistcoat. It was a
Thought so great, so splendid, so magnificent, that for the
moment it intoxicated him and he reeled to and fro as one who
had drunk strong drink. When he partly recovered from this

first shock his Thought flared up in his brain like an electric

light, as bright as a little sun or two, insomuch that he was
blinded by its splendour. It took him half an hour, or there-

abouts, to recover his sight, and then his cabbages looked every
one like a great Koh-i-noor diamond, so bright was the splen-

dour of this Thought. Next, the thought began to bellow in

his ear, like the roar of cannons, or the blast of brazen trumpets,

with the clashing of cymbals, the beating of big drums, and the

musical roll of mighty organs, and all the time as bright as

before. Finally, the Thought, still in this intense light and
amid this unearthly instrumental clang, flew at him, banged
him from side to side, shook him to and fro, thwacked him on
the shoulder, buffeted him on either cheek, and finally doubled
him up so that he fell backwards into the wheelbarrow among
the cabbage-stalks, and weeds, and dead leaves—an undignified
situation for one who never forgot his dignity.

All really great Thoughts are thus masterful when they first

seek to possess a man. The history of great Thoughts is, in
fact, one of the few really important subjects which remain to

be written. The case of Peter the Hermit, for instance, may
be compared with that of Hector Philipon. Peter's Thought
tame to him one night in his cell. He wrongly received it as if
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it was a diabolical visitation, or the result of indigestion, and lie

wrestled with it all through the night but met defeat and dis-

comfiture, and was found in the morning by a brother hermit

—who had peacefully slept through the whole of the combat,

dreaming of nothing but lentils, and beans, and pulse— fairly

doubled up, limp and shattered, a thread -paper, all the conceit

knocked out of him, and in the disposition of his shattered frame
like unto a cocked hat. The story was published in the last

century by Mr. Dicey, of Northampton, in a chap book, illus-

trated by a curious cut showing the holy man on a shutter after

(he clapper-clawing of the Thought. Christopher Columbus, on
the other hand, made no resistance, but obeyed at once, and
allowed the Thought to take possession like a bailiff. In his

case it was a voice which called, a finger which pointed, a hand
which pushed, day and night, so that he could never rest, never
sleep, never sit down, never speak of anything unless in

obedience to the perpetual admonition of that Thought. As
was Christopher, so was our Hector. He accepted the Thought
after the briefest resistance, and allowed it henceforth to guide
and rule him.

If that Thought had not come to Hector Philipon this

history would never have been written. If that Thought had
not seized him one knows not what lives of discontent, un-
satisfied desire, and thwarted ambition might have been the lot

of these two clerks . And yet they do not know the history of

this supreme moment, this wrestling and defeat. One can
hardly guess in what words, did they know it, their gratitude
could be expressed.

CHAPTER VI.

THE TYRANNY OF THE THOUGHT.

M. Philipon, therefore, as soon as he recovered consciousness,

submitted to the domination of the Thought. It was, in fact,

the wisest thing he could do, and he was rewarded presently by
falling into an ecstasy or rapture which carried him out of him-
self for the space of ten days. This is a thing which happens
to none but the most exalted souls. During this period he con-
versed not at all with any one. It was the last fortnight of the
summer vacation when this strange thing befell him.

Claire first observed the strangeness of it at dinner. Her
father took the meal without a word, answering when he was
addressed, but advancing no remark or proposition of any kind.

After dinner he went into the garden and walked up and down
the lawn. The boys came as usual and spoke to him, but he
shook his head, and they joined Claire in her own room,
wondering.
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' "What is it, Claire 1 ' they asked.
' I do not know. He says nothing ; he is quite silent. I

have never known him like this before.'

Then Allen plucked up courage and went out upon the lawn
Egain.

* Are you ill, sir 1 ' he asked.

M. Philipon stopped. ' Not ill,' he replied, lifting eyes
which were troubled. ' There is nothing the matter. Do not
speak to me just yet.' Then his Thought overpowered him
again, and he spread out his hands with a gesture of inrpatience

and resumed his solitary walk.
The three within spoke in whispers. Night fell, but he was

still walking, and took no heed, as if it mattered not to him
whether it was night or day. Claire played something, but it

did not seem to rouse him. At ten the boys went away, but
he did not return their good night, Then Claire came and took
him by the hand, and led him into the house unresisting

Presently she gave him a candle and told him to go to bed ;

and in the middle of the night she woke up and heard him
walking up and down his room.

This kind of conduct, repeated the next day, and for several

days afterwards, gave his daughter and his friends the greatest

uneasiness. He was not ill ; he took his breakfast and dinner
exactly as usual, but he did not talk, nor did he. read, nor did

he work in the garden. He was not unhappy, because as he
walked about he smiled or laughed, and waved his hands cheer-

fully, yet with mystery, because no one could interpret that

gesture.

In fact, he was wholly absorbed and dominated by the
Thought, which, as he now quite clearly perceived, was not
only powerful beyond all belief, but also full of grace, and like

a goddess for inexpressible beauty, and moreover a stupendous
Thought. So stupendous did it seem to him, that it loomed
before his wondering eyes as a Thought more wonderful than

had ever before been vouchsafed unto men.
' It is,' he might have said, enumerating other great

Thoughts for purposes of comparison, in this communion and
silent meditation, in this rapture of his mind, ' it is a greater

Thought than that of Peter the Hermit, who yet did a con-
siderable stroke of business with his ; it is greater than that of

Christopher Columbus, because he only doubled mankind, and
therefore multiplied our troubles ; it is greater than the Thought
of him who proposed by means of steam to divide every kilo-

metre by a thousand ;
greater than the Thought of the man

who, with an electric wire, abolished space altogether, so that

people can go on quarrelling at opposite ends of the world
;

greater than the Thought of the man who proposed to send
letters for a penny ;

greater even than that of him who dis-

covered how to abolish pain and to let a man sleep while
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surgeons saw off his leg—yea, to permit the martyr to dream of

heaven while they toast him on a gridiron and perforate him

with red-hot irons. Until I find words to express this Thought

I am dumb. I cannot speak of anything else, and of this I have

not yet learned to speak.'

In fact, M. Philipon was looking for words, and as yet no

words came into his mind which were at all adequate to express

the gravity of the crisis and the nature of the thing which was

in his head. A Thought, however great, is nothing to the

outer world unless it can be fitly and adequately expressed and
presented in words so that everybody shall understand it. For
instance, I know at this moment a man who has, quite un-

suspected by his friends, in his head, and absolutely complete

in all its parts, nothing less than a whole three-volume novel,

and the best work of its kind ever yet presented to the world.

He says so himself, and it is unlikely a man should be deceived

in so important a point. He says, further, that the characters

are absolutely original, the incidents new—fancy getting new
incidents even from this kaleidoscopic world—the pathos in-

imitable, the wit and the humour quite unapproached. There
-is an immense, a universal, and a deathless reputation—he says,

who ought to know best—in that novel. When once published

it will be translated into every language ; it will be the delight

of Eskimo and Patagonian ; it will civilise the Papuan, who
wants civilising very badly ; it will teach the Veddah how to

laugh ; it will, if anything can, convert the American Irish to

ways of humanity, and will even soften the heart of the

Nihilist. There only wants one thing—that this incomparable
work shall be written down ; and this, somehow, does not get

done. It is always in his mind ; he has arranged the situations
;

he has grouped the characters, constructed his plot, prepared
the opening, and provided the denouement. But he does not
write it. He refuses to communicate the nature of the story,

of which he is as jealous as a traveller who has discovered a new
lake ; he waits, growing moody, for the moment of inspiration,

which never comes. He is getting old now, and he may some
day soon die with the novel unwritten ; he may even die of

that obscure and obstinate disease—novel on the brain.

Something of this kind oppressed M. Philipon. His Thought
held him fast, and he could not find fitting words in which to

express it. It was not until many days of wrestling—not till

he had turned the Thought over and over in his mind, and
looked at it from every point of view, that he found freedom
of speech. Had it been term-time, one trembles to think of

uncorrected exercises and neglected rude translations.
' He will come round some time,' said Claire to the boys.

'Do not seem to be minding him.'

It mattered very little whether they minded him or not,

because he observed nothing.
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It was in the evening, when the boys had gone, that de-

liverance came. Claire had gone as far as the garden gate with
them ; then she returned and laid her hand upon her father's

arm, saying nothing. It was a fair moonlight night ; the air

was heavy with the fragrance of jessamine and honeysuckle ; a
still and solemn air of full but late summer, after a still, hot
day. Claire's hand startled her father. He stopped, looked
round him, sighed, and held up his forefinger, which meant
' Attention !

'

The girl sat down on the seat within the porch, and listened.

She was now nearly sixteen years of age, taller already than
her father, a girl remarkable as yet for nothing but those deep
blue eyes and that black hair. But one expects nothing re-

markable from a girl at fifteen, unless she happens to be a
maiden of Verona, where adventures have been known to

arrive at a still earlier age.

She stood outside in the moonlight. He spoke gravely,

even solemnly ; and he spoke slowly—in his native tongue, of

course.

'My child,' he said, 'listen attentively to me. You are

now nearly sixteen ; you have the manner and air of a greater

age
; you are grown up

;
you are a woman.'

' Yes, mon pere.' She was rather frightened at this solemn
introduction to the unfolding.

' I will treat you henceforth as a grown woman. You are

also my daughter.'
' Yes, mon pere.'
' I will treat you as a daughter who can be trusted.'

She stooped down and took his hand, and kissed it.

' I have a great thing to tell you. I have the grandest—the
most magnificent scheme to communicate. I demand your
absolute—your profound secrecy. That is necessary. Without
secrecy I shall fail ; without your aid success will be difficult.

Understand, Claire, what I ask of you will be difficult : it will

require dissimulation
;
pretence ; perhaps even we must do

violence to Puritan ideas ; we may have to invent.'

Claire began to tremble. Secrecy, grandeur, magnificence,

with pretence ! What could these mean but another revolution,

with which she associated barricades and her father upon them ?

'At least,' she said, 'I hope I should never betray any
secret intrusted to me.'

Her father suppressed an epigram about Eve and her
daughters, and went on—

-

' You will not, Claire, I am sure. Yet I want more than a
mere promise of secrecy. I want a tongue which will not add
to suspicion : I want a clear eye, an open face, a frank smile

;

en effet, if you are a conspirator you must look as if there is no
conspiracy.'

' Oh !' she cried ;
' do with me what you please j but if you
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are killed, and—and—oh ! what a pity to put up barricades in

the Forest !

'

He laughed. ' Pretty innocent !

' he said, ' be reassured, no

one will be killed, there will be no fighting.'

' If there is to be no fighting, and if no one is to bo in any

danger '

' No one, have no fear
;
you shall play yov.r part with smiles

on your face and joy in your heart, because the object of the

conspiracy is one of your friends.'

' One of the boys ?
'

' Yes ;
you have already helped me well and faithfully ; help

me again, but this time follow my instructions in secret.'

' Which of them 1
' she asked eagerly, ' which of them is it ?

'

' It is Allen.'
' But what has Allen to do with conspiracies and revolutions ?

'

' Nothing—yet. But let us go within, I have much to say

to you.'

She led the way into the house and lit the lamp. Then he
began to unfold his plan, standing before the empty fireplace

while Claire sat in her chair and listened. A well-bred French-
man gesticulates but little, yet more than an Englishman, and
he enforces his points with hands and fingers both. This was
an important occasion and he gesticulated more freely than usual.

' First, child,' he said, ' forget that I have a plan and let us

consider the boy, Allen. Fix your thoughts wholly upon Allen.
' He is eighteen years of age ; he has been for three years a

clerk in the city of London. He goes there every morning at

half-past eight, and returns every evening at half-past six. He
is away, therefore, for ten hours. During this long time he
sits upon a stool, he copies letters, he enters figures in a book,
he adds up, he makes notes, he carries messages, he goes here,

he goes there — what do I know 1 He is a servant. It hurts no
man to be a servant for a time. The discipline of obedience is

good. Yet it must be a service where he will rise to be a master.

In Allen's service he cannot rise unless by extraordinary chance,

because he has no money. For him there is no future, he must
always be a servant. It is already, for him, the life of a dog.

In ten years it will be the life of a thousand dogs.'
' But if it is bad for Allen, it is also bad for Will,' said Claire,

the impartial.
' I told you to consider Allen, only. It is not, however, so

bad for the other. Will must rise : he is a young man who
designs his own future and will force events ; for such as Will
are the great prizes of a merchant's career. I do not pity Will at

present, I pity him only because in the end he will be so rich. It

is the misfortune of the English people that they become so rich.'

' Then, about Allen ?

'

' He will become more and more miserable. In the city he
has no future, he will neglect whatever chances offer ; he will
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see no opportunity ; such men as he are blind to opportunity
;

if a hundred doors lie open to success he would see none of

them, his thoughts will be elsewhere. Money is not in his

mind, nor is success. I propose, therefore, first of all, to

rescue the boy from the fate of the unsuccessful clerk.'
' But if Allen has no other opening ?

'

' Child, you have played all your life with the boy and you
know not what he is, you know nothing about him. To be sure
you are not yet of the age which looks below the surface.

Know, then, that this boy is one of a kind not common.
Nature makes but few like Allen Engledew ; of those whom
she does make, most are thrown away and lost for want of a
guide and instructor. They waste their lives in regrets, in idle

efforts ; they succeed in nothing, because they do not try the
one thing for which they were born ; they never know the
satisfaction of life which comes of doing what they were in-

tended to . do. That, my child, is the only happiness. How
happy, for example, is the grocer whom Heaven intended for

that trade ! How enviable the lot of him born for a pork
butchery, who actually becomes a pork butcher ! But such as

Allen, without a guide, stray into wrong paths and are lost. ]

have been already— I will continue to be that guide to Allen,

By my help he shall be what nature intended him to be.'
' But what is that ?

' The girl's curiosity was now roused.

She was to be a conspirator : there was to be a revolution ; but
without those dreadful barricades with which her father's early

history was so deeply charged. What was to be the part
destined to be played by Allen ? Was he to be an Oliver

Cromwell, a Robespierre, a Marat, or Lamartine, even ? For
none of these positions did Allen seem eminently fitted.

Her father went on explaining. He seemed to forget that

he was talking to his daughter before setting forth his views so

as to make them clear to himself.
' Such a boy as Allen is, before all things, fond of books.

This means two things—first, that he is curious about the world,

eager to learn, and, secondly, that he is open to the influences

of form and style. Words and phrases move him in the silent

page as the common man is moved by the orator. He has been
seized by the charm of language. You understand me not, my
daughter ; but listen still. When a boy has once learned to

love words, when he feels how a thing said one way is delightful,

and said another way is intolerable, that boy may become a mere
rhetorician, pedant, and precisian ; or an orator, one of those
who move the world ; or a poet, one of those born to be loved.'

' And Allen, you think, will be—what ? A rhetorician, or
an orator, or a poet 1

'

' It may be the first, but I think he will_,not be. For I also

observe in the boy the intuitions, the fire, the impatience, and
the emotion, which belong to the orator who speaks because hq
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must, and to the poet who writes because he cannot help it. I

think—nay, I am sure—that a lad with these sympathies cannot

be a mere rhetorician or a maker of phrases.'

Claire listened, trying still to connect this theory with the

conspiracy, but she failed.
' He reads, because it is his time for reading everything ; he

has no choice ; it is his nature to read ; he was born to read
;

he reads by instinct ; he reads poetry, and his brain is filled

with magnificent colours and splendid women ; he reads

romances, and he dreams of knights and stately dames ; ho
reads history, and his heart burns within him ; he reads bio-

graphy, and he worships great heroes ; he reads tragedy, and
he straightway stalks about the forest another Talma ; he reads

idyls, and the meadows become peopled to him with shepherds
and shepherdesses ; he lives two lives. One of these is dull

and mean ; to think of it, while he is living the other, makes
him angry and ashamed, for in the other he lives in an
enchanted world where he is a magician and can conjure spirits.'

' You know all this, mon pere % But how, unless Allen has
told?'

' Allen has told no one ; but yet I know. Some day, my
child, I will tell you how I know. Allen is already half a poet,

he must be made a poet indeed.'
' That will be delightful. Is this then your fine conspiracy 1

'

,
' It is, my daughter, the first part only. Of the second we

will speak later.'

' But, if he is already half a poet-:
—

'

' At every step, my child, in the life of a man, there are two
ways open, a right way and a wrong way. Allen must be
guided into the right way.'

' Oh, yes, mon pere !
' she clapped her handj ;

' Allen shall
be a great poet, and I will do what you please to tell me. This
is a conspiracy that I shall like.'

It had been a long preamble, and she did not understand
why there was so much mystery.

'For your part, my child, Allen has arrived at the time
when he must have a confidant and a companion. I have
studied the symptoms, I am sure that he has already begun to
try timidly whether he too cannot put thoughts into rhyme. I
know the blush of his cheek, the flashing of the eye, the out-
ward sign of the secret thought. Behold him ! I can see him
now '—he stood as if actually watching the lad, with his fore-
finger lifted—' I see him alone in his room at night : the door
is locked, the lamp is lit, the desk is open, the paper is before
him, but he writes not ; he hesitates, he is ashamed ; at last
with a blush, as a girl who confesses her love, he timidly sets
something on the paper. Indeed, to write these lines is mora
difficult for him than for any girl to confess her love. Oh, holy
modefty ! Oh, blush of virginal youth ! Itis only from those
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who feel the sacred awe for written words that great things can
be expected. The written word remains ; it must not be lightly

spoken, it remains whether it is false or true, whether it is

beautiful or it is ugly ; whether it is sublime or whether it lifts

up or drags down the heart. Let Allen always tremble when he
translates thought into word.'

' I do not understand, mon pere. How do you know all this 1
'

'Again, my child, I will tell you another day. You know
now what Allen is and what he may be. First, he is to be a

poet. You must help me—thus.
' Allen must have some one in whom he can confide. "Will

possesses not the poetic temperament. The blood of Olinthus

is pure beer. Therefore, Claire, my child, it is you who must
be his friend.'

' But he tells me nothing about his poetry.'
' My daughter, a clever girl can make a young man tell her

everything.'

Claire blushed. It is not unpleasant to be told that one has
such great power over other people. Of course she did not
believe the statement ; it is fortunately given to few girls to

understand how great is their power over men. I do not think
they will find it out until they have so altered themselves with
political economy and platform oratory that they have destroyed
this power and lost it all.

' To begin with, Claire, you will lead him to talk of himself,

of poetry, and will ask him why he, too, does not write verse.'

Had Claire been some other man's daughter, Hector would
have added to this simple injunction a few remarks on the wiles

of coquetry, but he refrained.
' When the boy has become a poet, then—the next stage

—

Ask not,' he added in the deepest tones, ' what this stage

may be.'
' I do not want to know,' she replied ;

' it is enough for me
that Allen is to be a great poet.'

Just then a thing happened which at the moment had a
supernatural appearance. Beyond the cottage garden was the
lane which led to the forest. As Claire spoke, there passed
before the garden gate, slowly, with hanging head, no other
than the figure of Allen Engledew himself. As he passed he
raised his head and turned it as if to look at the house. The
moon fell full upon his face and lit it with a strange, ghostly

light. His large and lustrous eyes met Claire's, but they did
not seem to see her, and he passed along like a ghost, or like a
dumb actor upon the stage.

It was nothing supernatural, it was only Allen himself in

the flesh ; he had been strolling alone in the forest, to dream
away a summer evening beneath the moonlit branches.

' Behold !
' said the man with the Thought, ' we have seen

our poet ! His future is in our hands and he knows it not,'
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CHAPTER VII.

SAMSON AND DELILAH.

Once in the East, a long time ago, when mankind was still in

the enjoyment of lusty youth, and carrying on as if youth
would last for ever, with continual fighting, feasting, drinking,
singing, plundering, murdering, pillaging, sacking, burning,
hanging, drowning, and torturing, there was a kinglet who
made the personal acquaintance of two or three gods. Not
that he really was admitted into the very best circles, but one
or other of the more affable deities would sometimes call and
dine, drink his best wine, and promise things. Silenus, for
instance, got his pupil Bacchus to let this kinglet turn every-

thing he touched into gold ; but the gift would not work, as his

Majesty found out when he sat down to breakfast and dis-

covered that not only the plate but also the bloater on the plate

became pure gold. It is related that the hungry and discomfited

monarch immediately traded away the gift for something in the
everlasting-youth line (which proved a forgery). Now on one
occasion this friend of the Immortals was asked to hear a rival

performance on the flute by Pan and Apollo. He had no eai

for music at all and so tossed up heads for Pan and tails for

Apollo. It came down heads, and so he gave the decision for

Pan. ' You are an ass,' cried Apollo in a rage, ' and the son of

an ass, and your ears shall be the ears of an ass.' The king
put up his hand to feel—and so they were. It is not recorded
what Pan said or did, but probably he only laughed in an un-
feeling way, and went off with his syrinx to frighten the shepherds
of Arcadia. Then this kinglet got a tall bonnet made into which
he poked both his long ears, and hoped that nobody would find

out. As people were then, as now, entirely occupied with their

own affairs, nobody did find out the fact for a long time. But
it made the king uneasy : he was afraid to take his usual allow-

ance at night for fear of getting tipsy and prattling or letting

his long cap fall off. One day, however, being alone in the

garden, he could not refrain from removing the cap as he sat in

the shade, and while the wind played deliciously about those

long and hairy ears, it happened that an under-gardener, a

varlet at six shillings a week and his dinner, who was pretend-

ing to be at work in the bushes, saw this remarkable and
wonderful thing. Could it be 1 Was it possible ? Did his eyes

deceive him 1 Was witchery about ? The king with two long,

very long, completely finished perfect donkey's ears ! While he
gazed, motionless, his Majesty replaced the bonnet and walked
away with as much dignity as if his royal ears were human.

When that varlet knocked off work for the day it waa
E
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observed that he was possessed of a strange manner ; he forgot

his supper beer ; he sat apart ; he was gloomy. The reason

was this dreadful secret. For if ho told anybody, his own head
would certainly be off—in a jiffy, ho assured himself ; or ho
would be tied up in a sack and so go a-fisliing or a-shrimping in

the sea by himself ; or he might have his outlying portions cut

off, such as hands, feet, nose, ears, and tongue ; or he might be
burned ; something dreadful would infallibly happen to him,
unless he could keep that secret as tight as wax.

He it kept for a week, suffering all the time tortures as great

as the punishment he wished to escape. He did not suffer him-
self to talk at all, knowing that he was, by gift of the gods, a
babbler ; he could not drink ; he ventured not into any com
pany, although a youth of gregarious turn ; he did not dara
even to 3leep, because he talked in his sleep. At last he felt

that he must tell that secret or die. He went, therefore, into

the biggest and most solitary field he could find, and then,

making a little hole in the ground, he confided his secret, care-

fully wrapped in a pig's whisper, to the earth. Then he covered
up the hole and went home quite happy, and got drunk that

very evening, so relieved from fear was he.

But there was grass growing beside that hole, and near the
grass there were reeds, and beside the reeds a brook. Now the
grass whispered the secret to the reeds, and the reeds to the
brook, and the brook to the river, and the river told the sea.

That did not matter much, because though the sea is credulous,

and swallows everything, it never gossips. But the grass told

the flowers as well, and the flowers told the bushes, and the
bushes told the trees, and the trees told the birds, and they told

everybody ; and the under-gardener pretended to wonder like

the rest of the world, and the king left off his long cap and
went back to his old little cap, and let his ears stick up, and
hacLthem gilded, and said they were beautiful and an ornament
to any crowned head and the blessed gift of the gods. He also

ordered them to be represented on his coins and statues, and
prayers were offered to Apollo that he would thus make the ears

of all the people. But Apollo refused to hear.

Thus is it shown, by lively parable, after the manner of the

ancients, how one single secret may embitter and even destroy
a life. But, in fact, it is only at the outset that a secret is

intolerable. When it is in the way of a man's profession to

hear and to guard secrets, they cease to be a burden. Lawyers
who get to know a prodigious quantity of secrets are never a bit

the worse, and I know at least one freemason whose knowledge
of the craft secrets has never caused him a moment's pang.

Claire, with this secret upon her mind, went about at first

in the most dreadful terror of letting it out. She dreamed at

night that she had revealed it to Olinthus, who grinned con-
temptuously and pointed fingers of scorn at Allen and her
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father, and at herself, and. said, ' Gar ! He a poet ! Why he
hasn't got a penny !

' And next, she told Will, who said it was
a thing very likely indeed to be fulfilled, because Allen was a
first-rate fellow and capable of anything ; but that she was a
silly child for telling, and that he should never think well of
her any more. And lastly, that she told Sir Charles Withy-
comb and his friends upon the green. Sir Charles said that it

was a most presumptuous and impudent thing of this young
man even to think of—being a clerk on fifty pounds a year and
his father bankrupt for a paltry sum—and that it was a most
mischievous thing of Monsieur Philipon to put wild ideas into

a boy's head. Then Mr. Colliber said that he felt it his duty
to acquaint Miss Billingsworth with the fact that she was
nourishing a seditious viper, who made boys discontented, and
turned away their thoughts from getting money. This he pro-
ceeded to do, and her father was turned out of his place, and in

her dream she saw him, with herself, trudging along the road,
both with bare feet, and so dreadfully hungry that she really

had to wake up in order to escape those awful pangs. Then she
imitated the Lydian king's under-gardener, because she felt that
she must say something about it to somebody. But she was
not so foolish as to tell the grass or to whisper her secret any-
where in the Forest. She told the school-girls, and in such a
crafty and cunning manner that they did not understand the
least bit in the world what she was telling them.

By this time Claire had begun to take part in the teaching
work of the school, being half pupil, half teacher. She learned
music, and she taught everything, including the elements of

French. A great part of this work consists, as everybody
knows, of exercises, which Claire, instead of giving out of a
book, now began to write upon a black-board for her pupils to

copy and translate. At this crisis she used to write exercises

such as the following :
' The poor boy. The son of the widow.

He became a poet. He wrote beautiful verses. The girl helped
him. He became famous. He became a great man. The girl

w.itched him. Everybody loved him.' She could not possibly

help it : she must tell some one. In this way she told the girls.

They were quite young girls, who mechanically wrote down
what she dictated, and then, with no more feeling for the ' poor
boy' than boys themselves under similar circumstances have
for Caius and Balbus, proceeded to smudge their fingers, write

down and scratch out, pinch each other, whisper and copy, ask
the governess, wish it was twelve o'clock, wish that the Tower
of Babel had never been built, blot their books, dog's ear their

dictionaries, make grimy their grammars, and vie with each
other in committing just as many faults as can possibly be made
in a given number of words.

They finished and handed in their work, and Claire sent
E 2
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them away to wash off the ink, and to dry the tears of injured

vanity which had been provoked during the lesson. She never
corrected that set of exercises ; she was afraid lest some of the

elder girls might get hold of them and suspect something, so

she burned them all. But nobody would have suspected : what
was there to suspect ? Who in that seminary of useful know'
ledge dreamed of poets? The pupils wrote down the words,
but took no heed of them, and her secret was safe. How
fortunate ! For if she had told the grass, and the grass had
told the river Boding, and the Roding had told the Lea, and
the Lea had told the Thames, the secret would have been all

over London in no time.

Claire's opportunity came in a day or two. In fact, it was
at four o'clock on Saturday afternoon when Allen appeared at

the garde;i gate and asked her if she was going into the Forest
that afternoon. Her father was in the garden hunting slugs,

Will was away at Abridge, or among the Rodings, or on the
Waltham road, on his bicycle : they would be quite alone.

Allen had been reading and had forgotten to take off his

glasses ; he walked beside her pensive, dreamy, full of thought,

and silent. Claire, in her white frock and straw hat, tripped

beside the lanky youth, waiting for him to speak, and wonder-
ing how she should introduce the subject. When she thought
of what was intended she blushed and felt a kind of awe. She
was to help make Allen a great man. When he was already a
great man, she thought, he would be separated entirely from
them : they would watch his rise from the obscurities of the
Forest. This made her feel sad, yet more resolute to do her
part. As for him, he was to know nothing ; he must go on
being trained without suspicion ; he must never know that he
was guided and directed by an unseen hand.

They walked side by side across the meadow, on which stood
two or three gipsy caravans, and up the long broad walk of

grass with the old trees on either side. Presently they arrived
at the old trysting-place, where lay the fallen tree, and where
they had once, long ago, run the race for the golden apple.

ISTo one had taken away the old fallen trunk. But gipsies or
country people had lopped off the branches bit by bit for fire-

wood ; mosses had grown in its chinks and crannies ; the bark
had fallen off, and the wood itself was full of rotten places.

Some of the old roots were left, and these were overgrown with
ivy—the broad-leaved, green ivy of which the forest is so
prodigal, and with which so many startling effects are produced.
The ivy lent to the rugged roots a touch of beauty. As to the
trunk no one knew, except the woodpecker, what a host of

creatures this old trunk of rotting wood contained ; and beneath
and beside it there was quite a little coppice, a tangled under-
growth of grasses, ferns, and wild flowers.

' Our old tree,' said Claire, ' grows more beautiful every
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year. When it was first blown over do you remember how
ugly it was, and what an eyesore 1

'

Allen, being still in the first stage of the poetic develop-
ment, when the hands are reached out to grasp everything,

thought grandly how things might here be said about the decay
of life, and the beauty of suffering, and the picturesqueness of
death. But he found no words ready at the moment to express
these ideas, which were consequently lost and wasted.

' Is it not a place,' the girl went on, blushing, because she
did not feel what she said, but only pretended— ' is it not a

place full of poetry, Allen ? That is why you love it so much.
The others come here seldom now. But you never tire of the
Forest.'

'I come,' he replied, 'because I like to be alone and to

think.'
' Yes,' said Claire. ' Your mind is so full of verses that you

come here to remember their beautiful thoughts.'

Allen blushed. At his age one blushes easily. It was kind
of Claire to credit him with being full of beautiful thoughts.

No one else thought of such a thing. And yet it was quite
true, and the only difficulty was that of separating his own
beautiful thoughts from other men's.

' Whom are you reading now, Allen ?

'

' I have got Keats. Oh ! '—he breathed a deep sigh

—

' Claire, you must read Keats ; he takes the old Greek stories,

you know, and then he dresses them up in his own language,
and then—then—oh !

'

' I know,' said the girl, wise now, like all girls when they
have been taught, ' I know what you mean ; he puts life into

the old stories, and the figures live again, and we feel that ho
has taught us to see how beautiful they are.'

' Yes, Claire
;
you, too, can feel poetry. I did not know

it.'

' You did not give me your confidence, Allen. If you had
chosen to talk to me about wli^t you like, you might have
found out that I can understand a little as well as Will.'

She spoke with the words and she looked with the eyes of a

coquette. She was, in fact, making a first tentative attempt to

use that power which her father said a woman has over every
man. She had pondered over that maxim a great deal, but as

yet she did not understand its full meaning.
' Claire !

' he cried with a gesture of impatience, ( there is

nothing in the world like poetry ; there is nothing else worth
trying for. Oh ! you must read Keats. Listen.' He opened
the volume at hazard almost, and read :

—

Lo ! I must tell a. tale of chivalry ;

For large white plumes are dancing in mine eye J

Kot like the formal crest of later days,

Buf bending in a thousand graceful wa3*s.
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You see, Claire, he cannot help writing poetry ; he sees it all

plain before him. And this :—
" He was a poet, sure a lover, too,

Who stood on Latinos' top, what time there blew
Soft breezes from the myrtle vale below,
And brought in faintness, solemn, sweet, and slow,

A hymn from Dian's temple."

Isn't it splendid ? Or listen to this :

—

" Full on the casement shone the wintry moon,
And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast,

As down she knelt for heaven's grace and boon ;

Rose bloom fell on her hands, together prest,

And on her silver cross soft amethyst,
And on her hair, a glory like a saint."

' Oh, Claire, it takes away your breath only to read it !

What must it have been to have written it 1
' Why, his secret

had escaped him, but he knew it not.
' Allen ! ' cried Claire, becoming, for the moment, Delilah

or Vivien, clasping her hands to her heart, ' what must it be
actually to become—to be—a Poet ! Oh ! oh !

'

She did not over-act her part a bit. In fact, she was so

much of an artist that she half-unconsciously under-acted it.

There was -enough feeling in her voice, in her gesture, and her
attitude as she clasped her hands ; but not too much. There
was less emotion than Allen himself would have put into it if he
had dared to say all he felt, yet more than he would have
expected from Claire.

' To be a Poet, Allen !
' she repeated.

The conscious swain made no reply ; his cheek became
crimson ; he trembled ; the tears even came into his eyes by
reason of the great yearning that possessed him to tell Claire

what she already knew.
She went on, watching him. Surely he would confide in her

;

he would confess.
' If I thought,' she said, ' that I had the gift of verse, how

small everything else would seem to me ! But I would not
dream about it, as I think some young men do. I would work
every day.' This it is to have had lessons from your father in

the art of diplomacy. A week before she could not have made
any part of this speech.

' Claire !
' cried Allen helplessly.

' I would work by myself ; I should be ashamed, perhaps, to
show my work ; every day I should feel that I was nearer to
being a Poet : that would make me happy. I should say to
myself that so great a gift must not make one proud, but grate-
ful, and a Poet may make men so much better. But I would
have no other ambition—net one other ambition.'

He was listening with rapt eyes and burning cheeks. A
long, ilj.-dressed lad, with worn coat and baggy knees, large
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red hands, and spectacles. Yet his eyes made him beautiful.

Why, all that Claire described he had felt—he was feeling ; the

same hopes, the same shame, the same locking up in his own
room, with the paper spread before him, the same sacred awe
at seeing words coherent, words his own, flow from his pen.

He gasped, he choked ; the temptation was irresistible. He
fell. Like Samson, he parted with his secret to a woman—

•

perhaps, like Samson, to his own undoing. Certainly from that

moment his career was no longer his own ; it belonged to the

Conspiracy. Had he kept his secret he would have continued
the City clerk ; he might have become the perfect City clerk

;

he might even have become a partner, or the clerk with a share

in the Concern ; but he would never have been a poet, except
in ambition. It was a supreme moment, and he knew it not.

' Claire,' he whispered, ' are you a magician ? Can you
read thought 1 I am—I am—I am enduring all that you say.

Oh, Claire ! Claire ! keep my secret.' He grasped her hand.
' I am trying to be a poet ; I dream all day that I am a great

poet ; at night I am kept awake by the splendour of the vision

that is before me. I think I see the poets passing before my
bed, bidding me be of good courage, because I am one of them-
selves. There are Byron, Wordsworth, Keats, Shelley—all of

them. And I am a poet, too, when I see them. They smile

as they pass. Yet not a line written—that is, published
;

hardly a single thought caught out of the thousands in my head
and turned into verse. Yet I dare to dream.'

' Poor Allen !
' Her eyes filled with tears. Her father,

then, was right. ' The time will come
;
you will catch the

thought, you will find the words ; be of good courage.'
' Yes, yes. I live in hope

;
yet it is all to do.'

' Why, you foolish boy, at eighteen what would you have ?

Begin to work, Allen. Do not dream any longer. Begin.'
' I have begun,' he said, with more blushes ;

' that is, I have
already—tried to write—poetry.'

So all was told ; so Allen fell into tho trap ; so his secret

became the property of the Conspiracy.

CHAPTER VIII.

IN THE CHAMBEE.

After the confession they walked home in silence. Claire was
ashamed because she pretended while Allen was so much in

earnest
; yet she rejoiced over her success. The reality of a

man's ambition always frightens a woman at first.

Allen was also ashamed and yet relieved, It was become
almost intolerable to have no on§ in whom he could confide,
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At home, in the family circle, ambition is too often treated with
the wet blanket or the bucket of cold water : no one believes

that Johnny is going to be a great man. How can he 1 None
of his grandfathers, cousins, brothers, or sisters have been great.

Of course, he will grow up in obscurity, like the rest of them.
To dream of anything else is like contempt for one's ancestors

—

a dreadful impiety. Every house, in fact, is situated in the city

of Nazareth. Allen knew that his mother, for instance, could

not have the least sympathy with poetry. She knew none
except the ancient and modern poems in her hymn-book. Even
if he were to succeed she would have no sympathy. There is a
success more disheartening than any failure—to win the great-

ness you desire and not to have it recognised. There was once,

I remember, a respectable pair in a country town. They had
three sons born unto them. One of these carried on his father's

trade, became rich, and was much thought of by his fellow-

citizens. The second, who was the dullest of the three, went to

Cambridge, and was fain to take a degree in Law. Now, in his

day this branch of learning was considered to be reserved for

those who could not take their degree, by reason of ignorance
and thickness of brain, in Arts. Then he presently went into

holy orders, and is now a country vicar, and more solemn than
the whole bench of bishops. The third became a painter, and a
great painter, and an Academician, and is held in high esteem,

so that his name is known everywhere. The venerable parents

regard this son even as the Prodigal. To be sure, he does not
live on husks, nor has he yet returned to ask for the fatted calf,

and from all they can hear he lives in a good house. But, you
see, his greatness is not of a kind they can understand. Their
eldest son is, in his line, eminent ; he is a warm man ; he is ex-

mayor, and is greatly respected. They are proud of him. Their
next son, who took the Law degree, and wags an unrelenting
forefinger in a pulpit, dressed in a white surplice and a hood, is

also an intelligible success. It is not every mother who has a
son in the Church. But how is the painter to be classified, and
with whom compared ?

This might be, in some sort, Allen's portion. His mother's
disappointment would be dreadful if she learned his ambition.
When he set forth on that morning when he was to mount the
desk of the City clerk for the first time, she took him in her
arms and solemnly kissed him with tears. ' Go,' she said, ' go,

my son ; retrieve the disgrace of your father. He failed, poor
man, not through any fault of his own—no, no—it was his

partner's doing—it was all John Stephens. But work, Allen,

work, and get a good name, and perhaps some day you, too,

will be rich.'

So it seemed to him, as he walked homeward through the
great forest, that there was no one to trust except Claire. Will,

to be sure, might be trusted to keep a secret. But he cared
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nothing at all about poetry ; he regarded books and literature

from the simplest point of view, namely, as the means of conveying

information. He had no feeling for style ; did not understand,

in spite of instruction, what it meant, and was careless of the

collocation of words, provided they conveyed the meaning
intended. Allen, on the contrary, was quite happy even if

there was no meaning at all, provided the words were musical

and rang melodiously on his ear. Claire would understand lain

—nay, she had already understood him.
' You think,' he asked timidly, ' you think, Claire, that I

may, some day, succeed 1
'

' Oh, Allen, I am sure you will
!

' she replied, with the
generous warmth of feminine sympathy which strengthens a

man's courage and consoles the most despondent. Observe that

Claire pretended no longer ; she was now quite overpowered by
the depth of his ambition. She believed in him henceforth as

Kadij ah. believed in the Prophet—because he said it. Had ho
never produced a line of poetry in his life she would havo
believed in him to the end.

'As for the City,' Allen went on, 'I hate it, Claire. The
same work every day ; the same letters to be written ; the same
papers to be copied ; the same figures to be entered and added
up ; the same chatter of the clerks. Will doesn't mind it ; he
takes an interest in it. I take none—I hate it ! Why, if I

were to tell the fellows in the office about my—my verses they
would think it the best joke they had ever heard.'

'Patience, Allen,' she said, 'patience, and keep up your
courage.'

'I should have courage, and I could endure a great deal
more of the City, if I had only confidence in myself.'

They parted at the garden gate. Usually Claire contented
herself with a nod and a good-night. This evening she gave
Allen her hand. He understood the act to mean an assurance
of secrecy, but she meant more, though she did not dare to put
it into words. She meant an act of respect and an appeal for
forgiveness. She started with pretence and play-acting; she
ended with conquest which brought humiliation with it.

' Allen,' she whispered, ' you have only half trusted me.'
' What more is there that I can tell you ?

'

' You can show me your verses.'

He blushed to the roots of his hair, and left her without a
word. When he got home he found his mother waiting supper
for him. She knew that he spent nearly all his evenings at the
Cottage, and she asked no questions.

' Things going on well at the office, Allen ?
' she inquired.

It was a daily question, just as the old residents, when they met
in the morning, asked each other what news was stirring in the
City.

' Nothing changes at the office, mother,' he replied wearily.
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' We go there every morning, we come away every evening

;

nothing ever will change.'

She sighed. It was not thus that an ambitious youth should
talk.

'There are many things,' she said, 'which change. Young
men become known, they are promoted, they become heads of

departments, they even become partners, or they go away and
set up for themselves, as your father did when he had saved
some money, and was known to all the friends of the House.'

' Yet he failed,' said Allen bitterly.

' Yes, he failed.' The widow's eyes filled with tears.
' Forgive me, mother. I will—I will retrieve the name ; if

not in one way, then in another. There are many ways, believe

me, my dear mother.'
' There is only one for you, Allen ; it is to win a good name,

and make money in the City—where he hoped to make it.'

He made no reply, but presently finished his supper, and
went to his own room for the night. There, with a beating

heart, he unlocked his desk and spread out his verses before

him. Many nights had he done this, but this night it was
different ; he was going to read them to himself for the last

time ; to-morrow he would give them to Claire. The sweet
secrecy would be gone ; he would no longer be sole guardian,

so to speak, of his children. Even for Claire's eyes to rest on
them seemed a profanation. Besides, what would she think of

them ? How would she like them 1

The door was locked ; his mother had gone to bed ; tho
house was perfectly silent ; he was quite alone with his poems.
He was not going to write ; he was going to correct, to arrange,

to read dispassionately. He spread out his papers, placed the
light conveniently, and began his reading critically. Here a
very odd thing happened to him. To-night he felt very strongly

the strangeness of it. It happened to him, in fact, whenever he
sat down to read his own verses, but it never happened so very
strongly as on that night. The thing was this. At the first

outset, particularly if he had not looked at the verses for a week
or so, a chill disappointment fell upon him, and he grew pale

with shame ; for he always, on each occasion, found them cold,

weak, and ineffective ; a dreadful flatness marked them all.

Presently, as he continued reading, a change would come over
his mind—the verses would become natural, warm, glowing
with fancy, full of sacred fire. Now the reason, which he did
not know, was this, and no other. He began his reading
determined to maintain the attitude of an outsider. He was
resolved to read on as if the leaflets before him were the work
of another man altogether ; as if he Lad been called upon by
publishers to give an opinion on the literary merits of the poem.
He began well, but he could not keep up the mental position.

Presently, little by little, he began to remember the things
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which had been in his head, the effects which he desired to

produce, when he wrote down those lines. These effects wore

always ambitious, so that ho really read, not the actual words,

but the great and soaring thoughts which had been in his heart.

There is nothing in the whole of literature so splendid in shape

and colour as the half-defined imagery of a young man's fancy
;

but it has never been caught. And, while Allen read, it was

well that the door was shut, because he sat with tears in his

eyes, with trembling hand, and with his heart aglow.

While he read and corrected, this short night of June passed

away, and presently he became aware that it was already broad

day—that the sun was up and the blackbird singing in the

Forest. He bitterly thought of the morrow ; he would have

to go to church, instead of talking to Claire about his poetry.

He threw himself upon the bed, where he dreamed, not of

sweet verses, as he would have wished, but of an ignoble day

at his desk in the City, and a dinner at Crosby Hall in tho

company of Tommy.

' Your face tells me something, Claire,' said her father when
the girl returned.

'Allen has confessed to me,' she replied gravely. 'You
were right. He dreams of being a poet.'

On Monday evening Allen came again, but not alone, for

Will was with him on his bicycle. Claire joined them, and they

all three went off, as usual, into the Forest. By this time Will,

nearly six feet high, was as handsome a young fellow as one
may wish to see, rejoicing in his strength and in his youth.
The girl could not avoid observing the difference between his

careless, natural ease, his confident bearing, his brave eyes,

which looked as if he was ready to meet any reverses whom
Fate might send, and fight them all, and the anxious, nervous
face of Allen, with his sharp, thin face, slight figure, and stoop-

ing shoulders. Will managed his iron horse with dexterity,

sometimes careering round them, sometimes reining in the

eager steed to a walk, sometimes darting swiftly ahead, and as

swiftly returning. In these brief absences the pair conversed
in guilty whispers.

' I sat up all Saturday night,' said Allen, ' and looked over
my verses. It seemed as if I was reading them for the last

time. Do you think you would like to see them, Claire

—

really?'
' Oh ! Allen, of course I would, if you think you can trust

me with them.'

They were both blushing, as if the secret were the recollec-

tion of a crime.
' I want,' he went on hurriedly, because Will might return

at any moment, ' I want nothing but a candid opinion, Claire

—

not praise which I do not deserve.' This is. in fact, what all
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young writers want. ' I want your dispassionate judgment.
Tell me what my faults are.'

' I shall see no faults, Allen.'
' Yes, oh. yes ! I am sure there are faults. Sometimes I

think they are full of faults ; but sometimes—oh ! Claire, do
not think me vain—sometimes I think they are really good

—

worthy even of being published.'
' I am sure they are, Allen.'
' Then, Claire '—his hand stole into the breast-pocket of his

coat— ' I have them here. Bemember, if I give them to you it

must be on the promise that you are not to flatter me. Put
them into the fire if you find them bad.' He said this with so

rueful a face that Claire was fain to laugh at him.
' You silly boy,' she said ; 'give me the papers. And what

trould you say if I were really to put your poems into the fire ?

To be sure, we have no fire in June.'

He handed her the packet, solemnly and slowly, almost as

an alchemist might hand to a disciple the secret of the elixir.

'Here is my work,' he said. 'Hide the packet, Claire.

Quick, quick ! I see the bicycle coming back.'

Back, in fact, it came, the face of the rider glowing in the
sunlight.

' Oh, you two ! ' he cried, ranging alongside. ' Has Allen
been firing off any more verses, Claire ? The way he spouts

sometimes is enough to lift off the top of a fellow's head. Did
he tell you what Keats had the good luck to say about the sun-

set % With these fellows it's all what they say about a thing.

1 don't believe they really care about anything half so much as

we people who don't make rhymes.'
' Ah !

' said Claire ;
' they care so much more for beautiful

things than we do that they cannot help putting their thoughts
into beautiful words.'

'Don't believe it,' said the lad of prose, ' else they wouldn't
make so much fuss about what they say. But I like a rattling

good story in verse. Give me the tale of the fellow who kept the
bridge ; but I can't see any fun in bothering one's head about a

fellow who couldn't be happy aboard ship till he'd said some-
thing fine about the sea.'

Claire laughed.
' Mostly he throws Keats at my head. Keats was no end of

a fellow ; once he worried the life out of the west wind, and
once he got hold of a moon, and turned it full into a room

;

you never saw such a sight. He died young, did Keats—so

that Allen had better look out.'
' Why 1

' asked Claire.
* Well, you see, Allen is getting so full of the poets that one

of these fine days he will be setting up for a poet himself.

Next thing, he'll die young, like Keats ; or he'll leave off

believing anything at all, like Shelley '—here he wondered why
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Claire, as well as Allen, looked red and guilty—' or perhaps

he'll leave the City and live here, and write odes on the butter-

cups, like Wordsworth. He'll be a lost Allen, Claire.' He
laughed, turned his vehicle, and was off again along the level

road. Will at least was a lad with no dreams.

'You see,' said Claire, ' there is no great merit in guessing

your secret. But it was my father who told it to me first.'

Your father?'

'Yes; and now Will half guesses it. Allen'—she spoke,

the deceitful creature, as if moved by a sudden thought—' you

want better advice than I can give you. All I can say is, that

I shall find your verses beautiful and delightful ; I know 1 shall.

You must read them yourself to my father.'

' To your father 1 Claire, I could not.'

'Why, he is not a harsh critic. Besides, you must have
aorae one to take counsel with, and I am only a very ignorant

girl.'

' Not ignorant, Claire, unless Will and I are ignorant. You
know all that we know.'

' Then, come, Allen, come with me to my father. See, he

has guessed your secret already.'
' I am ashamed, Claire.' This tall lad of eighteen was like

a girl for shyness over his own verses. A man's works are to

himself, when he is a boy, and bashful, even more than the

charms of a maiden are to her.
' You are ashamed 1 Why 1 Because your verses are your

own, Allen 1 That is all the more reason for pride. Come.'
They found M. Philipon in the garden among the vegetables.

Consequently he had on his working blouse. At their approach
he stood up and straightened his back. ' In this garden, Allen/
he said, ' there is a slug—not a common slug, a slug of vast

resource and insatiable appetite. Every night I search for this

slug. I give him no peace ; I have vowed his destruction. Yet
he is a crafty slug, and he eludes my hunt. The nature of the

slug is treachery, cowardice, and greediness. For him I grow
the finest peas, the largest lettuces, the roundest cabbages. He
mocks me. He eats my substance ; he waits till I am in bed

;

then he laughs and comes out. By this time he must be like a

pillow for fatness.'

'Father,' said Claire, 'can you leave the slug this evening?
Allen wishes to ask your counsel.'

They all went solemnly into the house, and M. Philipon sat

down, assuming visibly the air of a Boileau.
' Allen has written some verses,' Claire explained, abruptly

plunging at once into the middle of things. Girls have no
understanding of a young man's modesty. ' He wants no one
to know about them as yet, except ourselves, and he asks you
to hear him read them.'

Allen acquiesced by a feeble inclination of the head and a
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sickly smile. He could not have said all tliis for himself in

terms so plain and direct ; and he felt somehow as if Claire

should have participated, so to speak, in Ins own reserve.

'Allen has written some verses.' Why, she might just as

well have said, 'Allen has walked ten miles.' Yet the thing

was said, and her father was in the secret. It seemed like the
letting out of water.

' You have clone well,' said the critic, folding his arms, ' to

entrust your ambitions to the sympathy of your playfellow and
the experience of your teacher. Read your works. Expect,
young man, from me a rigid censure. I look for nothing short

of the merits of French verse : these merits are precision,

nettete, clearness of thought ; everywhere the right word.
Even in English, where there are so many words, there is

always the right word. Claire, my child, sit beside me. Open
your heart to the noble sentiments of the poet, and leave to me
the coldness of the critic'

This was encouraging ; Boileau, in his age, might so have
received Be'ranger in his youth.

CHAPTER IX.

POET UNTO POET.

Allen took his papers from Claire's hands and prepared to read
them. M. Philipon made one more effort towards hardening
his features to the rigidity of the unbending critic, while Claire

became obviously the sympathetic admirer. I cannot conceive

of any situation more awkward for a young man of eighteen

than this—fortunately an unusual one—of reading his own
verses aloud. When a man has achieved a reputation, when he

is sure of receiving at the end murmurs of thanks and praise,

to read a poem is part of the greatness. But in the inception,

even before the very beginning, when one is still a timid, sensi-

tive lad, conscious that the verses are essays, tentatives, at the

best not too good, the ordeal is terrible.

In this case that dreadful feeling already alluded to, of chill

disappointment and disgust with his own work, remained with
him from the beginning to the end, and it made him read
badly, so that he did not even do his work justice. He saw,

too, that Claire was disappointed ; he saw it because her eyes,

which should have biightened had the verses pleased, and wero
telltale eyes, dropped, and she did not lift them again. There was
no encouragement in her droojnng head and downcast eyes.

The critic's upper lip was evidently stiffened to say cruel

things.

As for the verses, what can one expect of eighteen ? They
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were skeletons, feeble imitations, weak in language, false in

sentiment ; they had every fault. They had, however, one

virtue—they possessed that quality difficult to define, impossible

to describe, which, is called promise. If yon go to the Grosvenor
Gallery, for instance, or any other gallery, you will find plenty

of feeble pictures by amateurs and beginners ; among them,
however, you will discover one or two which have promise.

Claire, who could see that the verses were stilted, weak and
cold, but could not see the promise in them, was bitterly dis-

appointed. Poor Allen ! was this the outcome of all his reading ?

"Was it with this little bundle of feeble couplets that he hoped
to achieve immortality ? Not an original thought, not one novel
expression, not one happy phrase from beginning to end. She
could not lift her eyes. She would have cried with vexation had
she dared.

When the poet finished his reading he stood pale, gloomy,
almost despairing. For he was self-convicted ; he felt now for

the first time how really bad his verses were. The enthusiasm
of his conception came not, as usual, to conceal the feebleness of

his execution. He looked so miserable that Claire would have
burst into tears, but for a most surprising thing.

Conceive her astonishment when, at this painful moment,
her father sprang to his feet and seized Allen by both hands,
crying, ' Courage, my pupil ! I congratulate you

;
you shall be

a poet.'

It was not out of kindness. Hector, the critic, saw the
promise. Allen gasped.

' You think so % ' he cried, with burning cheeks and glowing
eyes. ' Oh, you think '

' I am sure,' replied the new Boileau.
I do not suppose that Allen will ever again experience a

moment—it was only one moment—of such unalloyed, such un-
expected rapture as this. He cannot ; such happiness can only
come—once—to a very young man. The earthly heaven recedes
and disappears as one grows older. It was a momentary glimpse
of paradise. But, the critic who opened the gates closed them
again abruptly.

' As for your verses,' he said, with inconceivable cruelty,
' they are detestable. So far as I can judge, being a Frenchman,
and not an Englishman, they are detestable.'

Allen dropped the papers out of his hand, and turned as pale
as a girl who is ' going off,' while the verses fluttered helplessly
to the floor.

' Allen !
' Claire sprang forward and caught his hand. ' My

father means—he does not mean '

' I mean,' said her father firmly, ' that they are detestable.
Now, Claire, my dear, play something that is soft and pleasant
to take away the remembrance of those verses. So—so ht me
talk to this young poet if only to forget his rhymes.'
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The young Apollo stood motionless, his verses lying down on
the carpet. He would have shed tears had he been alone.

' Courage !
' said his critic, ' courage, my son ! Did you

never before hear of a poet writing utterly detestable verses at

eighteen ? That is nothing ; they all do it. Put the rubbish
away and look at it, if you like, in three years time. That is

my first advice ; read this rigmarole make-believe no more or

you will fall in love with it, and then it will stop your growth.
Do you not know that to love any below the best of women is

fatal to a poet ? And as your mistress so your verse. Would
you take your Muse from an English institution

—

hein 1—

a

school for young ladies 1 Think no more about the verses. Are
you brave ?

'

Certainly, at this moment he did not look brave, but the

exact opposite, for the shock of hearing his verses called detest-

able was too much for his nerves, and he was trembling, as only

a lad of extremely nervous and sensitive temperament can
tremble at that age when one is still a boy, but with some of the
instincts of a man. All his hopes were lying in those verses, and
they were detestable.

' Come, Allen,' said Hector kindly, 'do not be cast down.
Detestable as they are, they have the right ring, they have
promise ; they show that you will, some day, write good verses.

Now, are you brave 1
'

' I could be if I thought my work would not always be '—here
he choked— 'detestable.'

' It will not, believe me. Be prepared, however, to meet
with the disappointment which belongs to the career of every
poet, even the worst of evils—for a poet—neglect. Yet you
must persevere. Success will seem farther off than ever, yet

you must persevere. Give up, first, what men most care for

—

wealth.'
' I do not desire money,' said Allen grandly.
' Then you will be more than a poet : you will be a philoso-

pher. But sometimes money means—love, and to a poet love

is a necessity.'
' Love 1 ' Allen glanced involuntarily at Claire.
' Yes, but women love men who succeed ; they only pity

those who fail. It is sometimes the fate of a poet to succeed
only when he has one foot in the grave. You may be solitary,

but you must work
;
you may be laughed at by your friends,

but you must go on working. In time you will have your
reward. Yes, a great reward. The prizes of the world are all

for those who can go on working.' Allen was silent. ' For the

present read— read daily, and practise daily. To wi'it^ verse

easily is the first thing. That you will learn by practice. I

command you to write every day something. And now, if you
please, I will tell you, in order to encourage you, the story of a
man who tried to be a poet and failed, because he left off

trying.'
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' I would rather,' said Allen, feebly smiling, ' hear the 3tory

Of the man who succeeded.'

'You may read plenty of such stories in books. Listen,

Claire, my child ; if you can listen and make music at the

same time, pie; se to go on playing. If not, leave the piano

and sit on your st )ol, and give your father both your hands.'

Claire sat at his feet and gave him her hands. She knew
that he was going to tell them something about himself.

' The young man of whom I speak was a student

—

il faisoit

son droit—he was studying law. In the same way began young
Arouet and young Poquelin. It is not, my friend, that law
produces poets, but that poets quickly abandon law. This

young student, who never opened a law- book, spent all his time
in writing poetry. At the age when you were wandering in tho

woods, he wandered in the streets of Paris. It was nearly

thirty years ago. He was a young man—there were then many
such—who had learned the ideas of the Revolution, and saw
that all was not finished, but, on the other hand, all was to

begin again. You do not know yet what that means, but you
will some day. This young man, while his fellow-students

went to Auteuil and sang of lilacs and love, used to spend his

time walking about the streets of Paris, and talking with the
men who wear the blouse. It is through these men, you see,

that revolutions are made. He wanted to find out what they
think and what they want. If you talk to these men long
enough they will tell you freely what they think. This young
man began to write down the stories he heard in verse ; he
began to write songs for the people ; lie told them what they
wanted, and how they were to work in order to get it—all in

his songs. He would become—he—this young man—one of

the Poets of Humanity. That was a noble ambition, was it

not, Allen ? Nothing less than a Poet of the People !

'

' Ah !
' cried Allen, kindling.

' When his verses were finished he took them to a publisher.

Do I say one publisher ] He offered them to all the publishers.

Not one would take them. But he had a brother engaged in

commerce. This good brother, though a plain bourgeois who
abhorred the Revolution and desired order above all things, in

order that he might become rich, gave him the money to pub-
lish his poems. The book was printed, it appeared '

He was silent awhile.
' Then ?

' asked Allen.
' Nothing more, my friend, nothing more. It appeared from

the statement of the publisher that nobody at all bought a
single copy, nobody noticed the book.'

' Nobody at all ? Oh, my poor father !
' cried Claire.

' Nobody at all. The poet languished in absolute neglect.

His very brother did not buy a copy. Yet I think that some-
body must have read them, I do not know who. For, mark
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this strange tiling : it was in December of the year 1847 that

these poems were published, and in February, 1848, the Revolu-
tion began. Yes, the Revolution. Now when it began, a

coincidence happened. The people acted exactly as I in my
verses had exhorted them to act. Yes ; in those verses which
nobody bought.'

' Oh !
' said Allen.

' Yes, there was the spontaneous rising ; there were the

barricades ; there was the street-fighting. I felt as I stood

among the ouvriers on the Boulevard des Italiens, that every

man in the crowd must have read my verses. My children,

that was a proud moment. I was the Poet of Freedom !

'

' And the books 1 ' asked Allen.
' Behold another coincidence. The shop was pillaged ; the

people wanted materials for a barricade. They took the

handiest, the books out of that publisher's shop. Books, if

you get enough of them, make excellent barricades. The
Revolution, in fact, devoured the whole edition of the very

book, to which—I do not say—I do not know—to which,

perhaps, it owed birth.'

' And not a single copy left 1 ' said Claire.
' My daughter, there is not one. Nothing remains of that

unknown volume, unless, indeed, the memory of the Revolution.'

Allen's eyes glowed.
' Oh ! ' he cried ;

' to think that a poet could so move the

world !

'

' And a poet of twenty-one !
' said Claire, gazing with pride

upon her father. She knew that he had taken no ignoble part

in the great revolutionary outbreak, but she had never suspected

him of being its prime author.
' Only three years older than myself,' echoed Allen.
' It may have been,' said this Tyrtseus of Revolution, trying

to suppress the external betrayal of pride, ' that this young man
only caught the ideas of the workmen and the students, and
echoed them——

'

' No,' said AHen with decision— ' no : the poet leads.'
' Oh, yes,' said Claire, ' the people always wait for their

poet.'

They both spoke as if they knew all about it, and as if they
were quite familiar with the ways of the people. We, who
know more of our brethren, may admit that if the people do
always wait for their poet, they wait with great patience— as

much patience as the mother of the people waits for that Ship
to come home which is going to bring fortune and happiness.

They wait, in fact, so patiently, that they do not even talk

about the advent of the poet.
' Yet,' said Hector, glowing with the memory of this un-

known achievement, and still endeavouring at modesty, 'yet

not one copy sold !

'
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4 Some of the books must have been lent,' said Allen. 'I

have read of books being passed round secretly from hand to

hand ; and the printers may have printed for themselves copies

of which they told you nothing.'

'That may have been,' said M. Philipon. 'I had quite

forgotten the printers. Why, they were red republicans to a

man. Yes, that must be the explanation. That makes all

clear.'

'I always knew, mon pere,' said Claire, kissing his hand,
' that you were as clever as you are good, but I did not know
that you were so glorious.'

Allen gazed upon him with admiration, amounting to

worship.
' Oh ! ' he murmured, ' we have been your pupils all these

years and we never suspectod. Why, Sir Charles is proud
because he failed for a hundred thousand pounds, and ruined

hundreds of families. And you, who are not proud, have '

He stopped abruptly, because it suddenly occurred to him
that two or three parallels, all equally unlucky, might be fol-

lowed out on these lines. As, for instance, that Sir Charles

failed for a hundred thousand pounds, and the Revolution of

1848 failed for many hundred millions ; or, that Sir Charles

ruined families by the dozen, and the Revolution ruined families

by the million, and so on ; each one affording great matter of

congratulation to the obscure and unknown but genuine author
of the gieat movement.

' My little poems,' said Hector modestly, ' merely had the
luck to precede the second convulsion which shook thrones and
made priests tremble—that is all.'

' Your doing, your doing,' repeated Allen.
' My friend, I do not claim that honour. I only remark a

simple coincidence. That is the story I wished to tell you.
First, remark that in spite of the remarkable success of those
verses I did not continue to write poetry. That was because
from being an active director in modern history I had shortly

to become a—a—what I am now. A mind, narrowed to so

Email a thing as the verb irregular, and to so contemptible a field

as the intellect of Girl, cannot write poetry.'
' Your country—the world—has lost you,' said Allen.
' Yet my story should encourage you. One may not sell

one's works, yet they may produce great, even wonderful
results. Therefore, courage ; and work. Put away that
rubbish, and work. And it was a noble thought, was it not,

to leave love and lilacs in the age when lilacs and love are most
delightful, and to become the Poet of Humanity ?

'

The bright eyes of the man who should have been a great

poet grew humid, and his musical voice trembled.
' Of Humanity !

' Allen echoed, with glowing cheeks and
brightened eyes.
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CHAPTER X.

THE TEACHING OP ART.

Allen read no more verses to his guide ; but he went on
making them in obedience to his advice. If you wish to be a

poet, you cannot, in fact, do better than make verses perpetually.

It is only by the writing of poetry that one becomes a poet.

This seems elementary, but it is not, because most people

believe that a man is born a poet ready-made, and that verses

drop from his pen like accounts in double entry from the pens

of the less gifted. Besides writing rhyme, Allen read a great

deal aloud to Claire and Will in the long winter evenings, while

M. Philipon rolled his cigarettes, and watched the progress of

the experiment. The brave Hector had a new interest in life

since the commencement of the great Conspiracy. The ideas of

his youth had returned to him ; once more he felt himself a

man among men. He was still, it is true, a teacher to young
ladies ; but he was more, he was much more. He was a man
with power in reserve ; he had still his trump card to play :

because he had as yet told Claire only half of his great Thought.

And by this time Will was also taken into partial confidence.

'I always thought it would come to this,' he said when
Allen told him about the verse-;. ' I believe if you were offered

a partnership in Brimage and Waring with ten thousand a year,

or the chance of being an author with what even casual

sovereigns you could make, you would take that chance.'
' Of course I would,' Allen replied. ' Why, Will, who would

not ? If you are a merchant, you live out your life for the sak3

of making money. Can that be compared with the life of an

author—a poet—who shows the better life, who interprets the

thoughts of the people 1

'

'I don't know much about the People,' said Will. 'If

they had any thoughts they wouldn't want an interpreter, I

take it. As for your fine contempt for money, it is very noble,

old boy ; but I should like to be rich. A rich man has respect

and power. And why shouldn't ho live the better life—eh I

'

' I suppose he might, if he chose,' said Allen.
' I don't quite know what the better life is,' Will continued.

' I don't suppose it's lentils and cold water, with a hair shirt,

and a cowhide for your own shoulders. Is it 1
'

' Of course not,' said Allen.
' In that case I see no reason why any one in Brimage and

Waring's shouldn't lead it as well as you poets. I dare say lots

of the fellows do, only we don't know. I say, Allen, what will

the mater say 1
'

What indeed ? Allen winced at the question, and shook lug
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head like Lord Burleigh, meaning an enormous quantity of

expostulation, tears, and disappointment by that shake.
' Yes,' said Will, ' you've got all your work cut out for you

there. I should like to see my father's face if I were to tell

him that I was going to be a poet. Why, he has got five-and-

twenty projects at least, besides those which doubled him up
years ago, and he is only waiting till I have made some money
to take it all away from me and begin again. He says I shall

inherit a vast fortune.'

Both laughed irreverently, and it must be owned that

Will interpreted the fifth commandment in a narrow sense. He
honoured his father as much as he could, but that was not

much.
' Of course if ever I do make money I shall take care not to

lose it,' he went on. ' But to make money one must be in the

City. Allen, old boy, I should like to say something, but I am
afraid.'

' You cannot offend me, Will,' said Allen, 'not even if you
were to call my poor verses detestable.'

' I shouldn't do that, certainly, because I should always see

what you were driving at, and you couldn't aim at anything
detestable. What I mean is—I sometimes think—well ' he
hesitated a good deal, because this was really a very disagree-

able thing to say; 'I mean—sometimes it seems—that this

desire for glory may be a pretty selfish kind of thing. Not that

you are selfish, Allen, only there is a heap of things in the
world which are waiting to be done. Wouldn't it be better for

every one to take his share of the work and do it, without caring

about being praised while he is alive and remembered when he
is dead ? Let a man do his work as well as he can, and have
done with it.'

Allen received this admonition meekly. He confessed that

he did think very much indeed about fame ; the crown of laurel

seemed of all things the most desirable. He owned that it

might be selfish, but that he greatly longed to distinguish

himself.
' After all,' said Will, thinking, ' if you do have the admira-

tion of the whole world when you have got one foot in the
grave, how are you to enjoy it 1 You don't know it when a
person a thousand miles off is reading your verses and admiring

;

you don't feel it if that person is laughing or crying over you.
How much better off are you than the City man whom nobody
knows ?

'

' You have the consciousness of your life's work,' said Allen,

with grandeur.
' You don't know,' Will went on, ' how often you are read

and by whom. To be sure, your portrait will be in the photo-
graph shops, between the ballet girls and the Beauties. That will

be grand. And when you die your fame will do you no good.'
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1 How do you know that 1 ' asked Allen sharply.
' Should it, more than the memory of a good life ? Never

mind, Allen, you will be a poet. But you must not give up the

City. You can go on working all day in an office and writing

every evening. You know we are going to have great chances

and get partnerships some day and be rich—but I don't know
how or when. I don't think, so far as I know, that there has

ever been yet a City merchant who was a poet—Rogers, to be

sure ; but he was only a banker. You shall be that pheno-
menon, the first great wealthy merchant who ever wrote
poems.'

Allen laughed. A City merchant he felt very sure he should

never be. How long he should have to continue a City clerk

was another question, for the irksomeness of the work became
every day more intolerable to him, and the drudgery more
aimless. I believe that there is no torture worse than that of

setting men to do work which means nothing. In military

prisons they used—perhaps they do it still—to make the

prisoners carry heavy shot from one place to another place and
then back again—a punishment which presently brings on

either softening of the brain or an irrepressible desire to kill

some one. When one thinks of the City clerk—the mechanical

clerk—who copies and enters and adds up all the day long, one

is reminded of the prisoners who carry the shot. The reader

of Lempriere, or any other person of classical tastes, may also

consider the labours of Sisyphus. Allen felt all day long like

the man with the heavy shot. His labours led to nothing and

were of no importance to him. He would have been walking

in the Forest alone, or reading with Claire, or meditating some
great design. His mind was filled with books. As yet he was

able to give his daily work sufficient attention, but he felt as if

the burden was every day becoming greater.

Nowl suppose that no one will believe—a thing, however, per-

fectly true—that neither of these lads had ever been to a theatre,

or a picture gallery, or a museum, or a concert, or an opera, or

a collection of Art of any kind. To realise the possibility of

such destitution you have to comprehend the East End, which

is, to those of us who live in the West, absolutely incomprehen-
sible. It is like a theological dogma : it is beyond man's reason.

You have also to understand how much out of the way is this

village where the boys lived. It is on the Great Eastern Rail-

way, to begin with, which isolates and cuts it off from the

cultured West ; and it i3 five miles from a station. Why, these

boys never went anywhere except to and from their school until

they left it. Then they went to Liverpool Street, and from

that terminus to Great St. Simon Apostle. They saw nothing.

I doubt if they had ever seen St. Paul's—I am sure they had
not seen Westminster Abbey.

One day Hector, thinking over his great conspiracy and its
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progress, suddenly sprang from his chair with a bound, and

with a loud cry as of one who has a swift and sudden pain.

' Claire ! ' he cried, ' I have forgotten
'

' What have you forgotten, papa 1
'

' I have forgotten—the Theatre .'

' Forgotten the Theatre 1 ' she repeated, for the words meant
nothing at all to her.

' Heaven forgive me ! I have forgotten—I—a Parisian

—

have forgotten the Drama ! Can it be possible 1 This it is to have

been thirty years in exile. My daughter, the education of a

poet must include a knowledge of the stage, and I had over-

looked it.'

' Surely it is not too late.'

' No ; we must, however, lose no time. And there are

pictures, music, sculpture, architecture—there is the whole
world of Art. Good heavens ! we must indeed lose no time.'

On the following Saturday the young men stayed in town
and met Claire and her father in the evening. They all went
together to the pit, where one sees best and pays least. The
joy of children at a pantomime is supposed to be a pleasant

sight for older eyes
;
yet no children at any pantomime ever

fell into a greater rapture than did these two lads of eighteen—
an age when many boys are sated with such sights—and the
girl who sat between them. They were carried out of them-
selves ; they were no longer in a theatre, hot, close, and
crowded ; they were in the forest, on the sea, in palaces among
great nobles. Fortunately it was a first night ; the house was
ciute full ; the piece was so sweet and poetical that, though it

pleased the critical audience of the first performance and was
full of poetry and pathos, and tears and laughter, it failed to

run. The author was called, and came to the front and bowed
amid the acclamation of the house. Allen for his part stood

up to shout.

They came away in a dream, Claire's eyes still wet with the
tears of the third act—they ought to have taken sheets with
them instead of pocket-handkerchiefs, so moving was the
situation.

The walk to the station, however, restored them. Will
became critical about the acting, Allen about the story. One,
you observe, was himself horn to be a maker, the other to be a
recipient of the things made. The poet gives as well as makes,
the rest of us only receive : we criticise these gifts, we venture
to look into the mouth of the fairest gift-horse.

' But a story acted,' said Will, ' is ten times better than a
story told.'

' And there cannot be in the whole world,' said Allen with
a s'gh, ' a happier man to-night than the author of the piece.'

' There will be one man as happy some day/ Claire whispered.
' Po you know who, Allen V
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He blushed. Yes, to sit in a theatre to see your own noble
thoughts nobly rendered ; to witness the faces of a large audience

all moved by the same emotions ; to say to yourself, ipse feci—
it is my handiwork ; this is indeed solid and substantial

reward. The time is coming again when the best genius of

England will be drawn back to the stage, and the writing of

dramas will be the chosen life's-work of the future Thackeray.

Allen knew what Claire meant. It would be when he himself

should so stand before a crowded House and hear those plaudits ;

but he remembered, prudentlv, that first he must produce a

piece as worthy of applause. He must work ; he must read ; he
must meditate.

Mrs. Engledew about this time became uneasy about her

boy. It was not only that he thought so much of books and so

little of the City, but that his Saturdays seemed now devoted,

afternoon and evening alike, to the pursuit of pleasure, which
to her was known only as ' sight-seeing.' What possible use or

delight could it be for a boy to gape in picture-galleries 1 Yet
that was what her son was doing. Every Saturday afternoon

he spent in this manner, accompanied by Will, and sometimes
by Claire. They took kindly to the world of Art ; it was a new
and a wonderful thing to wander among the treasures of the

National Gallery. Their minds became filled with new thoughts
and new images. Will, for his part, speedily assumed a critical

attitude, and pronounced judgment on the execution of the

work ; Allen and Claire considered chiefly the conception and
the thought of it.

Everybody ought, we know, every day to hear a piece of

good music, to see a good picture, and to read a good poem ; he
ought, also, to eat a good dinner, to drink a good bottle of

wine, to see a good play, listen to a good song, dance a good
dance, flirt with a pretty girl—this must never be neglected
because, above all things, it keeps the heart young—and tell a
good story. We waste our lives in neglecting this golden rule.

Titus once burst into tears because he had wasted a day in

leaving out one or other of these precepts—he had forgotten to

tell a good story ; but sometimes we leave them all out. Look
to it, brothers. These unhappy young men had to waste six

days out of the seven. On the seventh they made up as much
as possible, manifesting a Judaic objection to work beyond what
is necessary. They persevered ; they rested on the seventh day
and studied Art. They got to know all the collections, all the
galleries ; they knew the masters in every school. Then they
haunted the museums, until they were able to go through the
Egyptian and Greek rooms without yawning. They wandered
among the great buildings of London ; they went to concerts
and theatres ; they visited every show in London during this time.

If there had been an aesthetic or artistic circle in their

village they would all three have become self-conscious prigs

;
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but there was none. They were left entirely to themselves,

and they remained humble, though they were the three most
remarkable young people in the east of London. Claire, as

wise and accomplished as Lady Jane Grey, continued to teacli

the rudiments of knowledge, and was patronised by the older

governesses. The young men wended their way daily to the

place of business, but talked, going and coming, of things

which raise the soul. The aristocracy of the village had ceased

to take their old interest in them. Who, among an illustrious

company of eminent bankrupts, regardeth a clerk ? But more
and more Allen's mind was failed with the thoughts and dreams
which come in crowds to the brain of the boy of books. He
should have been sent to Oxford or Cambridge, where lie might
have taken a fellowship, and in fulness of time drifted back to

London, and so, by pleasant paths and among the younger
scholars, have fallen into the better kind of authorship or

journalism. But that could not be. Ho would have, somehow,
to make his own way by rude and thorny paths. And he began
to inquire, in a tentative fashion, how a man may best besiege
that treasure-house of glory and of wealth which is guarded by
the heroic band of publishers and editors. Of course, like

every young man, he looked upon a book as a copious fountain
brimming over with glory. And though as yet he took little

thought about money, he had no doubt that every book brought
in large sums to the fortunate writer. Some day, perhaps,
among the lists in that ' special ' column reserved for new work a

his own name would be found. He read the special column
every morning, and used to wonder how it would feel to see
your own name there. But no one in the office seemed to know
anything about publishing, or books either.

' We are going on well, Claire,' said her father. ' Our poet
knows books, and literature, and art. There are three things
which remain for him to know. Two of them must be left for
awhile. We cannot give him time and money for travel ; we
cannot take him into the salons of great ladies ; but we can, my
dear, introduce him to the People.'

CHAPTER XL
THE VOICE OF THE PEOPLE.

'Fortunately, there is nowhere,' said the philosopher, 'a
more excellent situation for the study of the People, than that
which lies almost close to our hand. In the east of London we
have the People pure and unmixed. It is better, even, than
the Faubourg St. Antoine. Here there are two millions of the
people all living together ; there is Wrli-»- a single gentleman,
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or a rich man, or an artist, or a man of taste, unless it Is a
Priest or Minister here and there, among them all. The English
are a truly wonderful nation. What other country can show a
city of two million—larger than all Paris—given over entirely

to the ouvrier ? To say that they have no amusements is to say

that they are English. No theatres, no place to dance, no
place for music, no gardens, no cafe's—nothing. Or, yes, there

are the churches. If it were not for the churches, we should
have presented before us a unique example of people developed
without control, and according to the laws of their creation.'

' I think the working men do not go to church,' said Claire.
' Is that the case 1 ' said her father, doubtfully. ' I thought

all English people went to church twice every Sunday. If,

however, they do not, it is fortunate for the observer. Allen's

business is arranged for him. It is a truly magnificent oppor-
tunity. He will discover the natural Englishman—two millions

of him—the working man of England as he is, without educa-
tion, knowledge, government, or religion. Yet they give him
the vote ; they make him elector ; they make him their

master.'
' Allen need not go to Whitechapel to see working men,'

said Claire coldly, because she saw no necessity for the study of

the People. ' He may go to High Beech in Epping Forest on
Sundays. I believe he will find them there.'

' Ah ! The man who drinks beer and catches his friends by
the arm ; he who pushes his hat to the back of his head and
opens his mouth ; the man who tears the branches from the
trees, and would pull the hawthorns up by the roots if he were
strong enough. Yes, I have seen that man ; but he is not the
People, Claire.'

Claire smiled. She did not believe in the People, either

with a capital letter or without.
' I shall begin,' he said, the map of London before him, and

a ruler and a red lead pencil in his hand, ' with dividing the
East into districts. We will take each district in turns ; we
will consecrate Saturday afternoon and Sunday afternoon to our
exploration of the People : thus we shall be among them twice

a week. I estimate, Claire, that there will be one thousand five

hundred miles of streets to be walked over. If we take ten
miles a day, we shall accomplish the task in a hundred and fifty

days, which will be exactly a year and a half. Expect, there-

fore, in a year and a half that Allen will have a complete
knowledge of the People.'

That same evening he partly opened his mind to Allen on
the subject, keeping always something behind, like a true con-

spirator.
' My disciple,' he said, ' for three years and more you have

followed my counsels and been guided by me. Are you satisfied
f

60 far ?

'
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' Quite,' said Allen. ' You have taught me more, far more,

than I ever expected to learn—more than I had the least right

to expect.'
' You have, my son, learned to write. Claire tells me your

verses are no longer detestable but admirable. You have read

a great quantity of books ;
you have begun to form a style of

your own.'

Allen blushed with pleasure. He was still a very young
man, though between eighteen and twenty-one there is a great

space, almost a gulf ; but still he blushed when he was praised.

'You have received,' continued the Sago with solemnity,
' a preparation for your work which ought to fit you for it. A
poet should know the Voice of nature. You were brought up
in the solitudes among the trees and the silence of the forest.

A poet should know the great works of other poets. You havo
read the best of French and English poets. A poet should
show himself ready to struggle against adverse circumstances.

You have served your apprenticeship in being forced to spend
your days in a City office. A poet should know the A'oice of

Art. You have learned to recognise that Voice, Allen
;
your

education is complete, except one thing.'
' What is that 1

' he asked.
' You have not yet learned to know the Voice of tha

People.'
' Oh !

' said Will, who was also present. But he said no
more, and therefore we are quite free to guess what he meant

;

but I think he remembered a certain saying of M. Philipon's
about Humanity.

' I was myself,' Hector continued, ' the poet of Humanity.
What else a poet exists for I know not, unless to sing of love,
which is always pleasant. Go among the people. Read their
heart. Study them. Make friends among them. Listen till

you hear their Voice.'

Allen nodded his head thoughtfully.
' When you know them well, when your heart beats with

tlnm, you will no longer care to be a poet of love ; you will be
a poet of life.'

' Of life 1 ' echoed Will. ' Is that quite the same thing as
to be the Poet of the People 1

'

' See,' continued M. Philipon without replying, ' here is

the map of great London. Here are the great contiguous cities,
the beautiful, picturesque, and unknown of Whitechapel,
Stepney, Bow, Stratford, Old Ford, Clapton, Betlmal Green,
Shadwell, and Wapping. They are all of them cities of the
People. They are cities of the industrious poor ; they are
cities of the ignorant. If their country is great they know
nothing of her greatness, because nobody teaches them. You
English are so proud in your greatness that you do not think it

Worth your while to teach your own people how great they are.
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If the country is rich and glorious, they see nothing of the
wealth or the glory. If it is full of Art and treasures it

matters nothing to them ; they know nothing of Art, they are

left to find out Art and everything else by themselves. They
are left entirely to themselves ; they are the People in naked
simplicity ; a more naked simplicity does not exist. It is

wonderful ; it is most wonderful.'

He paused and went on with his ruler and his square.
' Here, Allen, you must wander till you know the People.

I have marked your country out into districts. The poet must
gather materials for his song ; he must be inspired by divine

indignation ; he must be angry. Every Saturday you must
take one of my districts and walk over it slowly, and make your
observations. Every Sunday, also, you must walk over ; and
in this way, in a year and a half, you will have seen the whole.
Then, Allen, and not till then, your education will be complete.

"Sour brain will be full, your hand will be ready, when the
inspiration comes.'

Allen accepted the map and considered it. His commission
was a roving one : he was to wander among streets, and he was
to observe, to watch, to see what there was to be seen. He
was, in short, to learn the People. Simple directions these.

He felt like Columbus setting forth on a voyage of discovery.

One rule only : keep steering west.
' Come, Allen,' said Will next Saturday, ' let us begin the

pilgrimage.'

Of course, Will went with him. He was not as yet greatly

interested in the People, but he wanted to see what would
happen.

They took one of the districts, almost at hap-hazard, and
they walked up and down its streets for the whole afternoon,

looking about them.
In the evening they reported, as the sum of their observa-

tions, that an Irishman under the influence of drink had
accosted them, and cursed the Government of the country,

from the Queen to the office-boy ; that he had next produced a

knife, which, he said, had already murdered a great many land-

lords, and threatened to stick it into them. No other adventure
had happened to them. The streets, they remarked, were
almost deserted, except for the children who played in the
gutters and made boats, carts, houses, weapons, armour, out of

broken bottles, bits of paper, cabbage stalks, fish bones, scraps

of wood, and such things. The houses were all exactly the
same, and seemed the result of a combination among the
builders to be as mean as they could for the money. Now and
then they came upon a chapel. There were no trees, no gardens,

no green things at all ; there were not many clean blinds.

'The first day, Allen,' said Will, ' hasn't brought us much
nearer the People. Listen !

'
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They were in a narrow street of small houses, dirty and ill-

kept. Will stood still and held up a finger of attention.

' I hear nothing,' said Allen.
' Nor I. Then let us go home and report that we have not

yet heard that Voice.'

The next day being Sunday, they made another attempt.

Their district included Whitechapel Iload, and there was

preaching going on.

'Here,' said Will, 'there seems a good deal of Voice, and it

has got jaws of brass and lungs of cast-iron. Let us listen with

all our might.'

One man was standing in the centre of a ring, and proving

quite conclusively that there was no soul, no heaven, no after-

life, no Providence, no Creator, no hope, no right, no wrong,

no rule of life, no reason for anything but self-preservation.

'He looks,' said Will, 'as if he hadn't many opportunities

in early life of getting to the bottom of things. Do you think

his is the Voice 1
'

His audience listened to him with languid interest. They
had heard the whole thing before, over and over again. They
were, in fact, bored with a problem which had nothing to do,

they were now persuaded, with themselves. But it wanted
more than a quarter of an hour to the opening of the public-

houses.

Another stump-orator, also with his little circle, was loudly
demonstrating that the Government of this country, and of all

other countries, exists only for the purpose of oppressing tho
people and of making rich men richer. There could be no
happiness, this philosopher maintained, until the abolition of all

governments was finally, and once for all, carried out. He was
listened to by his group with the same languid interest. The East-
End people have no concern in governments. No one governs
them. But they waited for the opening of the public-houses.

'I wonder,' said Will, 'if this is the Voice.'

In the middle of the next group was a man vehemently
gesticulating, and loudly calling upon his hearers to turn away
from their wickedness and their filthy sin, and to repent. His
hearers stood round him quite as much unmoved by this as by
the other voices. It yet wanted a quarter to one, when the
doors would be opened.

Another man preached temperance, and drew the usual
appalling pictures of misery and of money wasted which should
have been money saved, and of crime, and death, and disgrace,
through drink.

' This,' said Will, ' seems the most sensible voice of the lot.'

The workmen on the pavement had heard it all before ; they
knew what was coming ; they stood still and listened, but paid
no heed. Thpy only smoked their pipes and remarked to each
other that it was ten minutes to one.
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In the side streets the young children were playing, but no
grown persons were visible at all. And the houses in this

district were more squalid than any they had seen before.
' There is no doubt,' said Will, ' that we have got to the lowest

level here—the hard pan, as the Americans say. Do you feel

yet at all like getting a firm grip of the People, Allen 1

'

Allen shook his head.

They also made the discovery—made by many before them
—that all the well-dressed people go to church or chapel, and
that those who are not well-dressed stay away. Therefore it

would seem at first as if religion begins with a frock-coat, and
the man in the workman's jacket does not feel any necessity

for religion. This is a most truly wonderful outcome of civilisa-

tion. There seems no active hostility to church or chapel

;

religion appears to most of the people a very harmless thing,

but they ^.on't want it for themselves. And if a man lacks

the religious sense, how shall another man restore it to him ?

Perhaps, when one lives for ever in a great crowd, one's

own personality is destroyed, and each man thinks only of the
crowd.

Another day their journey took them among rows of streets

where the houses were as monotonous, but not so mean ; as ugly,

but not so squalid ; they had white curtains, and every house
boasted something ornamental, such as a big Bible, or a desk, or

a vase with artificial flowers, and most of the streets terminated
with the railings of a vast great cemetery, crowded with stones,

which marked for posterity—who never go to read these stones,

and indeed cannot because they are railed off—the names of the

obscure and long-forgotten dead.

'If it is dreadful to live here, it must be more than dreadful

to be buried here,' said Will. ' Come away, Allen. Let us
think of Waltham Abbey or old Chingford Church.'

Another day their district included Limehouse and the East
India Road, and they remarked the manners and customs of the
sailors, especially the foreign sailors. Also they were privileged

in witnessing a little drama, got up, perhaps, for their benefit.

It was a drama for two, the principal part being taken by a
Maltese sailor, and the second part by a Greek. The play
opened with two men gambling, quietly sitting on the pavement.
Naturally one was a winner and the other a loser. The latter

—who, of course, was the Maltese—lost his money first, and his

temper next, and his self-control last. Then he sprang to his

feet, and with flashing eyes and -wild gesture accused the Greek
of cheating—in fact they were both cheating, but the Greek
cheated best—and demanded his money back. The other rose

too, and in calm and mocking tones gave him to understand
that the money was safe in his own pocket and would remain
there. Whereupon the Maltese drew a knife—a long, glittering

knife—and swiftly plunged it into the body of that Greek, who
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fell with a yell, and two policemen bore down upon the Maltese,

and they carried the Greek to the Foreign Sailors' Home and

the Maltese to the House of Repentance and Little Ease, and

the drama was finished.

There were a good many spectators of this one-act tragedy,

and quite a little crowd of women, who seemed acquainted with

sailors and their ways, and took boundless interest in a fight

and a stabbing. They commented on the performance very

much as if the place was the Royal Britannia Theatre, Hoxton,
and they were in the gallery. They lamented that so fine a

tableau as the fallen Greek and the Maltese with the blood-

dripping knife in his hand had not been led up to with a more
artistic finish. There should have been more dialogue ; there

should have been more of a fight. The Greek should have had
his knife as well.

It was too sudden, too soon over
;
yet delightful while it

lasted. So in the amphitheatre talked the women of Rome,
when some gallant young prisoner, who ought to have made
play for them for half an hour, was done to death at once and
with a single stroke of the tiger's claw. Too sudden. They
love fighting, these women ; they long for more. They would
restore the bull-fight ; they would throw the enemies of their
country to the lions ; they would arm them to fight against each
other in the arena. When they had discussed the fight, the
ladies proceeded to speculate on the trial, the verdict, and the
sentence. Should the Greek die—but what a thousand pities
that a man can no longer go in public, amid the acclamations of
his friends, to his own hanging !

' I wonder,' said Will, ' if this is the Heart of the people 1

'

They reported discouragement.
'Go on,' said Hector, 'you will find, some time or other,

what you are looking for. Go on.'

He meant that Allen would find what he wished him to find.
They went on ; they pursued that tramp week after week, in
fine weather and foul, till the monotony of the streets seemed
intolerable.

' They are brought up in this,' said Will one day, ' they don't
feel it as we do, who have had the Forest. Do you begin to
understand how they must look on life 1 Do you begin to
Bee why they have no religion 1

'

' What do you mean, Will 1

'

_

'I mean,' said Will, 'that without some sense of beautiful
things, faith must be impossible. What beautiful things can be
imagined in these horrible streets ?

'

It was Sunday afternoon ; they were passing a little chapel,
mean and ugly. There was a children's service, or school,
going on, and, as if in answer to Will's question, the fresh
voices of the little ones sang as they passed, ' There is ;i happy
land, far, far away.'
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' Oh !

' cried Will, looking round him, ' what sort of

happiness, what kind of land, can they expect 1
'

But the eyes of his companion filled with tears.

'We have been everywhere,' said Will that night to the

philosopher ;
' we have tramped through Hoxton and Hackney,

Whitechapel and Stepney ; we know Wapping, Shadwell, and
Limehouse ; we have seen the big breweries and the docks, and
the gasworks, and the cemeteries. We have seen the People,

but we cannot find out their heart and we cannot hear their

Voice.'
' And you, Allen, can you not hear the Voice of the people ?

'

' No ; I am farther than ever from finding out their heart or

their Voice.'
' Often,' said Hector, ' in looking for one thing, we find

another. Do not forget what you have seen.'

They did not yet give in ; they had hitherto gone only about

the streets, they would go to places where the people meet
together. They found there were two or three music-halls,

half-a-dozen debating societies, and certain radical clubs.

At the music-halls they heard songs so unspeakably vulgar,

so inexpressibly detestable, that they ignorantly concluded they

were a specicdite of the East End. Alas ! even in the more
aesthetic West, there is a demand for similar musical effects.

The atmosphere of the halls was laden with tobacco, gas, and
foul air. 'Arry was there, with Alf and George, and all their

friends. They are the clubs of the lower clerkdom, the pres

aux clercs.

At the debating-club they heard a most amazing quantity of

talk, but no one seemed to have taken any trouble to master

his facts ; no one knew anything. This ignorance to these

mistaken young men also appeared a specicdite of the East End.

But then they had never attended the debates in the House.
In the chapels they heard everywhere the same exhortations

and expressions, in the same words, addressed to decent people

in black coats, who looked as if they were passing on the dis-

course to some one else, because it did not concern themselves.

They went to the public-houses and called for glasses of

beer, and they listened for the Voice there. They heard a

voice, to be sure, a thick, hoarse voice, full of ugly words, and
certainly not a heavenly voice. Then befell Allen something of

the fealing which possessed Dante when he gazed upon the

souls of the hapless lost. He became haunted by crowds of

faces, processions of faces, an ocean of faces. When he slept

at night these faces gazed upon him ; when he walked, or read,

or sat at work, these faces were always looking upon him.

There were millions of them—two millions, as nearly as he
could count—and he seemed to know them all. They were all

different, yet all alike in one respect, that they were all faces

which lacked something. There was no happiness in them
;
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they were dull, they had no sunshine in them ;
they bore no

secret fountains of joy beneath them, they wanted hope. They

were ignorant faces. As Allen looked on them he was seized

with terror, for he saw before him the whole of East London—

the mighty City, the neglected City, the joyless City, the City

of the baser sort, and he trembled. If the vision of the multi-

tudinous face, this troubled and turbid ocean of heavy brows

and dull, disappointed eyes, had continued, I think the young

man would have gone mad ; but presently there came relief

when that thing happened to him, which has also happened to

Shakespeare, Victor Hugo, Hood, and many others. Out of

the faces, out of the multitudes which throng the thoroughfares

of the Joyless City like ants upon an anthill, there presently

began to detach themselves, by ones and twos, singly or in

little groups, separate figures ; while he looked upon them the

background of faces disappeared. These figures, however, never

left him, day after day, but continued shadows impalpable, yet

plain to behold, and acted and talked before him. He listened

and looked until he knew them, knew their very thoughts, knew
why they acted and what they would do next ; knew their

manner of speech, their hopes, and their anxieties, their very

prejudices ; man and woman they stood before him, and bared

their souls, and were not ashamed. They were unlovely ; some
of them were like monstrous figments created by a fantastic

artist, so hideous were they ; but these were the old ; some
among the young were beautiful, but it seemed as if while he
looked upon them, invisible fingers were taking the beauty out

of their faces and the sweetness out of their eyes.

There were young girls among them, quite a group of young
girls ; and one came forth timidly and said, ' Take me. I will

tell you all that is in my heart, all that I do, all that I hope, all

that I know ; I am yours altogether.' He followed and watched
this girl among her companions ; she was in the work-room,
walking with other girls on Sundays ; she was quite young and
full of vague hopes, but she knew nothing. She had her
chapel on Sunday ; and she had her lover. She played out her
little story—a poor and pitiful one—to the very end, and
presently that story was finished and she vanished, falling back
into the crowd, and was no more seen, though Allen looked
everywhere for her among the most miserable of her sex. There
were children, heaps of children

;
presently one of these chil-

dren came out and held up its arms, and became his property
;

and he listened to its story as he walked with it, with saddened
heart ; and presently this child, too, finished its tale and fell

back and was lost in the great ocean of its fellows.

There were mothers and wives—thousands of them. Pre-
sently one came to him, her baby in her arms, and told her tale,

which made his fingers to clench and his teeth to grind together.
G
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Then she fell back weeping, and was lost among the waves of
faces around her. And another ; and another ; and another.

Always sadness, always disappointment, always unhappiness

;

was there then no gladness in this great City 1

There were lovers—thousands of lovers, and presently a
pair came out, a workgirl and a workman ; he listened to their

tale and understood that there is one thing always which
remains to us, even in meanness and monotony, which i3

love.

As the visions grew, as the puppets of his fancy became
real, so the young man's daily task in the City became more

intolerable, and he longed, like a prisoner, for the hour of his

deliverance. For he could now think of nothing but the

figures which moved perpetually before him, acting and talk-

ing before him as if he had no will in the matter, and as

if the drama of their lives was not the creation of his own
brain.1

You who have never been possessed by such phantoms, you

who have never made acquaintance with any but men and

women of the flesh, cannot understand the strength of such

possession. For they do not leave the brain in any waking hour
;

they are always present, always acting and talking, always in

some way carrying on their lives independently of your own will

;

they know nothing of time or space ; the longer they stay with

you the better you know them. Some of the men become your

friends : you fall in love with some of the girls. Some of them

you hate : you weep over the misfortunes of some, you rejoice

with their joy. Yet one thing seems strange, that there is in

every one of them something of yourself. They are your own

children ; even in unlikeness they are like you. These phantonu

come only to a few ; and of these few there are not many,

indeed, who can describe in fitting terms what theyhave seen.

For the phantoms pay no more respect to dramatic effect, to

grouping, to situation, than the man and woman in real life.

They act exactly in the same way. Every one of them wants

for himself all the joy and happiness that can be crowded into

the twenty-four hours of the day ; every one desires for himself

love, ease, pleasantness, sunshine, long life, and health. Now
of all these things there is not enough to go round, by a great

deal, and people have hardly as yet begun to manufacture
more.

'Allen, my son,' said the Philosopher, 'have you, then,

found at last the Voice of the People 1

'

' I do not know,' he replied ;
' I must think.'

' The people have no voice,' said Will bluntly. ' They want
to be taught how to speak ; they want the power of speech,
and they want—not a poet— but a leader.'

' You are right, Will,' said Hector.
* They want,' he repeated, looking at Allen, ' a leader who
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eliall tell them what else they want, and what they must ask for.

As for their Voice ' He stopped abruptly.
' Oh ! ' cried Claire, ' do not vex yourself longer about theii

Voice, Allen. My father means that the heart of the people is

your own heart, when you know them. Their Voice is your

own voice, when you have learned them.'
' My daughter,' said Hector, kissing her forehead, ' you

have rightly interpreted. Listen, Allen, to your own Voice.

Your education, my son, is now complete.'

CHAPTER XII.

THE GREAT CONSPIRACY.

' Tell me, father,' said Claire, ' now that Allen's education is

complete, the other part of your great conspiracy— that is, if I

may be told.'

' You shall be told, my daughter.' Her father assumed his

most important manner. ' When I informed you, my child,

that Allen should be a poet, I meant more than what you
understood. For such a poet as I designed there is a broader
future open, a more glorious ambition.'

' Can there be a more noble ambition than to become a poet 1
'

' The greatest thing of all, my daughter, is to lead the world.

There are no longer any kings ; but there are dictators. It is

the same thing, but with changed name. Every man who
aspires to lead mankind must be ready to assume the purple, if

he succeed.'

Claire began to comprehend ; but she interrupted not.
' I myself,' her father went on, ' have made my humble

attempt. But for the destruction of my poems I might now be
—Gambetta. I failed. Yet to have endeavoured makes all the
life illustrious.' He paused, thinking of the barricades and of

himself a lad of twenty-one, brandishing a gun and shouting
for the Republic, which was going to do so much for the world
and has done so little. 'It was necessary,' he went on, 'that
Allen should be a poet first, as I was. The rest will follow.

He knows the people ; he knows all that I can teach him.
When the moment arrives he will cease to be a poet, and will

become a prophet. He will spring to his feet and speak. He
will be the leader, dictator, rex, imperator, servus servorum—all

that there is of most magnificent.'

Claire shook her head and smiled.
' Hitherto,' her father continued, ' in speaking of leaders we

have meant generals and politicians. I suppose there must
continue to be generals and politicians. But the people will no
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longer be led by them. I have made up my mind that the
people are concerned with one thing only.'

' What is that thing 1
' asked Claire.

' Happiness, my daughter. The leader of the future, the
next dictator, will be the man who will teach the world how to

be happy. Politics, forms of government, are nothing. That
form of government, that ministry which interferes with the

people's happiness must be abolished. Let it vanish
!

' He
swept the air with a wide and comprehensive gesture, at which

kings might have trembled. ' Everywhere,' he went on, ' men
want to be happy. They cannot. Why ? They do not know
how. None of their leaders can teach them. A man must be

a poet before he can find out for them.'

Claire nodded and smiled again.
4 Allen shall be such a leader as the world has never seen.

There have been many leaders, but they have failed
;
partly

because they were themselves led by selfish motives
;
partly

because they knew not whither they would lead the people ;

partly because they thought that a government can do for the

people what they must do for themselves. They look, poor

fools, to the Government, and the Government looks to them.
" Give us," they say, " what we want." " Tell us," the Govern-

ment replies, " what you do want." Alas ! they do not know.

And as the leader, so the people. They are ignorant, they are

deaf, they are dumb, they cannot think, they suffer, and know

not why. They are waiting for the man who will tell them

what they want. And, my dear, directly the people find out

that, you may be sure that they will have it, whether the

Government wish it, or whether they do not.'
' It seems a great dream,' said Claire. But still as she spoke

and as she listened a strange and subtle smile lingered upon her

face.
' It is a great dream ; it is more than a dream ;

it is

prophecy. Allen is already a poet, and shall shortly be a

prophet.'

A vision arose before the girl's mind of a great tall figure

clothed in a single robe, with long lean limbs, and one finger

pointing upwards. In the right hand was a stick. It was the

figure of Elijah as represented in some book of her infancy.

She tried to see the features of Allen in this garb, but sho
failed.

' He must have courage ; he must have great courage ;
he

must not be afraid of rough crowds, of hard words ; he must
fight, if need be. Yet, ce n'est que le premier pas, his friends
will push him on. As yet, he waits for inspiration. The
moment will come, doubt it not. All will go well, Claire ; all

will go well with my disciple.'

As he spoke the rapture of his great Thought seized him
again ; but this time he spoke slowly, and with eyes which saw,
looking out into the night, a vision.
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1 1 behold,' he said, 'one who comes. He is greater than

Voltaire ; he is greater than Shakespeare ; he is the greatest of

all who have taught or led the people. He teaches them how
to make life happy. No one has taught mankind that lesson

yet. Allen will do it. They shall require of the Government
nothing but order and j ustice : they will rule for themselves

their wages and their work and their holidays. They will find

happiness for themselves. There shall be no more hunger, no
more misery, no more cruelty ; there shall be enough happiness
for all. To the new Humanity there shall be no talk of

Government. The real leader shall be he who can make them
happy. Once more, my daughter, this idea of France, the

Mother of all ideas, shall be proclaimed. But in this great

Revolution before us we shall learn by old and sad experience.

There shall be no bloodshed, because all men will work with us
when they understand that we are at last fulfilling the destiny
of man, which is to be happy ; else why were we born 1

' As for poets,' he went on, ' they are nothing. They are as

plentiful as blackberries. Do you think I would have taken all

this trouble to produce a poet 1 No, it was a nobler thought.
I would produce a leader.'

' Do you think, mon pere,' said Claire, with another subtle
smile, ' that Allen will become—what you hope 1

'

' I think he will,' replied her father. ' I have watched him
with sympathy. He is gentle, he is ready, he is full of
generous sentiments

—

enfin, he is a poet who has been taught
by me.'

' And you believe that he will rise and lead the people 1
'

Hector had the faith in woman's wit which all Frenchmen
entertain. He looked anxiously at his daughter.

' Tell me, Claire,' he said, ' what you mean.'
' I mean, papa,' she replied, ' that there are two boys, and

that you have only thought of one. There is a strong boy, and
there is a weak boy. If one is to be a leader, it will be the
strong and not the weak.'

'And Allen?'
' Allen, mon pere,' she replied with just half a little laugh,

' is so weak that he is even led—by me.'
Then her father's face cleared.
' Allans! allons!' he said, with a cheerful light in his eye

and in the most musical note of his voice, ' all is for the best.
Yes : it is a beautiful world. The young poet is led by you, is

he 1 Women lead the world. I keep my hopes.'



86 ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

CHAPTER XIII.

THEEE PROPOSALS.

When the three young men arrived at the age of twenty-one
things began to happen. If things happen at twenty-one they

are almost always good things. If 'anything happens' at

sixty, it is generally followed by a procession in black. Fortune
is a woman, and may therefore only be wooed by the young
and comely.

The first thing to happen was that Tommy's uncle behaved
as an uncle should—he admitted his nephew to a Share. ' It

will now be expected of me,' said Tommy, 'to leave this

deserted hole and live in chambers.'
He had developed aristocratic leaning* He had long since

discovered the West End and club-land ; he used to go there

and watch the members walk up and down the steps of their

palaces ; he used to let his imagination loose over the delicious

wickedness that he imagined to be going on within them—the

gambling, card-playing, champagne-drinking, and bacchanalian

revels which, as everybody knows, make Pall Mall horrible by
day and night for quiet people. He ardently desired to be

admitted into this fellowship. The first step must be, certainly,

to migrate into fashionable quarters.
The other two remained still in clerkery. But they were

advanced ; they had been discovered ; they now drew sub-

stantial pay and did responsible work—young men who know
foreign languages are not so plentiful in the City, they com-
mand a price. This increase of income brought plenty and

comfort to two houses in the village.

'My son,' said Mr. Massey, who was always sanguine, 'will

do well ; he will go farther even than his father. He may
even rival you, Colliber.'

Of course the fiction of glory was still maintained.
' A clear head and a sagacious eye,' said Sir Charles. 'The

young man will be a credit to us, no doubt. I hope, Massey,
for your sake, that he may rival any of us—any of us.'

' He certainly will,' said Mr. Colliber, grimly, ' if he takes
up with any of his father's projects.'

Mr. Massey was not offended, because he believed in his

projects. ' The boy might do worse,' he said, 'he might doworse.'
It was somewhere about this time, too, that Claire became

conscious of a change in the behaviour of the young men. The
old camaraderie disappeared ; they no longer treated her quite
as an equal

; little by little they began to observe a respect and
deference towards her quite unknown in the old clays. Olinthus
resumed his visits and even brought gifts. Allen seemed to
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think that her opinion was worth asking on the only subjects

he cared to talk about. Will paid her on every occasion the

petits soins which girls like.

Perhaps she would not have wondered had she realised the

change which a few years had accomplished in herself. She
was now eighteen years of age, and at least three inches taller

than her father. She had the sloping shoulders of a French-
woman, with the sweet face, delicately coloured, not pale, of an
English girl. Her hair was black like the hair of a l'arisienne

;

her eyes preserved the deep, full, limpid blue which seems t«

belong to English eye3 ; her voice was low and full like her
father's ; her features were as sharp and clear-cut as his ; the
grace of her walk, the little quicknesses of gesture, the delicacy

of her fingers, were altogether French. No one but a French-
woman could dress so beautifully with materials so cheap and
on an allowance so exiguous.

It was no wonder that the young men fell in love with her.
The old, who are even more ready to appreciate beauty than
the young, were of course in love with her. Sir Charles made
her pretty compliments, and told her how he had received a
great many most beautiful young ladies at his Mansion House
balls, but none so beautiful as herself. Even Mr. Colliber, who
was believed to have no eyes for anything but the price lists,

congratulated her father on the girl's beauty and wished him-
self forty years younger. The lads would have been insensate
logs had they not fallen in love. They were not insensate,
therefore

Some girls would have recognised the symptoms—Claire did
not. She never thought about such things as love at all. These
young men had been her companions all her days ; they were
her brothers ; Will and Allen were part, the greater part, of
her life

; of course they loved her as she loved them.
Her father observed these indications with discernment.

Clearly there was something coming. He remembered the
race for the orange, and smiled. Which would Claire accept of
the three? He expected that a formal proposal would be
brought to himself, perhaps through the respectable parents.
But he waited in vain. The respectable parents did not appear
at all. Nor did the young men speak to him. He then re-
membered that the marriage customs of the English in some
respects differ from those of France. Therefore he sat outside,
so to speak, and watched.

He observed that Olinthus called twice a week, regularly
;

that he evidently wished this regularity to be marked as mean-
ing intentions ; that he always brought something, such as
gloves, fruit, neckties, or flowers ; that he laid his gifts upon
the table without a word and presently departed after a few
attempts at speech

; also that Claire gathered up the gifts with
a careless hand and tossed them aside when he was gone.
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He perceived, next, that Allen and Will were rapidly
approaching that stage at which jealousy begins. It was quite
customary for them to meet at the Cottage, but now they
cr.me every night ; sometimes they came together, but often

separately.

In a beautiful map which shows the progress of the pilgrim

of Love, there occurs, quite early in the pilgrimage, L'lle des

Petits Soins lying quite close to the Terre d'Admiration. It is

succeeded by a black and grisly district, horrid with woods and
dreadful mountains, as they used to say before the taste for the

picturesque was awakened ; it is called the Pays des Jaloux.

Now, all these suitors were engaged among the gloomy defiles

and black forests of this unpromising country. Tommy was

the first to enter it, and the reason—as it seemed to him, not

knowing that it was part of the pilgrimage—was the fact that

Claire continued the old custom of walking with Allen in the

forest, sometimes in the evening, alone with him. She had

done this for many years, yet the enormity of the thing never

occurred to Tommy until he began to consider the young lady

as, in the sweet City parlance, his own property.

Tommy did not resolve upon pursuing this affair without

great consideration. Before finally deciding upon paying his

addresses to Claire, he surveyed womankind from China to

Peru, reckoning from east to west, or as much of that space as

he could command, including the young ladies of Loughton,

Chingford, Buckhurst Hill, Chigwell, Theydon Bois, Epping,

and even Leytonstone, going to church on Sunday mornings

with no other object than the consideration of the other sex.

He stood in the Porch and watched them coming out, seeing

them in this way at their best, with their nicest frocks on and

in their sweetest looks. He came to the deliberate conclusion

that of all the girls Claire was the prettiest, and the best

dressed, and the nicest. He then informed his mother of his

design, not asking her counsel or permission, but announcing

his will, like the great Bashaw.
' Only a governess, my dear? ' she whispered.
'A beautiful woman, mother, in the eyes of her lover is the

equal of a countess.' He thrust his hand into his bosom as he

uttered this magnificent sentiment, and wished himself a duke,

in order to illustrate it the more splendidly.
' Remember, Olinthus, you are a Gallaway.'
'I do not forget it,' he replied grandly. ' A man raises his

wife to his own position. As a partner in the Concern, I

already enjoy a position, which I shall confer upon my wife.

You may prepare the girls, mother, for the news. I hope they
will like their sister-in-law. Tell 'em,' ho added, with sim-
plicity, ' if they don't like her, they may go and live some-
where else.'

* You might look higher, Olinthus.'
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•Imidit,' he replied. ' "With manner and appearance, and

a partnership in a steady Concern, one might look anywhere.

But I am satisfied. Give me Claire. My tastes are simple.

Of course, as regards her father some arrangement must be

come to. He may come to the house once a week or so in the

middle of the day, when I am in the City, or on Sunday to

dinner, or perhaps supper will do, with a bit of salad and the

cold beef—all that can be easily arranged.'

'Allen,' said Will, one morning in the train.

Allen changed colour because he foresaw that there was

going to be an explanation.
' How long, Allen, is this kind of thing to go on 1

'

Allen shook his head helplessly.

'I've been thinking, old man,' Will went on, 'how to

settle it. We can't afford to quarrel, we two. If Claire takus

either of us, she must become the other fellow's sister. See ?

'

' Yes,' said Allen, ' she must be his sister.'

' Very well, then. Now I've been watching Claire.'

' So have I,' said Allen.
' Let us compare notes, then. I say, for my part, that she-

does not suspect anything.'
' I don't think she does,' said Allen.
' But the time has come for her to be told. Now I've got a

plan. We might toss up who should speak first ; but it seems

hardly fair to leave such a serious thing to chance. Let us both

write to her, and let us send the letters by the same post.'

This was reasonable. Neither, in this way, could have tho

least advantage over the other, and Claire would learn the truth.
' Of course,' said Will a little bitterly, ' you are the cleverer,

Allen, and you have been most with her. She is sure to take
you. But I should like to let her know—just to let her know
—that I'm not such an insensible ass as not to be in love with
her. As for that, I've been in love with her—and so have you
—ever since we were children together. There is no one else

in the world that I could be in love with.'
' But suppose she won't have either of us ?

' said Allen.
' Then we shall go on just the same as now. Was there

ever in poetry a girl with two lovers who would have neither 1
'

' Remember, we are only two City clerks.'

' That is nothing. We are going to be rich City merchants.
I shall change my name to Whittington. You shall be a great
poet as well as a great merchant.'

' When, Will, when 1

'

' Soon, old boy—very soon ; while we are young and can
enjoy things. Don't you feel sometimes as if there were ten
thousand things wanting to make you quite happy 1 Claire, to

begin with ; and then pictures, music, and books, and the theatre,

and dancing and singing, and sometimes travelling ; but Claire

to begin with !

'
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' And without Claire 1
'

Will was silent awhile. The light went out of his face.

' Without Claire—nothing. Allen, don't you see how she
has been everything to us 1 What should we have been without
her and her father ? I tremble, sometimes, to think what we
have escaped.'

' Can't we wait a little ?
' asked Allen. ' Everything is so

pleasant. It seems a pity to disturb pleasant things.'

Will shook his head.
' No ; the pleasantness is disturbed. You glared at me after

church last Sunday. That kind of thing can't go on.'

'As for that, you looked as if you were going to knock my
head off yesterday evening.'

' I felt like it,' said Will.

They wrote their letters that same day. First they sat

down to the table opposite to each other and resolutely took pen
and paper. Then they looked at each other, thoughtfully.

' What are you going to say, Allen 1
' asked Will with

anxiety.
' What shall you say ?

' he replied.
' If I was a poet—but no, poetry is only for make-believe.

Everything real is prose.'

'They applied themselves with determination to thought.

Neither had any experience in love-letters.

'Allen,' said Will, throwing down his pen, 'it's no use, I

can't write it. I can't find words to say. Have you written your
letter?'

Allen shook his head. At such a moment, when he should

have found the most glowing words, his brain was barren ; the

reason being that he was not satisfied with the plain truth,

which was in itself full of poetry, and wanted no more gilding

than the crown of England.
' The thing is ridiculous,' cried Will. ' Look here : we will

write one letter and both sign it.' He seized the pen again and
wrote without fine words the simple truth.

'Deabjgst Claire,—We both love you; thatyou know already.

We both desire, more than anything in the world, to be your
husband. But you can only grant that to one of us, and the

other must remain your brother. That one will go on loving

you as a man loves his sister.

' Your lovers,

'Allen Engiedew,
4 Will Massey.'

' There !
' said Will. * We have told her the truth in plain

words. It is better than any dressing up. We will post this in

the City to-morrow morning, so that she will have it in the fore-

noon, and have time to think of her answer.'
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' But neither of us,' said Allen, ' must go to the Cottage

till an answer is received.'

That night Will passed in watchfulness, because he dis-

trusted the strength of the fraternal bond. Would the yearning

which had of late possessed him so strongly, to take Claire in

his arms and keep her there, cease, even if she were to choose

Allen 1

His rival slept soundly after thinking how the situation would

fall into verse, and fitting some beautiful thoughts which could

be put on paper when he found time.

Next morning they met Tommy at the station. They
observed that he was fidgety in manner, as if he had something

to communicate. He generally went first class, as a Partner

should ; but to-day he got into a third-class carriage with them.
' I've got to tell you fellows something,' he said, with a very

crimson blush.
' Go on, Tommy,' said Will encouragingly. Neither of them

ever paid Tommy the deference due to a Partner.
' It's about Claire.' The other two started and looked guilty.

' Yes, about Claire. I think it right to tell you, because you go

to the Cottage so often and seem to consider the place your own
property, that after to-day you will have to wait till you are

invited.'
' Indeed, Tommy ! Why 1

'

'Because I've written to Claire—henceforth Mademoiselle
Philipon to everybody except myself, if you please. Remember
that—I've written to her, and the letter is in my pocket, asking
her—in fact—to become Mrs. Gallaway.'

' Oho !
' cried Will—what did they both laugh for 1

—
' And

the letter is in your pocket 1
'

' In my pocket. I've consented to waive the difference in

rank, and have offered her—my hand.' He held it out, a white,

fat hand, with the same expression upon it as upon his face.

Everybody knows this peculiarity in hands. It was a carefully

groomed hand, too, with three rings. ' My mother,' he went
on, ' is going to break it to the girls, and will, of course, call

upon CI I mean Mademoiselle Philipon—as soon as she has
answered my letter.'

' Upon my word, Tommy,' said Allen, ' you are very good
and generous.'

' A Partner in such a Concern as ours might look higher.

But never mind. I thought I'd tell you both, because we are
old friends, and because, yon see, when a man's engaged, he
can't have other fellows hanging round his girl.'

' I see,' said Will. ' It was very considerate of you to tell

us. And now, Tommy, one good turn deserves another. So
you must know that Allen and I have both written to her as

well, and made precisely the same offer. We all start fair.'

' You've written, too '}
' Tommy turned very red.
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'We've written, too. Claire—no—for you, Mademoiselle
Philipon—will get the offers of all three at the same time.'

' I call this,' said Tommy, in a great rage, ' confounded
sharp practice.'

'Why?'
' Because you must have known that I meant business. Do

you think I have been going there three times a week to have
the pleasure of hearing her father talk French 1 You must have
seen it. Anybody must have seen it.'

' If,' said Allen, ' I had seen it, I should only have written or

spoken sooner.'
' Cheer up, Tommy,' said Will. ' Perhaps Claire saw it, and

that is, you know, the most important point.'

Tommy sat glum and sulky—his friends, he felt, were not

afraid of his rivalry—till the train arrived at Liverpool Street.

Then he got down with dignity and went straight to the nearest

pillar post, into which he dropped his letter.

He really felt very much hurt, and seriously alarmed,

because it never had occurred to him that the other two should

also ' mean business.' In the course of the day, however, he

took heart, thinking that he was a Partner and they were only

clerks ; also that Allen might be a good-looking fellow enough,

but he was lanky and wore glasses, and that Will was certainly

too big a fellow to take any girl's fancy.

Claire received the letters when she came home from the

school. She read them, and her heart began to beat and her

lips to tremble. Because she felt, somehow, as if she loved two

of them in exactly the same way. As for the third, she neither

blushed nor trembled when she read his letter. She put it down
gently, however, and smiled.

When her father came in from the garden, she gave him the

letters without a word.
' Does my daughter wish to leave her father, yet V he said.

She laid her arms about his neck and kissed him, with a

tender love in her eyes.
' What answer shall I give, my dear ?

' he asked.
' I don't know.' She blushed and hid her face on hia

shoulder. ' I have no answer.'

'Allen? Will? Olinthus?'
She made no reply.
' Shall I send an answer, Claire ? Shall I bid them wait ?

'

' Oh ! yes. Let them wait.'
' I mean for a certain period, dear. We will give them a

little time to prove themselves. Will is certain to succeed if he
gets a chance. Allen will be a poet. Olinthus will be an alder-

man. Let them wait.'

He saw two of them and wrote to the third. To Allen and
Will he said that they were bidden by Claire to supper the next
evening, and at the supper they should have their answer. To
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Olinthus he said that no father could receive an offer of this

kind without emotion. Would he, in person, receive Claire's

reply ? If so, a supper awaited him at nine o'clock, after which
he should learn her decision. Meantime, let him bring to tha

supper, which was to be a banquet worthy of so great an occasion,

a heart of joy.
' A banquet, and a heart of joy.' There could be no doubt,

thought Tommy, of the reply.

'I suppose, mother,' he said, showing her the letter, 'that

we may consider the thing as good as settled. After all, I

doubt whether I've done the best for myself, eh 1

'

' It's a great honour for her,' said his mother. ' And I only
hope she will show that she feels it, and not give herself airs.'

'Yet she is, you know, really and truly, mother, a most
beautiful girl. Isn't she now 1

'

' I am not denying her good looks, Olinthus. But my son
should have got something better than good looks. An heiress,

Olinthus, I had hoped for.'

He smiled and stroked his chin.

'It would have been pleasant to have married an heiress.
Yet, what heiress could be half so beautiful as Claire 1 In love,
mother,' he said grandly, ' we despise fortune, and think only
of beauty. Think of that girl dressed as she ought to be. Oh J

'

CHAPTER XIV-

THE BANQUET.

If the young men brought to the banquet the heart of joy which
had been recommended they dissembled. There were no signs
of joy at all among the little group upon Hector's lawn the next
evening, but rather of constraint and embarrassment. They
spoke little, and nobody seemed to pay attention to what was
said. M. Philipon wore his whitest waistcoat and his finest
rosebud, and received the three young men with the cordiality
of one who bestows, as well as receives, honour. He was
however, fully alive to the responsibility of the position, and
felt that he had a serious speech to make, and that it was due
to his daughter that the speech should be expressed in fitting
words. Claire did not appear. Could it be that they were
going to have the banquet without her ? As for the young men,
\\ ill and Allen stood together, Allen with one hand on Will's
shoulder, as if for support. Olinthus stood apart from the
others, wearing a smile of assurance which now and then gave
place to a look of anxiety. He was dressed with great splendour,
wore all his rings and chains, and had the shiniest of hats.
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Just when the constraint and the silence became painful
there appeared in the porch a little serving maid, with a white
cap and a long white apron, very neat, and appropriate to the
cottage.

' My friends,' cried the host, ' supper awaits us. Permit me
to lead the way.'

He led them into the house. They found that Claire was
waiting them. She was dressed in some sort of creamy white stuff

with a ribbon round her neck and a white flower in her black hair,

and she looked so sweet, so dainty, that Allen choked, and Will

turned pale, and Olinthus red. She bowed to them without

offering her hand or raising her eyes ; and then she took her

father's arm.
' Gentlemen,' said Hector, ' on this occasion I lead my

daughter to the banquet.' If she had been a duchess and he

the Regent ; if the cottage had been the Palais Royal ; if the

supper had been of royal or regental character, he could not

have assumed a more courtly air. The young men followed in

great awe and expectation.

'My dear friends,' said their host, 'take your places; lei

there be no jealousies ; Claire sits beside me. 01inthu3, you

are nearest—take the chair next to her. Allen, my pupil, sit

on this side of me. Will, take the opposite chair. So.'

He sat down and looked about him with a truly festive

countenance, though the occasion was a grave one. Yet what-

ever is to come after supper, let the joy which belongs to that

meal be maintained. The supper was served on the whitest of

table covers and in the plainest of white china. It took a great

number of dishes and in the giver's eyes it was magnificent.

Indeed, at first, everybody's breath was taken away by the mere

aspect of the spread and the profusion of flowers in which it lay

imbedded. No supper, however magnificent, could have made

a more imposing appearance.
On the present occasion, there were five tiny lamb cutlets

lying on a white bank of mashed potatoes ; there was a dish of

new potatoes, boiled, another of potatoes sautes, another of

early peas, another of asparagus, another of cauliflower mi,

gratin, another of spinach served with eggs and butter. There

was a dish of gooseberry fool. There was an immense bowl of

salad, prepared by the hands of Claire herself, there wa3 bread

a discretion, and there was a little plate of cheese. Everything,

in fact, except the cutlets and the cheese and the bread, had
come straight from the garden.

' My friends,' said Hector joyously, all his embarrassment
gone as he surveyed this royal supper, 'this is magnificent, it is

superb, it makes the heart rejoice '—he looked round the table—
' where, but where is the wine ? Hein 1 Is it possible 1 I

had forgotten the wine—aha ! the wine to make us merry.
Behold the bottle '—he could reach it from the sideboard
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Trithout rising from his seat. ' Aha ! the Divine Bottle ! tha

glou-glou of the bottle !

'

He handled the bottle as lovingly as if it contained a liquid

more precious than words can express. He held it up to the

light, held it carefully, so as not to shake it, and inserted the

screw as an angler sticks on his worm, as if he loved the cork.

Then when, with a voluptuous pop, the cork left the bottle, M.
Philipon laughed softly, and placed the Divine Bottle beside

him, wagging his head and forefinger at it as if it, too, were a

boon companion. Two of the young men knew the wine well,

They were perfectly acquainted with the resources of the cellar,

and they both looked straight before them as if fearing to meet

each other's eyes. Only from Allen, who was imaginative, a

faint shiver escaped with a whispered trembling of the lips as if

caused by the rolling of a few r's.

' Supper,' said their host, a spoon in one hand and a fork in

the other, ' supper, like all good things, is a French invention.

I do not boast, my friends, I merely state a fact. No one knew
what supper could be before the time of the Regent—the first

man of modern times who understood how to live. We will

imagine ourselves—for this evening only—in the time of the

Regent ; we will feast like him, we will talk like him—that is,

at a respectful distance ; we will dismiss the lacqueys and
servants'—he spoke as if his one little maid was a complete

staff
—

' and we will wait upon each other—that is, we will all

wait upon Claire. My dear, let me find for you, among all these

cutlets, the sweetest, the best cooked, the most delicious.'

It would have been impossible for the most generous of

hosts, had his eyes been turned upon Olinthus at this moment,
to escape the discovery that he was counting, with a disappoint-

ment impossible to be concealed, the number of cutlets in the
dish. There were five—one apiece ; as for the rest, he had now
discovered that it was nothing but salad and flowers. And he
had been invited to supper, and he had been promised a royal
banquet, and he had taken only a slender meal in the middle
of the day in order to do justice to that banquet. One lamb
cutlet—with salad ! The other two, however, were not dis-

appointed : they knew what to expect. To M. Philipon a cup
of chocolate was a large early breakfast ; a cubic inch of beef
stewed in a mess of onions, carrots, and potatoes made a midday
dejeuner ; a croide cm pot, with another inch of beef and a dish
of lentils or beans, made a substantial dinner. This supper,
with its festive array of dishes, its variety of vegetables, and the
presence of his guests, was to him a veritable feast of Belshazzar.
They wondered not, but yet they trembled, because they must
needs pass through the ordeal of the wine.

Their host urged them to superhuman efforts, and con-
gratulated them on their prowess, as if a whole lamb cutlet

was in itself a feast worthy of an alderman. The young men,
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stimulated by these exhortations, went on eating until there
was not a, stalk of asparagus, or a single potato, or a morsel of
cauliflower.

' Go on, brave boys,' cried their host, with, glowing eyes
' The English are as valiant at the table as on the field. They
are lusty feasters. Allen, another potato. Will, more spinach.

Olinthus, you spare the cheese. It is good to see these young
athletes. It is Achilles, with Ajax and Diomede—brave
Diomede ; no doubt he greatly resembled Olinthus. It is a

Homeric banquet, or—yes, it is the Centaurs feasting after a

fight ; or, still better, it is the suitors of Penelope feasting in

the Palace of Ithaca. Desist not ; eat as valiantly as Friar John
;

drink as deep as a Franciscan friar. Allen, the bottle stands by
you ; let it move on—let it trot—let it gallop. Olinthus, fill

up, fill up all ; let us drink like the good folk of Chinon ; let us

drink without stopping, except to eat.'

With these rollicking and Eabelaisian exhortations did M.
Philipon stimulate the revellers and astonish his daughter, who
saw, to her amazement, the bottle fly from hand to hand and
the young men pour continually more wine into their glasses.

They poured as little as they could, and it seemed as if the

bottle never would get finished. When you added water to the

proportion of three to one, you practically disguised the sourness

of the wine, though you made the water thin. At last Allen,

who could bear the thing no longer, and who trembled lest

Tommy should say something that would annoy their host

—

indeed he was beginning to look dangerous—poured out all that

was left into his tumbler, and heroically drank it off at a gulp.

Claire looked in terror to see some of the signs of intoxication.

The young men might, if her father went on plying them with

strong drink, roll under the table, or have to catch each other

by the shoulders as she had seen men do in Epping Forest.

So infectious, in fact, was the gaiety assumed by their host

at this imaginary feast that two of the three guests were pre-

sently quite carried away by it, and laughed and talked as if

the potency of the wine had indeed mounted to their brains

and unlocked their tongues. The gravity of the occasion, the

importance of the decision that was immediately to be an-

nounced to them, seemed forgotten. Allen, for his part, bran-

dished his glass in sympathy when his host flourished the

bottle over his head and quoted the French song

—

Je ne quittprai jamais ma m\e
Tandis qu'elle fvia glou glou :

Je ne quitteiai jamais ma mye
Qu'tlle ne soit vuide de tout.

As if the wine was of the most rollicking kind, and charged
with mirth and song and revelry. And Will laughed ap-
provingly.
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Claire for her part, knowing why the young men were
bidden to the feast, and remembering what was about to be
said to them, and what hopes were to be destroyed or post-

poned that evening, felt pained at the exhibition of gaiety, and
wondered how men can be so light of heart and so careless even
when their own happiness—if they are truthful—is at stake.

Claire was not experienced in the heart of male man, else she
would have known that the excitement of expectation, of sus-

pense, of a deed done or yet to do, is strangely akin to gaiety.

When Oliver Cromwell signed the death-warrant of the King,
he fillipped his neighbour with the ink. Not out of frivolous

light-heartedness, if you please, but as a relief to the heaviness
of his heart. These young men at least were profoundly
anxious, and when Allen Engledew brandished his glass like a
mad monk of Medmenham, it was because he was unconsciously
.seeking refuge from trouble in merriment.

This explanation is intended only for metaphysicians, and
for the seekers after that which cannot be found.

Claire wondered, but she said nothing and was silent, keep-
ing her eyes down and anxious for the time when she might
leave the table.

Olinthus, it may be observed, responded only partially and
with effort. He was too hungry to laugh, and, besides, he saw
nothing to laugh at. Being asked to drink vinegar and eat

salad when one was raging with hunger seemed to him like

going beyond the limits of legitimate mirth.

When there was nothing more to eat, and even the bottle

was at length happily empty, their entertainer began to wink
mysteriously and to shake a finger with a meaning wink.

' Good Heaven !
' thought Tommy ;

' what is he going to

give us next ?

'

But his spirits were raised when he remembered that French
people frequently finish their banquets with a gloria or chasse

cafe. ' Brandy, I hope,' he murmured.
' On this occasion,' said M. Philipon, ' which is remarkable,

I produce a bottle of remarkable wine ; a veritable grand vin, a
Margaux of premier err. It is as old as Claire, and was enclosed

in its casket of glass the very year in which she was born.'

He drew forth, from some secret recess, a small pint bottle

covered with dust. This he uncorked with immense ceremony.
' Claire, my daughter,' he said, his bright eyes softening,

' we have feasted and we have laughed in your honour. Woman
is the giver of all joy ; therefore we do well to be joyful in her
honour. This day, my dear, you have attained your majority.

You are of age, not because you are eighteen, but because these

young gentlemen have become your suitors. We shall drink,

my best of daughters, to you !

'

He filled four glasses, which proved to be exactly the

measure of the bottle, and passed one to each.
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Then all stood up, glass in hand.
4 Claire, my child !

'

' Claire !

'

They drained their glasses and set them clown ; that is, three

of the four men did. Tommy sot his down unfinished with a
gasp and a shiver ; for, alas ! the vaunted wine had been kept
too long, and it was even more sour than its predecessor.

Claire looked from one to the other with a smile of thanks,

and then, blushing violently, rose from her seat.

'Yes, child,' said her father, 'I will not say in your pre-

sence what I have to say to these young men concerning you.

Leave us, my dear.'

He held out both his hands, drew her towards him, and
kissed her gravely on the forehead. Then, still holding her

—

' Gentlemen,' he said, ' before CJaire goes, you may each of

you—yes—her father permits so much—you may kiss her hand.

Tommy, outraged by the last glass of claret, thought this

permission, being of a hollow and Barmecide character, was

only a natural ending to a banquet from which he rose more

hungry than when he sat down— one lamb cutlet and a pint of

vinegar ! He had no desire to kiss Claire's hand ; he wanted

to kiss her lips ; as for a girl's fingers, anybody might kiss them

that pleased. Still, to refuse might be misunderstood, and if

he was expected to enjoy the privilege, he must pretend. He
therefore hastened to be the first to lift her hand, and im-

printed a kiss with as much fervour as he could. Allen, for his

part, blushing as much as the girl herself, bent respectfully

over and touched the fingers with his lips, murmuring a few

words. Will did not bend more than was necessary, but he

looked at Claire while he raised her hand ; and he was

rewarded by a shy and troubled look, as she lifted her eyes for

a moment.
Then she was gone, and the time was arrived for the speech

to be made.
M. Philipon invited his guests to resume their chairs and

presently began :

—

' Gentlemen, you know why I have called you here. You
will appreciate my desire in proposing that before entering upon

the subject, at once so delicate and so important, we should all

feast together as good friends and bans camarades.' Here Olin-

thus dropped his eyes upon his plate, where yet lingered the

bone of the single lamb cutlet. ' Now, then, that our hearts

are glad with old wine '—nobody smiled : on such a subject a

smile might have been misinterpreted— ' we will approach the

subject which is in our minds.'
' It is the English custom,' he went on, ' in affairs of the

heart, to addres3 one's self first to the young lady. In France
we arrange these things differently, perhaps mure simply,

perhaps with the effect of producing fewer mistakes. That is
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nothing ; I bow, gentlemen, to the English custom'—he saluted
the three with a comprehensive sweep. ' You have followed
the method adopted by your compatriots. I accept it. And I
thank you for the honour you have conferred upon me and upon
my respectable family.'

He paused here, and sat down in order that these words
might produce their full and desired effect, and they all three
bowed. Then he rose again, and placed his left hand in his

bosom, behind his white waistcoat, reserving his right for

gesture. But remark that a well-educated Frenchman does not
greatly gesticulate. A Frenchman in a rage or a Frenchman
carried away by the passion of indignation or contempt may
use arms and hands in a fine freedom and frenzy, but not, if

you please, a dignified pere de famille who is calmly discussing

the future of his daughter.

'Gentlemen,' the speaker continued, 'it is my duty to

inform you, at the outset, that the dot of my Claire is—is—in

fact—not worth mentioning.
Here they all three murmured and spread out their hands

and bowed and blushed, and Olinthus made some remark about
things being enough for two.

' I know,' the speaker went on, ' the wonderful English
custom of marrying a wife without any dot at all. Droll
manner ! It is the husband who finds the dot, in the shape of

an insurance on his life. The insular prejudice against economy
is nowhere so strongly shown. You refuse to save anything.
You insure. You trust to your strong arms. It is a valiant

nation indeed, where the fathers give nothing to the bride, and
the bridegroom has nothing, and both are rich—in the future.

A brave people, truly ! Yet, gentlemen, I love the French
custom best, and I would that it were in my power to give my
Claire the dot which she merits. Then would her husband bo
truly rich. As for myself, you have probably heard that the

events, known to all the world, which drove me from my country,

shut mo out from the honourable career in which I should have
grown rich. I do not accuse my fate. I am one of the martyrs
of France. It is sweet and decorous for your country's sake to

be a professaur of French in an institution of demoiselles.'

Here he paused again, and here Will lifted up his voice and
begged him not to let the question of the dot weigh upon his

mind at all, because they loved Claire without any thought of

money.
' Brave young men ! ' said her father. 4 You would, perhaps,

insure.'

Olinthus said that so far as a policy of a thousand might go

he should be most happy to meet M. Philipon's views.
' Gentlemen,' M. Philipon resumed, ' the family to which I

belong has long been honourably connected with the commerce
of my country. My brother still controls the vast establish-
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ment formerly directed by my father and my grandfather. It

is a, magasin de literie, a storehouse of—eh ?—of beddery. In
beddery my ancestors have been for three generations of the
first force. Remark, gentlemen, that I pretend not to illustrious

birth and claim no great ancestors. We are of the people-
like yourselves.'

They nodded their heads gravely. They were not them-
selves in ' beddery,' but two were in silk and one was in oil,

and there is not much difference what you are in, provided you
are deep in it, up to your neck in it ; with room to plunge

about in it ; in it ' in a large way.' It is not everybody who
can speak of controlling a vast establishment. Words do not

convey the same significance to all hearers, nor did the young
men suppose that the vast establishment was but an ordinary

shop.
' My daughter,' the Frenchman went on, ' has received

from every one of you, and almost at the same time, which

shows that you were each anxious to be first in the field and

jealous of the others, an offer which not only confers honour

upon her, but also upon yourselves. Because, my friends, it

shows that the young men who have been my pupils and friends

for so many years are fully sensible to the charms of a girl who
is as good as she is beautiful. Her mother was an English-

woman. When I think of that fact and remember her many
virtues, I would have my daughter, too, all English. You are

young men, I confess, of great worth and of much promise,

but, boys, which one of you—I ask—is yet worthy of my
ehild?'

Upon this Tommy remarked, with a little cough, tliat he

knew it well and had felt it ; but he trusted that, with the

income winch he now hoped to make, having been recently

admitted to a partnership in the Concern, not to speak of the

insurance he was ready to effect, it would not be long before he

could prove himself worthy of the young lady.

Allen said that he desired humbly to acknowledge his full

sense of his own unworthiness.
Will, with a little thickness in his speech, most certainly not

due to the claret, said that nobody could be worthy of her, but

he would do his best for her, if And here he stopped.

Monsieur Philipon bowed gravely to each.
' It is well spoken,' he said, ' and every one according to his

heart. So that, gentlemen, you will not be surprised or offended

at my reply on behalf of my dear Claire. You all love her, I

suppose. Then, gentlemen, prove it by waiting and working

for her. I give you three years. You are all about twenty-one

years of age. You shall have Claire's answer—from Claire's

own lips, not from mine—when you are twenty-four. I do not

tell you to go away and see her no more for that space of time :

I do not ask you to desist from your visits, my dear young
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friends. I could not think of inflicting so great a pain upon
myself as to see you no more all this time. Whether you go
or whether you stay, ask again in three years' time, if you are

then in the same mind. Claire, meantime, will wait. It will

be well if during this time you do not—hein 1—talk of love

—

make eyes of sheep. You will very likely forget her. You will

go away and forget her. You are young! Youth is the time

of hasty loves and quick forgetting.'
' Oh ! oh !

' they all protested.

'Again, by the time you are twenty-four you will possibly

be more awakened to the blessings of a dot, and may repent of

an engagement with a penniless girl.'

' Oh ! oh !' they all protested again.
' You live, gentlemen, in a village where the talk is of the

money which has been lost
;
you work in a city where the talk

is all of the money which may be made. The atmosphere
everywhere is filled with the perfume of bank-notes, shares,

bonds, and coupons. You breathe this air—it is like slow
poison to some'—he looked at Allen— 'like the keen mountain
air, which stimulates, to others '—he looked at Will— ' and like

their own native air to others '—he looked at Olinthus, who
smiled and bowed, and felt that the highest compliment had
been paid him. ' So, gentlemen, I have finished. In three

years Claire shall, if she then pleases, bestow her hand upon
one of you. I hope that she wall give it to the most worthy
among you. Gentlemen,''—here he became very grave— 'if

during this period you live well—as young Englishmen do
sometimes live—this child will remain to you, and become
more and more to you a goddess worthy of all worship and
reverence. If you live not well, she will become quite a com-
mon woman, a wild flower, of no use except to be plucked and
thrown away. Remember that the chevalier sans reproche makes
the truest lover.'

He finished : he sat down : he rested his head upon his

hand, and looked gravely upon his friends. Dixerat ; he had
spoken.

Will Massey made reply, simply.

He said, ' We thank you, sir. Perhaps we could expect no
more. We are young men with all our work before us. We
will respect your confidence in us, and take no advantage.'

' No advantage,' echoed Allen.
' Three years !

' murmured Olinthus.
Then they rose, wished their host good-night, and so out

into the twilight of June, where the moon shone on the Forest,

turning greys and browns into blacks and whites, and in the
soft air the foolish cockchafers were buzzing about and getting
into people's whiskers.

'I say, you fellows,' said Tommy, when they were well in

the road, ' what do you think of it 1 Impudence, I call it.
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Nothing short of impudence. For what is he, after all ? A
common French master. Without a rap.'

He leaned against the palings, and waited for a reply.
' What do you say, Allen ? ' asked Will.
' Three years !

' Tommy went on grumbling. ' Three wholo
years ! Why, in three years a man might be in the Bankruptcy
Court. Most likely he would if he stayed on in a hole like this,

which reeks of bankruptcy. Three years !

'

' Why,' said Allen ;
' three years is not such a very long

time.'
' As for me,' Tommy went on grumbling ; ' I want to gc

away and live as a gentleman should—in Chambers. But if

you two are going to hang on here, and take advantage behind

my back '

' We promised to take no advantage,' said Will gravely.
' Oh ! yes, I know. You won't fall down on your knees to

her. But as for you, Will, you will be in the garden working

for her, making her things, and Allen will be bringing her

books, and unless I am to be out of it altogether I shall have

to stay here too.'
' Well, Tommy,' said Will, ' you can't expect us to go away

just because you want to live in Chambers.'
'A gentleman,' said Tommy, 'can't live here. It is not

possible.'

'Allen and I are only clerks yet,' he replied. 'Time

enough, later on, to consider the manners and customs of

gentlemen.'
Just then Allen spoiled what might have been an interesting

discussion on the manners and characteristics of the British

gentleman by suddenly bursting into an uncontrollable fit of

laughter.
'' What's the matter, Allen 1 ' asked Will.
' Did you—did you—' he gasped, at length— ' did you see

Tommy's face when he had eaten up his cutlet 1
'

Then Will began to laugh, and Tommy grew hot and angry.

'He had had no dinner—on purpose,' Allen went on, 'to

enable him to eat more supper. Ho ! Ho !

'

' I don't see what you are laughing at,' said Tommy. ' I call

it an imposition to promise a supper and give a man a lamb
cutlet and cabbage with vinegar to drink, and to go on all the

while like a Tom Fool at a fair about feasting and drinking.'

But the other two continued to laugh.
' And as to unworthiness,' Tommy grumbled, ' we read stuff

like that in novels. But, you know, it is downright rubbish.

That's not the way that practical people—people in the City-
look at things. A good-looking fellow '—he held out one
foot and his eyes fell complacently along the leg

—

'with a

good position and an income '—he hoped his friends would not

be hurt in their feelings by this remark, but he desired to assert
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the truth, and he certainly was a Junior Partner— 'is fit for any
girl. Sentiment does not go down in the City.'

'Never mind, Tommy,' said Will. 'I think, Allen, that

we were right in having an explanation. It wasn't right of us

to begin to be jealous and distrustful of each other ; and we
ought not to have expected M. Philipon to decide for any of

us. Why, Jacob served seven years, and seven years more,
for Rachel. Can we not serve three for the chance of Claire ?

'

' And we are twenty-one, Will. And Jacob, if you come to

think of it, was seventy- eight when he began to serve for

Rachel.'
' Here's more rubbish,' said Tommy ; but whether he was

thinking of Rachel or Claire, of Jacob the Patriarch, or of Will
the Youthful, did not appear.

CHAPTER XV.

bivek's legacy.

Who would have thought, when Biver began to take the
brandy-bottle to bed with him, that the whole future of two
English lads would have been affected by so simple an act, so

common, too, in thirsty climes ? Such a natural accompani-
ment to so many colonial careers !

When Biver went out to Shang-hai as representative to the
House of Brimage and Waring, he was not a thirsty young man
at all ; he was, on the contrary, a young man who held strong
moral objections to thirstiness except at tea-time, and was
great in commonplace about the ruin caused by drink. He was,
in short, one of those young men who regard speech as merely
a vehicle for the commonplace, and the brain as devised merely
for learning the commonplace. There are a good many such
young men, not only in the City but outside it. It was partly

because Biver was so good at commonplace, both commercial
and moral, that he was sent out. Yet, sad to say, in five or six

years Biver had actually arrived at taking the brandy-bottle to

bed with him, and the meal called tea existed for him no
longer.

That was the beginning of the end. It mattered very little

so long as Biver went to bed drunk and got up sober ; a man
may go on so for a great many years ; but when Biver began to

go to bed drunk, and to get up drunk, and to be drunk all day
long, he entered upon a path which quickly leads to deteriora-

tion of the finer instincts of business.

I do not know exactly what it was that Biver did at last ; it

was something which not only broko the camel's back, but made
the cup run over, and, at the same time, put all the fat in the
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fire. I believe he sat down and began to buy right and left all

the silk in the market at five-and-twenty per cent, above its

possible selling value, just as if he had been representing the
Government of England instead of a mercantile firm. This
magnificence was stopped by telegraph before he had lost many
millions, and he was deprived of the power to do any more
harm to the Firm. Biver was ordered home ; he hugged his

brandy bottle and went on board the next mail. But he had
either overrated his own strength or underrated the strength of

the brandy, and when the ship was still in the Narrow Seas he
had to be dropped overboard, while the passengers stood in a

semi- circle and the captain read the service, and the youngest
steward cried aloud, using one of the ship's napkins for a hand-
kerchief, not because he loved and lamented the deceased at all,

but because it was the first time he had seen the handiwork of

Death the Conqueror.
This is'the tragical history of Biver, and, indeed, of many a

gallant youth who seeks his fortune abroad.

And this is the reason why Brimage and Waring wanted a

new representative in Shanghai.
The partners considered their office and its occupants, and

their eyes fell upon the two lads. They were both of good

character ; they both knew two modern languages ; they were

handsome young men, of good bearing and good address, pre-

sentable anywhere. It does a house good to be represented

abroad by young gentlemen of pleasing manners.
But they only wanted one, and they hesitated which to take.

For the* appointment, though it led to such risks as that which

proved fatal to Biver the bibulous, was great promotion; a

handsome salary was attached to the post ; there was no telling

what might not follow—even partnerships had followed—for

successfully representing the house in Shanghai.

The partners finally decided on Allen. He was intelligent,

though perhaps, they thought, knowing nothing about the

poetry, not so intelligent as the other lad ; he could be safely

trusted to carry out instructions with discretion, which means,

in commercial matters, with alacrity in perceiving when dis-

obedience is best. Moreover, which finally decided them, he

was the son of an old servant of the House whose unmerited

disasters and tragic ending had not yet been quite forgotten.

They sent for Allen : they communicated with great solem-

nity the decision they had arrived at ; the senior partner even

began an exhortation on the responsibilities of the position,

when, to everybody's astonishment, the young man, who had
been blushing painfully, interrupted him with the astounding
information that he was obliged to decline the offer.

' Are you afraid to go ?
' asked the senior partner bluntly.

' Are you unable to leave your mother alone ? ' asked a

junior partner kindly.
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'Are you anxious about the duties ?
' asked another.

'Gentlemen,' said Allen, holding his head very erect, 'I am
not afraid to go, and my mother will be very angry and dis-

appointed with me, at least I fear so, because I refuse the

honour of this post. But I cannot go.'

'You have perhaps formed ties
; yet you are young,' said

the senior.
' Come, Engledew,' said the other, ' we would gladly be-

friend your father's son ; we have offered the place to you
because we would help you if wo could. Do not trifle with

your fortune.'
' I cannot go, sir, thank you.'
' We give you till to-morrow. Go home at once ; consult

your mother. Such a chance may never happen to you again.

Go now, and meet us here to-morrow at noon.'

Allen retired. He went home and told his mother of the
offer which had been made him. The widow clasped her hands
and began to shed tears of joy.

' I must lose you, Allen,' she said ;
' but that is nothing, for

your foot is on the ladder at last, and all you have to do is to

climb. My dear boy you will retrieve the name
;
you will wipe

out your poor father's disgrace.'

'Mother,' said her son, 'that is already retrieved ; it was
never lost. Not a man who knew my father but knows that he
had nothing to do with his partner's evil practices. You wish
me to wipe out a disgrace which never took place. What has
been clone cannot be undone ; let us cease to make it worse by
supposing the worst.'

' But he was bankrupt, Allen, and he committed '

' I know, I know. Yet there was no disgrace. Mother, I
have my own name to think of, more even than the honourable
name of my father. I must think of that first.'

' Surely, Allen, surely.' She began to tremble, because her
son looked so determined. What did he mean % What was he
going to say % ' Your success will be your own, my son ; and
yet—oh !—doubt not that your dead father will rejoice in it.'

' Yes, mother, if I succeed. But if I do, it will not be '

—

he kid his hand on hers and looked her in the face— ' it will
not be in the City.'

' Not in the City 1 ' She knew of no success possible out of
the City. What did he mean 1

' No, mother, the time has come—it has been coming a long
time—when I can go to the City no more. The work has long
been intolerable to me.'

' Oh
!
Allen, you mean that you are glad to go to China.'

But she knew very well that he meant nothing of the sort.
'You mean that you are rejoiced to have a change. Well,
dear, boys are so. If you are pleased, I am pleased.'

' I mean, mother, that I am going to give up my post at
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Brimage and Waring's and that I shall try another line of life

altogether. I shall try to live by literature.'

She only understood one way in which money could be
made. There were doctors and clergymen, but they did not
seem to make any money. The City was the only place.

' Letters 1 You mean by writing things 1 But you can't

mate your fortune by writing.'
' Mother, I am not going to try to make a fortune. I am

going to live simply. I shall probably always be a poor man.
But I shall try to make a name—and—and to do good work.'
His voice trembled a little, because this kind of work seemed
to him so sacred a thing—which it undoubtedly is.

'A name—without money 1 Allen, you are mad. Oh !

your head is turned with your book-reading and your writing.

Allen ! Allen ! I implore you. I will go on my knees to you.'
' Mother !

'

' Yes, Allen, if you will only give up this wild design.' She
wept, she implored; but he was obstinate. 'You are mad—
you are mad,' she repeated. ' You will only starve in such a life.'

'I shall not starve, mother,' he said gently, 'and you have

enough for your own wants. I shall go to London and make,

somehow, enough for my own. Only do not send me away in

anger.'

If he had left her that night, she would certainly have sent

him away in anger and bitterness. What was literature in her

eyes ? What was anything compared to the City 1 And her boy

had the fairest prospects, and he was going to throw all away—

•

the dream of twenty years, that he would ' retrieve ' his father's

name, and be respected in the City, was suddenly shattered.

In the morning Allen again presented himself before the

partners. His resolution was unshaken. He declined the

China appointment and resigned his situation in the house.

'May we ask,' said the senior partner, 'if you will give us

any reason—what you intend to do 1
'

'I am going to follow literature,' he replied, with the

deepest blush possible.

The senior partner turned his back upon him, and said no

more. His time was too valuable to be wasted upon a fool—

a

mere fool. One of the juniors asked him if he knew—if he

had considered—the kind of life he was about to choose.

Allen said that he supposed it would be a life of poverty and,

perhaps, hardship. But there would be compensations.
' What compensations are there ? ' asked the partner, who

belonged to three good clubs, lived in the Cromwell Road, dined

every day like Dives, and saw a doctor twice a week, in order to

keep himself and his digestion in good order. ' What possible

compensations are there for poverty and hardship 1

'

' Art,' said Allen proudly, ' compensates for everything.'
' Good morning, young man,' said the partner.
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In this way did Allen leave Brimage and Waring's, and

turned his back upon the City.

Then they sent for Will, and made him the same offer.

He accepted with an eagerness which contrasted favourably

with Allen's hesitation.
' You are not afraid to go ?

' asked the senior. ' There are

always dangers in foreign countries.'

'To get promotion, sir,' said Will, 'I would cheerfully go

to the Gold Coast.'
' Good. You shall have promotion. If you do well you

shall have more promotion. But remember Biver ; we must
have no more drunkards.'

' I shall not drink, sir.'

' That is also good. I am informed that there is a good deal

of loo and baccarat and other games of chance going on out

there. We must have no gamblers.'
' I shall not gamble, sir.'

Then they went on to give him instructions. He was t&

start at once—that very week, if possible ; he was to follow

certain lines laid down for his guidance : on occasion he was to

act for himself. This independent action would determine his

future.

'We can trust you, I think,' said the senior partner, watch-
ing the young man's resolute look and quick intelligence. ' Go
now. Your outfit will be given you and your passage, of

course. Go and begin your preparations.'

' So, young man,' said Sir Charles, 'you are going to China,
I hear. Money has been made in China before now, and lost.

There have been several most interesting failures connected
with the China trade.'

' You are wrong, Massey,' said Mr. Colliber solemnly.
' You are wrong

;
you should stay where the money is. Never

go away from the money.'
' And young Engledew, his mother tells me,' continued Sir

Charles, ' has positively given up his place at Brimage and
Waring's, and means to become a common writing person—

a

writing person ; sad ! sad !

'

' Deplorable,' murmured Mr. Skantlebury.
' He will not listen to reason. His mother, who has been

to me about it, is brokeivhearted. Pitiable, indeed,' said Sir
Charles. ' A common writing person ! After enjoying our
society and actually possessing the privilege of knowing a man
of your colossal failure, Colliber. Wonderful!'

' The boy is a fool,' said Colliber ;
' let him go.'

'We shall lose all our young men at once,' said Sir Charles.
' That will be a blow. Young G aliaway finds that he must live

nearer his office, in order to push the business. There is a lad
for you—a freeman of the city, member of a Livery, and an
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ambitious heart! Massey, hold Olinthus Gallaway up as a
bright example and pattern. He will be Lord Mayor yet—he
will—ha ! ha ! ha ! A noble young man, indeed ! But, my
friends, I fear we shall not ourselves live to see his bankruptcy.'

Yes, the evening of the banquet was almost the last that
they were to spend together at the Cottage. The last was the
night before Will went away. Allen was to go too, and they
were all three sad and silent.

' Let us go,' Will said, ' into the Forest.'
' They walked, the three—Claire between the two young

men—along the well-known broad way of grass, between the

trees ; they passed the amphitheatre where they had played so

many games together and held so many talks ; their silent foot-

steps led them into the leafy lanes where the evening sunlight

coloured the green branches above them and the grey trunks

and the underwood, and made them all glorious ; they came to

the place where the old fallen tree lay on the ground. And
there Claire sat down and fell a-weeping because both her

friends were going to leave her.

'Allen,' said Will, 'you are going away too. Say some-

thing to Claire.'

'No, Will,' Allen replied, 'what I have to say is to you.

But I want Claire to hear it.' He hesitated for a moment, and

then went on with a firm voice. ' I have this to say, Will

:

You are going away for a long while, it may be more than three

years ; it may be four or five before you come back. Claire

knows that we both love her ; and that we shall always love

her—all our lives. But I shall never ask her to choose between

us, till the day when we can stand together before her as we do

now, and say again what we have already said.'

' Thanks, Allen.' Will held out his hand, but he said no more.
' You are too good to me,' said Claire ;

' you think too

much of me. I am only a girl
'

' Only a girl ! ' Allen repeated.
' And you are men—strong men. How could I ever choose

between you % You have always been in my heart—both of

you—from the beginning. You are always in my thoughts

—

together. And this is our last evening. Will—dear Will.

' She laid her hand in his. He stooped and kissed

it, and turned away his head. ' How can we live without you /

Write to my father—and to me—and tell us all that you do.

Allen will sometimes come to see me. You will rejoice when
he succeeds, will you not, Will % And oh ! you must not let any

thought of me bring a shadow between you. Promise me that.'

They took hands, but neither spoke.
' Now I can do nothing,' she said, ' nothing at all but wait

and hope and pray. Come, now, and comfort my father, who
will have nobody to talk to except myself. I think we shall

talk about nothing at all, every evening, except you two.'



Part II.—THE WORK OF THE MAN.

CHAPTER I.

THE EMANCIPATION OF HECTOR.

Theee years is a pretty fair slice, a large helping, out of the

short span of earthly life. Why, it covers the whole of an

undergraduate's career ; it converts the newly-entered maiden
of Newnham, the fresh-girl, into a high wrangler, at mention of

whose name the Senior Moderator raises his cap, and the under-
graduates in the gallery shout. In three years Jack may become
famous, and Jill may go through all the soft emotions which
belong to love and courtship and a trousseau and a wedding-ring,

and from a girl become a matron and a mother. There is not
the quietest village in the most secluded part of England which
does not see changes in three years. Even the last century,

which seems to us so steadfast and so unchanging, had its freaks

and its frolics, and could not be trusted for three years together.

As for the village, things were at first dreadful for flatness.

All the lads gone away—Will to Shanghai, Allen to London,
Olinthus to the glory of Chambers. The weariness which fell

upon Claire could be felt ; it was like Egyptian darkness or a

London fog, a weariness which could not be shaken off. In the
morning the girl looked at her father with eyes which confessed

the tedium of the day ; in the evening they looked at each
other with a kind of wonder that it had been got through.

' Is it possible,' asked Claire, ' that Will should have gone to

China and Allen to London 1
'

' All the young men of this country go to China or to

London,' said Hector, with the air of one who has made a new
epigram, and thinks it ought to be remembered.

' And the girls all wait at home, I suppose 1 ' said Claire with
a sigh.

'The statue of Patience, my daughter,' replied her father,
' has her lips closed, her eyes fixed, her head a little on one side,

and one forefinger raised. She does not talk, she does not
grumble ; she waits.'

' And we, too, wait, do we not 1
' said Claire. ' We wait for

the boys to succeed.'



no ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

'We wait for more,' replied the man of Revolutions, 'than
the success of a boy ; we wait, my child, for the Leader of the
People.'

Nothing could persuade Claire that Allen was ever going to
be a Leader of the People, but yet she waited for great things.

Allen was to become a great poet ; Will, whatever he could in

the way of greatness. Somehow, the two boys, she was perfectly

certain, would achieve distinction.

If you come to consider, it is really a very bold thing to pat
a boy on the back and bid him to go out into the world and
achieve greatness ; it is so bold as to seem in the eyes of a native

village presumptuous. Shall little Billy become Billy the Great?
Ridiculous ! Why, what is his father 1 Who was his mother 1

Did not his grandfather keep a draper's shop ? Billy presume
to entertain ambition ? As for the lad, aspiring Billy, whether

he succeed or whether he fail, it is a magnificent thing to have

even attempted, and nothing better could have happened for

the boy. And as for the nation, everybody must admit that it

is a highly important thing for the nation to get great men,

wherever they come from. At the present juncture, for instance,

when most greatnesses seem courtesy titles, or Brummagem
assumptions, we really do want two or three more great men
badly.

Could we not have a School for Great Men, just as they used

to have a School of Prophets 1 They would teach on a large

scale exactly what Hector taught the two boys on a small, but

with the addition of eloquence. They would be taught to speak ;

they would be taught to study mankind at first hand and not

by reports and journals ; they would be taught to write, to

reason, to investigate ; above all, they would be taught that

remarkable history, the history of Progress ; and in this way

they would learn what mankind have already got and what they

stili want. Think of the interest with which we should regard

the appearance of each newly-finished pupil ! With what

expectations should we gaze upon him as he stepped majestically

from the portals of the College, turned out complete, fully

equipped, great enough for anything ! Of course he would

begin by being presented at Court, and wherever he appeared

the people would crowd to look upon him and to hooray. In

fact, he would occupy exactly the place of a young king, but

with more power than ever young king possessed. Of course,

too, he would begin by being created Duke : that is the least

you can do for a great man ; but if he should happen not to

fulfil his promise, he would be gradually lowered in rank until

he reached plain Mister, after which he would be invited to take

his seat on the back benches and be quiet for the future.

Let us found such a School.

They waited, this pair, for events which certainly could not

occur for some time : yet greatness may be foreshadowed.
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' Allen may not,' said Claire, ' step into the first rank all at

once.'

'Before the baton,' said her father, ' comes the tambour.'
4 And Will %

' Claire asked. ' What is Will to do ?

'

' He will become rich/ said her father. ' He will become,

like so many of his unfortunate countrymen, enormously rich.'

Daily work, especially school work, keeps the thoughts from

dwelling too much on hopes and aspirations. They are not wise

because they lead one to expect too much, and to cause dis-

appointment where one ought to rejoice. For instance, it is not

every one who can be a Fielding, but it is possible for many to

rival lesser artists in the same walk. And then—in nine months
after the boys went away—an event happened—a stupendous

event. Not the kind of event which they were looking for or

hoping. It was not connected with the boys. It was so great

an event that it transformed Hector in the eyes of the residents

from a little French schoolmaster of no account whatever into a

person whose opinions were extremely valuable. More than
that, Claire herself, hitherto of no more account than her father,

and less in the eyes of some, although she was pretty, and there-

fore dangerous, became a young lady of great importance. Those
who before this event downcried her beauty and whispered
spiteful things, especially Olinthus's sisters, now became her

most enthusiastic admirers. You think, perhaps, that Hector
Philipon re-wrote and published his long-lost poems. No, my
friend. First of all those poems were hopelessly lost— even the

poet had forgotten them. Secondly, in a suburban village,

whose residents are composed entirely of City people, a reputa-

tion for wisdom is not to be established by a volume of poems :

nay, not by a waggon-load of original literature. Think you
that the good people of Edmonton ever troubled their heads
about the opinions and habits of Charles Lamb ? Shakespeare
would doubtless have been esteemed on account of his great

practical knowledge. Besides, he made money. There is only
one way by which among these people a man arrives at greatness

—he must have made money, or he must have lost money. We
have heard that Hector had an elder brother interested in beds.

This brother accumulated, in the thrifty French fashion, a
pretty considerable fortune. He was a widower, and childless

;

and one day, greatly to his own surprise, for he was as yet on the
sunny side of sixty, he had to stay in his own bed, and presently
found himself compelled to retire from business, and change his

residence for Pere La Chaise. Hector knew nothing of this

event until he one morning received a great letter, on blue
paper, which had been blotted after the manner of the ancients,

viz. by the use of powder. It was from a notary. It informed
bim of this lamentable event, and requested him to repair to

Paris as soon as might be convenient, with a view to taking over
the inheritance.
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' He is dead i ' Hector wiped the tributary tear. ' CLv.ro,
the good brother is dead. You have lost your uncle, whom you
have never seen. He would have loved you, my child. The
good brother ! But for him my poems would never have seen
the light. And he is dead ! In France we have but one brother.
In this country most men have many. Where there are but
two, they love each other. He printed my poems for me.
When I fled the country he sent me money. Long ago he
would have me return ; but I was married. I washer e de famille

:

besides, what could I do in France ? I was too old for the law.
I remained. It is ten years since he wrote to me that he wished
to embrace me, and that whenever the vast interests of his
magasin allowed, he would brave the perils of the voyage and
come to see me. I expected him from year to year. He did
not come. But the intention, my daughter, remains. Ce pauvre
AchUle. He had not ideas ; he was not a Republican ; he loved
not the people ! Even he was bourgeois—Monsieur Prud'homme
—but of a good heart. Ah ! yes, of a good heart. And he is

dead.'

He remembered that he was invited to go to Paris without
delay. The prospect of seeing Paris once more greatly excited

him. Should he go in disguise 1 No : thirty years had disguised

him sufficiently. Besides, the Empire was succeeded by a
Republic. Should he take a false name ? No : the mouchards
are dispersed, and Cayenne receives no longer the deportes. He
would go boldly under his own name. Once more he would
stand in the streets of Paris—Philipon of the Barricades.

He started the same evening. No official notice, no recog-

nition at all, was taken of his return ; in fact, he felt hurt at the

neglect. After so many years of exile, voluntary or compulsory,

one might have expected something

.

He was detained in Paris three weeks. When he returned

he informed his daughter, without exultation, and even with

sadness, that he had become the master of what he called a

colossal fortune.

In fact, the sale of the magasin de literie and the inheritance

of a great many thousand francs made the French master what
is called by our neighbours a millionaire ; he had, that is, about

a million of francs. It looks a good big sum, b'lt is not so big

when you translate it into pounds sterling, when from a million

it becomes forty thousand, and at three per cent, represents

twelve hundred pounds a year. This is not a colossal income in

some men's eyes. Enough to provide a young man of the

present generation for a few years with champagne for luncheor,
dinner, and supper, stalls at the theatre, trifling presents for

young ladies on the stage, and light literature. But for this

modest household the wealth was indeed colossal. Claire's

brain reeled. It seemed as if the possession of an income so

immense would be an intolerable burden. One requires educa-
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tion for a big fortune. Sit down, brother of mine, whose income
tax remains small, whatever rate Mr. Gladstone may impose,

and consider what you would do if you were to become the
possessor, say, of twenty thousand pounds a year. You cannot
eat more than you do now

;
you might drink more, but it would

not be good for you
;
you do not want to dress yourself any

finer
;
you do not wish to dazzle your friends with the splendoui

of your wife's dresses
;
you would not desire to give entertain-

ments
;
you do not want to keep a troop of hulking servants.

What would you do, in short, with so great an income 1 Some-
thing of this difficulty presented itself to Hector Philipon. He
had been living for many years on an income so small as to be
hardly worth naming. His poverty, had it not been for his

extremely simple and careful habits and his taste for gardening,
would have been intolerable. Now, he was going to possess an
income of no less than twelve hundred pounds a year.

'Twelve hundred pounds a .year ! ' Claire cried, with a feeling

of bewilderment at the impossibility, the sheer impossibility, of

having so much money to spend.
' Trente mille francs !

' said her father. ' Mon Dieu ! One
reads in Balzac of such a fortune. Monte Christo, even, I
believe, had more.'

' What shall we do with it? ' asked Claire. ' Y\
T
hat can we

do with such a sum ?

'

' It is the question which I have put to myself continually,
since I comprehended the situation. Let us sit down, my
daughter, and consider.'

They both sat down with faces full of anxiety.
' You were not brought up, my child, to feel the want of

wealth. We were poor ; we should continue poor. Sometimes
I felt that when I should die there would be the sorrow that you
would be left alone—and poor. But there are the boys ; one of
them, I thought '

' Oh, father !

'

' They love you, Claire. Now all is changed. There is no
longer anxiety. We are rich. We ought to be happy, but I
feel sad.'

' If it had been only two hundred a year now.'
'Ah! with two hundred pounds—five thousand francs—

a

year, one can do so much. One is rich already. But with '

Here he sighed heavily, and stopped short. He did not like to
contemplate the income in its hideous vastness.

' What shall we do with it I ' repeated Claire. ' Can we give
some of it to Allen ?

'

' To Allen ! Would you, child, destroy a young man's
career at the outset by giving him the means of support 1 Never.
Never.'

Then he looked round him and said softly, ' Let us gradually
accustom ourselves to the possession of wealth. Let us think,
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Claire, how rich people live. In the first place, they do not
live in a cottage. Do you find this cottage grown suddenly
small ?

'

Odd, Claire had never felt it before, but the cottage wot
small.

' I suppose it is small,' she said, with hesitation.

'You perceive it for the first time,' her father replied,

gloomily. ' This is the corruption of simplicity which comes
with gold. We are dissatisfied with our house. And the
furniture, my daughter, does it not appear to you that it is old

and worn 1
'

It was. Claire had never remarked the fact before ; but she

now perceived clearly that there was no longer any possibility

of tracing the pattern of the carpet, that the curtains were
dingy, the coverings of the chairs faded, the table rickety.

' The poor old furniture !
' said Claire, ' must that go 1 Yet

it is frightfully shabby.'
' The poison is eating into our souls,' her father went on with

deeper gloom. ' For twenty years and more I have thought this

little salon a model of good taste. Claire, when we go into a

large house, we will keep the old furniture all in a room by

itself, whither we can go and remind ourselves of the past. If

we are to be rich, we must never forget that we were once poor

and happy.' He uttered this absurd sentiment with great sad-

ness, and, indeed, his thoughts were gone back to the days

when he was poor and yet really happy, with a wife and a little

girl. The furniture was fuller of associations to him than it was

even to Claire.
' It is where the boys have always sat,' he went on. ' Claire,

will they know us again if we have a new carpet ? Bah ! we are

rich.' He meant that it was now necessary to crush sentiment.
' Do rich young ladies,' he asked, ' have such a piano as that 1

'

Claire could have wept. All the illusions of her youth were

slipping from her. No : the piano was a very, very old one ;
it

had been her mother's ; it required now the most delicate

figering to keep down the stridency of age.
' My poor piano ! I learned to play upon it. But I should

like a new one.'
' And your dress, my child. Your dress ! Ah ! There I am

consoled. I would dress thee in silk, in violet, with lace, with

jewels,—can there be, anywhere, stuff too beautiful for my
beautiful daughter 1 ' He kissed her fingers. ' You shall be

Parisienne in dress, as you are Anglaise in goodness.'
' And for yourself, mon pere 1 Your own dress. I am sure

that coat is threadbare.'
' It is ; like all the friends of poverty, I will discard it. Yet

I have loved this coat for many years. I know, Claire,' ho

answered her eyes, 'I perceive, for the first time, that it is

threadbare and the cuffs are shiny. Had we continued poor, T
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eIiouM not have perceived this for some years to come. Be
assured, I will discard the old friend, the old coat.'

' And those two bookshelves—' Claire went on
They contained the library of the cottage. Two shelves only.

A small collection for a philosopher.
' Yes, Claire,' her father said with a sigh. ' There was a

time when I dreamed of having a library. If I had remained in

Paris as an avocat, I should have become a bibliophile. Now I
have two rows of books, and I am accustomed to have no more,
It is a scanty library

—

Enfin I ' He shrugged his shoulders.
' Enfin,' repeated Claire, ' you can buy a library.'

'Marvellous!' He had not yet comprehended half tha

power of wealth. ' So I can. Not all at once. I will have
catalogues sent to me ; the booksellers shall send me catalogues,

notices of sale, and offers. I will select. I will collect.'

It will be seen that here was already opened a door for the
spending of the whole income on one object.

' Then,' said Claire, descending to practical details, ' we shall

Want a new set of garden tools.'

' And you will want three servants at least,' said her father.
' It will be one of the anxieties of wealth to maintain a cook, a
bonne, and afemme de ciiambre.''

' And a boy to help you in the garden.'
' You will want a conservator, ' said Hector.
' And you will want a new dressing-gown. And, oh ! do

you think that rich people wear a blouse when they work in the
garden %

'

' The question of the blouse shall be reserved,' said Hector.
' I suppose,' said Claire, ' that we shall not be expected to

eat or drink any more than before 1
'

' Rich men drink sherry, Chambertin, and champagne, but
we will dissemble, Claire ; we will pretend not to know this.'

' Ah ! yes,' she cried. ' Let us pretend, mon pere. With
pretence we can manage to find very few changes necessary.
We will go into a larger house ; we will have new furniture ; and
I will have fine things, and you shall have books. But we will

not give up our simple life.'

' We will not,' said her father. ' You comfort me, my dear ;

I beared we should have to imitate the manners of the English
rich, and have great dinners every day. But we will feast at
times. Remember the great feast we had before the boys left

us. Perhaps on another occasion '

' And you will take me to London, sometimes, will you not 1

'

' You shall go often to London,' said Hector ;
' we will take

a hotel garni ; we will see all the new pieces ; you shall go to
the Italian opera ; there are concerts every day ; and the mass
—I mean the service—at the cathedral on Sunday. And in the
Bummer we will go to France.'

' Ah ! yes—to France.'
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_ ' Not to Paris. My old Paris is gone,' he said sadly. ' It is

quite gone ; the old streets are cleared away ; there are broad,
straight boulevards. I love it no more. And the language is

changed. I speak their speech no longer. Quoi done ? Is it

that the French of Voltaire is to be clipped of its syllables, and
to be spoken with half-closed lips 1 And the ouvriers use a new
argot, and they get drunk a VAnglaise. No : we will go to the
Loire ; we will visit the country of Rabelais and of Balzac ; we
will see Azay-le-Bideau, and Chinon, and Blois, and Tours, and
Saumur and Amboise. I saw them once, years ago. We will

go there together, Claire.'
4 Yes, rnon pere. And—and—and Miss Billingsworth ?

'

Hector sprang to his feet.
4 The respectable, the honourable Miss Billingsworth ? I

had quite forgotten her. Since the day of my brother's death
I had altogether forgotten her. But I can go to her. I will go
at once." I will tell her I leave her. Ah ! I leave her. At
last. Claire, it is good to be rich, because we need no more of

Miss Billingsworth. We can mock at Miss Billingsworth.'
4 She was angry,' said Claire, ' because you went away

without asking leave. I have had to do your work as well as

my own.'
4 She is a slave-driver,' said Hector.
' Yesterday she sent for me and said that she was considering

the propriety of dispensing with your services altogether, as I

was now grown up and could take the elder classes.'
4 She would dispense with my services !

' He stamped and
jumped about. 4 This is the reward of twenty years' work and
more. Ingrate ! Perfidious Miss Billingsworth ! Aha ! No.

She would dispense. Grr—r— Trcs Men—tres Men—she can

dispense. Claire, she shall dispense with both of us—both of

us—and without delay. Not a day, not an hour will I con-

secrate again to Miss Billingsworth and her pupils. Monster of

ingratude !

'

His first proposal was to go at once—it was then evening

—

and demand an interview with the Lady Principal, in which

there should be enacted a little dramatic sketch or dialogue,

with a declamation against perfidy and ingratitude from one

actor and the shrinking of guilt from the other. If one or

more of the assistants were also present as supers or chorus, the

scene would be the more effective.

Claire dissuaded him from this course, but ho yielded only

on the condition that he was allowed to go to the school the

very next morning and politely tender the resignation of both.

Miss Billingsworth, a lady of great dignity and weight—she

must have weighed at least twice as much as M. Philipon

—

expected, when she gave audience to her Professor of French,

to receive a humble apology and explanation with a prayer for

forgiveness—absence from duty being a sin of the heaviest in
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schools. She hardened herself in reply to pronounce sentence

of dismissal. In fact, Claire was so good a teacher that she

could really do quite as well as her father, and would, Miss

Billingsworth thought, come a good deal cheaper. To her

astonishment, however, her Professor tendered no apology,

offered no explanation, expressed no regret for having deserted

his duties for the space of three weeks, and merely announced,

in grave and polite manner, that he was anxious to tender his

resignation.

Miss Billingsworth replied that probably he had his reasons,

and that she had already made up her mind that a three

months' notice

—

' No,' interrupted M. Philipon, ' not a three months'

notice. It is to-day—now—on the spot—that I resign. Accom-
plished and respectable mademoiselle,' he added, 'it is with

feelings of profound sorrow that I lay at your feet so abruptly

my resignation. Believe me, nothing but force, majeure, the

necessity of affairs, would allow me to leave you without finding

a more worthy Professor to take my place.'

' What affairs, M. Philipon 1

'

' My own affairs. The events of the last few days have

rendered it impossible for me or for my daughter to teach

French any longer. I confess that I always abhorred the

work '

' Monsieur Philipon ! You—abhorred—the work ?

'

'As much, mademoiselle, as I esteemed and respected the
fair institutrices among whom I worked. I need not assure

you, a lady of your penetration, that I shall always look back
to my friendship with those ladies as a matter of the greatest

pride and honour ; that, personally, nothing can exceed my
respect for yourself, whether in your dignified position as

administrator of so vast an establishment, or as the possessor of

so many private virtues and graces. I hope, indeed,' he went
on, ' in the future to continue this friendship and to retain the
respect of all. We propose, mademoiselle, to reside in the
village, principally in order to remain near this honoured
Asylum of Learning, and to benefit by the example of yourself
and your associates.'

What could the man mean ? He was going away ; he was
going to resign immediately. That would be very inconvenient.
He abhorred the work

;
yet he said these most beautiful things

in so charming a manner. Why was he going 1 she asked him
again.

'I repeat, mademoiselle, my affairs.'

'It will be most inconvenient, M. Philipon. Indeed, I
cannot allow it. Your salary '

' Mademoiselle, I hasten to lay it at your feet, with the
salary of my daughter, from the last quarter. Since we go, we
lose the salary.'
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While she was mentally calculating the saving effected by
this sacrifice, Hector resumed his protestations of regret and
esteem, -which she heard in a kind of dream. What did it

mean?
He was so polite ; he flattered with a skill so surprising ; he

was so fluent, so completely took away her breath, that when
he finally begged permission to deliver a Valedictory Oration

to all the young ladies, Miss Billingsworth, without thinking

what she was doing, granted that permission.

When he was gone she began to have misgivings. What
would he say ? He had always behaved with exemplary patience,

mildness, and meekness, as becomes a French master. Surely

he, if any one, might be trusted
;
yet he confessed that ha

abhorred the work, and he had just shown an independence

beneath his flatteries which was disquieting. On the other

hand, a Valedictory Oration ! what could sound better ? Many
Professors, in her long experience, had come and gone, some of

them dismissed for kissing the governesses, and even the maids
;

others for making eyes at the pretty girls ; some for incom-

petence, some because they wanted more money ; some because

they lost their tempers, their patience, their heads, or their

hearts ; others because they fooled away the time and taught

nothing ; others, again, because they taught more than they

were expected or asked to teach.- She had had great trouble

with her foreign Professors, but none of them, on leaving her,

had ever asked permission to give a Valedictory Oration, or left

her establishment otherwise than with insolent or insulting

language, and with the most lively appearance and outward

signs of joy. A Valedictory Oration ! It would be a feature

in the history of the half-year which could not fail to produce

an admirable impression on the parents when they came to hear

of it. Once, the curate had given the girls a lecture ; but a

Valedictory Oration—never before had that been known.
Hector delivered that Oration in the afternoon. Claire

came with him to say good-bye to the girls. The scene, and

the occasion, and the appearance of their Professor were effective

and imposing. He stood at the desk in the largest school-room,

his arms folded, his head thrown back, his eyes gazing stead-

fastly before him, but above the heads of the girls, waiting for

the signal to commence. Beside him on the right were the

Lady Principal, with the assistant. On the left was Claire, her

emancipation made evident by her wearing walking dress and
bonnet, while of course the other teachers were in house dress.

To her there was a certain humiliation in the scene : she would
have preferred a few minutes' friendly farewell with Miss
Billingsworth, and then to have kissed a few of the girls.

Before the desk were ranged the girls, forty in number. Did
you ever consider a bevy of English school-girls out for a walk,

or in church, or at a concert, in school gathering, or anywhere ?
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There are tall and small, pretty and plain, blue-eyed, black-

eyed, brown-eyed, hazel-eyed, fat and lean, clever and stupid,

clumsy and graceful; all English girls are rosy-cheeked and

blooming—that is, nearly all ; their eyes are all bright with

health—that is, nearly all ; they are all well, strong, and full

of life—that is, nearly all ; but the general effect you will

observe to be extremely disappointing ; it is an effect of plainness

rather than one of beauty, which one would naturally look for.

The reason is that beauty is so much a thing of cultivation : it

is the product of Art, which a girl has little or no chance of

practising until she leaves school. While in statu piqrillari,

her Good Looks are so much raw or rough material—out of

Good Looks Art produces Beauty.

There was a pause of a minute or two, while the girls

arranged themselves before the desk. Then the orator turned

to the Lady Principal.

'If you please, Monsieur Philipon,' said Miss Billingsworth.

Hector changed his attitude. He bent his head, and re-

garded the faces before him with a tender interest which the

girls had never before witnessed in their Professor. In fact,

since he had made up his mind to resign he had discovered that

Girl was, after all, Woman, only young, and therefore lacking

some of the divine graces which accompany Womanhood,
especially at that age which Venus made up her mind should be
her permanent time of life. Those eyes of his, cold, hard, and
unrelenting in the pursuit of the past participle, now beamed
upon them kindly, sympathetic, and—admiring. Yes, as each
girl in turn met that look she grew at least an inch in self-

esteem, because she perceived that M. Philipon admired her.

You must not overdo this most effective method of commencing
an oration. I once knew a French preacher with a great re-

putation for eloquence, who always began in this way. After
gazing at his congregation in silence for a minute or so, he pro-

ceeded to shake his forefinger encouragingly (yet not without
conveying some sense of terror) towards three, at least, of the
four cardinal points, and then he said, ' Mes enfans.' The
effect produced could not be equalled by the finest, flow of

words.

The Professor changed his attitude a second time. He stood
erect ; he raised his head ; he thrust his left hand into his

waistcoat, and laid his right heavily upon a pile of French
grammars, dictionaries, and exercise books—the tools of his

craft. And then he began, his voice rolling about the room
like the soft low notes of an organ.

' Mesdemoiselles/ he said slowly, as if the mere utterance of
the word afforded him pleasure. 'Mesdemoiselles,' he repeated,
with agaze of catholic and universal affectionwhich sank deep into

every heart, even the youngest. The moment has at length
arrived when I am permitted to resign the principal duties with
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•which you have hitherto associated my name. I do not disguisa

the fact that I regard this moment as one of supreme happiness.
Is it that I desire to cease from beholding you 1 Never. It is

that I lay down for ever the harsh role of the Professor. Mon
JJieu I I have played it too long. You now behold in me, for

the first time, a son of that glorious nation which regards

gallantry and worship of the fair sex as the chief duty as well

as the chief solace of human life. Once more I look upon
every woman as a goddess.' Here the Lady Principal coughed
uncomfortably, the younger teachers blushed, the elder girls

looked with questioning surprise one upon the other. So the

ox-eyed Here might have looked at the divine Aphrodite and
wondered what men could find to admire in her ; but the

younger girls gazed at their French master with eyes like

saucers for lack of comprehension.
' It has been,' Hector resumed, ' a cruel thing to be your

critic when I would rather have been your admirer.' Miss

Billingsworth began to wish he would stop ; but still, the "Vale-

dictory Oration, it would be a really magnificent thing to speak

of. ' But I am your critic no longer. Behold ! I tear off the

robe magistrale.' He made as if he was pulling off his coat

violently. ' I hasten, I fly, I gallop, to assure you that while

my devotion remains, my censorship has ceased. Continue,

dear and gracious ladies, without fear of me, to write French

according to your own pleasure. What you please must be

right. Mingle your genders, exchange your accents, confuse

your participles. As Frenchman, as a student of a noble

tongue, one may grieve ; as a man, I accept your syntax with-

out reserve, or, as I accept your smiles, with the gratitude due

to beauty and to youth. Charming angels, whose happy lot it

is to emerge from these walls—they have all the seclusion with

none of the rigours '—here he bowed to the right
—

' of a con-

vent—angels entrusted with the task of tearing the masculine

heart from the pursuit of wealth, let me in your presence take

these engines of discord'—he seized a French grammar— 'and

destroy them.' Here he tore it down the back and hurled the

fragments on the floor, so that the astonished girls jumped
every one right out of her shoes, and turned first pale and then

red, and first shuddered and then smiled, and first looked at

the Lady Principal and then at each other, and first their heads

sunk with terror, after the manner of girls at witnessing a deed

of violence, and then their hearts leaped up with admiration, as

is also their manner in presence of a hero. He had torn up a

French grammar before the very eyes of the Lady Principal !

Could this be, in very truth, their meek, their gentle, their

much-enduring French Professor—this Hector, whose name
seemed so much at variance with his nature 1 ' I throw it at

your feet,' he said. 'And this'—he seized a dictionary and
treated it in the same manner—' and this '—a book of exercises
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followed. 'And now once more I am a man.' He folded his

arms and looked around him with the air of Olympian Zeus,

or Louis Quatorze himself. Miss Billingsworth was now hor-

ribly frightened, but did not dare to interfere. The teachers,

observing her terror, endeavoured to assume a smile of pity or

contempt. But the elder girls saw through the thin disguise,

and they enjoyed the thing.
' Henceforth,' said Hector, ' I can abandon the wretched

pretence with which I sought to console myself. I said—I ask

your pardon—Girl is not Woman. I said that, in correcting

the faults of Girl, I am still free to worship Woman.' Here
Miss Billingsworth stepped forward, but he waved her back

imperiously, and the elder girls burst into a peal of laughter,

and the teachers would have laughed, but dared not. 'That

was my subterfuge. I renounce it. I cast it from me. Hence-
forth I declare, and will maintain en preux chevalier, that at

every age in life, even in the Pension, woman is without fault.'

At this daring statement Miss Billingsworth sat down, and for

the first time in the memory of the oldest pupil burst into a

loud, spontaneous, and contagious fit of laughing. She laughed

as merrily as any of the girls who laughed in chorus ; she

laughed as long as the youngest teacher, who took the lowest

classes ; they all laughed together, young and old, one with

another. Because, if you think of it, the chief work that goes

on in every school, and especially in a girls' boarding-school, is

perpetual admonition, with correction, punishment, censure,

reprimand, nagging, and fault-finding. Wherefore they laughed
long and loud. But the Valedictory Orator did not laugh. He
folded his arms and looked benignant. When the laughing had
subsided a little, Hector went on, unfolding and spreading his

arms as if he was ready to embrace the whole school. ' Enfin.
Behold in me no longer your Professor, but your lover.' ' Oh !

good gracious !' cried the Lady Principal. 'The lover of the
sex adorable.' He folded his arms again and bowed his head
reverently, as if every girl before him was a queen. And he
looked so comely with this newly assumed gallantry, his bright

eyes and neat figure, that, in spite of his white hair, not one
among them all, from the smallest smudger of copy-books to

the Lady Principal herself, but would willingly have kissed him
there and then.

'There remains,' he said, 'one thing more. Let me ask,

Mademoiselle, one last favour. It is a priceless favour. Nothing
less than, in leaving you for ever, to kiss your hands !

'

' Oh ! good gracious !
' cried the Lady Principal a second

time. But no one could refuse so simple a favour. She was,
in fact, the first to extend her hand, feeling that this was an
occasion for a display of Deportment which did not often occur.

Therefore, when Hector solemnly bent his head and raised

those virginal fingers to his lips, she slid hm>y with a majestic
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courtesy and bowed exactly like the Queen at a Reception, or
at least as much like the Queen as the short time allowed for
reflection would permit. The girls laughed no longer. They
were all going to have their hands kissed, and some of them
blushed, thinking of the ink upon their fingers. At such a
moment one would wish at least to have a spotless hand ; and
some of them who had read romances marvelled that Miss
Billingsworth, instead of graciously presenting her fingers, had
not flung the daring aspirant from her, saying, in the language
of the novels, ' Unhand me, sir !

'

Well, the whole forty, besides the teachers, had been kissed,

and their French master was gone, with Claire.

Then Miss Billingsworth, a little ashamed, retreated to her
own room ; and the girls, feeling sad, fell to confessing, each
to the other, how much they had always loved their French
Professor, how vastly superior he was to their other professors,

particularly Signor Altosoprano, their singing master, who
stamped his feet and tore his hair ; how they should always

mourn his loss ; by what slight but unmistakable signs he had
always manifested his preference for herself, the speaker ; what
he had said, how was his manner of saying it, and how they

felt when he said it. No more work was possible that day.

There was a holiday ; they had Sally Lunns and buttered toast

for tea, and most of the girls cried when they went to bed.

Next clay there was reaction. The teachers were irritable ;

all were ashamed of the hand-kissing ; cold water was poured

freely down everybody's back ; wet blankets were applied ; a

vast quantity of girls incurred punishment ; enthusiasm was

killed
;
generoiis sympathy was quenched : and in private with

her teachers Miss Billingsworth regretted that "she had allowed

the Valedictory Oration, and expressed a fear that some of the

sentiments were libertine in tone.

A few days later the new French master came. He was

young, but hard of manner and testy. He began badly, and
he kejDt it up as he began. So that the girls of that school con-

tinued to lament their Hector.

CHAPTER II.

WUAT MONEY CAN DO.

I do not suppose that any permanent harm was done to the

morals or to the happiness of the young ladies by the Valedic-

tory Oration and the hand-kissing. But next clay a dreadful

rumour was spread abroad in the village. The little French-
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man, it was said, whom all believed so innocent and harmless,

had been dismissed the school in disgrace. Some averred (on

the best authority) that he had gone there in the evening,

intoxicated with his own claret, and had insisted on kissing all

the girls, and all the teachers, and all the maids, in the actual

presence of Miss Billingsworth ; others declared that he had not
kissed all, but only the prettiest out of the older girls, with the

youngest teacher ; others, again, said that he had not committed
this awfulness openly, but in secret, or behind doors, curtains,

shutters, and in cupboards, but that the great zeal of an assistant

housemaid witnessed and reported his doings ; others, again,

declared that there was no kissing at all, but that he had ven-
tured to offer his hand to the Lady Principal, who indignantly
dismissed him on the spot ; then grew up, towards the after-

noon, a complete and fully grown romance, in which it was
explained that the offence was the kissing of one young lady
only, but that one a parlour boarder, and an heiress of surpass-
ing loveliness, whose father had made large sums in jute. The
mention of jute and of money fired the imagination of the
village, and in an hour or two a perfect little drama had grown
up, with action and dialogue complete : how the gardener
observed the crime, and went immediately to the operator in

jute—the young lady's father—and revealed it, for a large sum
of money ; how the indignant parent came to the school and
said, 'Miss Billingsworth, either the Frenchman leaves this

day, or your parlour boarder leaves. I give you this choice.'

This thing with variations was whispered from ear to ear, or
spoken aloud, or proclaimed from the house-top, until there
could be no doubt whatever upon the subject ; and Sir Charles
asked what was, after all, to be expected of a Frenchman.
Then the butcher, the baker, the milkman, and the village
draper, examined their books, to find out what, if anything,
was owing ; there was nothing. Then they laid their heads
together, and whispered their own version of the story, which
was not so involved, and did credit to their knowledge of human
nature. And all that day, which was the most horrible and
barefaced thing of all, M. Philipon might have been seen walk-
ing about with his daughter, lifting his hat to everybody,
smiling, and as cheerful, to outward appearance, as if lie was
not disgraced, ruined, and his character gone for ever.

' And what,' asked Olinthus's sisters, ' what will our brother
Eay now 1

'

' Your brother,' said Mrs. Gallaway, ' will no doubt have
the good sense to perceive that the shameful conduct of the
girl's father releases him from any promise or engagement
whatever. At least, I hope so, though there is no telling what
the infatuation of a young man may lead him to do.'

' But what will they do ? They must starve.'
' Unless,' said the British matron severely, ' the father goes
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back to his own country, and the girl goes out for a governess,
if any one will have her after what has happened.'

She had already begun to teach, but that was not exactly
the meaning of Mrs. Gallaway's kindly speech. There was, in

fact, among the young ladies resident in this village, a bogey
or spectre, ever visible, and threatening them—that they would
have to ' go out for a governess,' that is to say, to take a situa-

tion in some family and teach, the profession of teaching being
regarded as in many respects inferior to that of menial service.

' Let us, my dears,' she continued, ' be very careful to do
no more than to bow distantly to the young person if we meet
her.'

A week passed. 1,1. Philipon walked about, neat, smiling,

and cheerful, observing none of the glances that were cast upon
him by the elder ladies, the coldness of the gentlemen, and the

down-dropping of eyes by which the younger ladies spoke their

abhorrence of kissing in all its branches. Indeed, his head was
much too full of other things, and he did not even notice them.

And then happened a most remarkable thing. Nothing less, if

you please, than a complete reversal of the first story. They
said now, that there never had been any kissing at all ; that M.
Philipon was not dismissed, but had resigned ; that the reason

of his resignation was neither more nor less than the fact that

he had come into a fortune. How this second report originated,

with whom, from what information, I have not been able to

ascertain ; but it ran like wildfire from house to house, from

room to room, from cabin to kitchen, insomuch that there was

not a man, woman, or child in the place but was holding up

hands to admire, wonder, believe, disbelieve, and be as-

tonished.

'I don't believe a word of it,' said Mrs. Gallaway. 'But,

my dears, it may be true. If you meet the girl, you may smile.'

The rumour did not vanish like the first ; it was a persistent

rumour, it remained ; it became certain that there was an

accession of wealth. ' Doubtless,' said Sir Charles, 'some

pitiful thousand or two ; not a solid British fortune. Well, I

do not grudge it. He was always respectful, well-behaved, and

sober. He deserves it, Skantlebury.'
How much was it 1 Everybody had it on the best authority

that it was so much ; but nobody agreed ; it was, however,

allowed to bo something more than a pitiful thousand or two
;

and most people believed in the solidity of the sum. It was

now stated that the fortune was derived from the death of M.
Philipon's only brother, and that he was a great merchant,

somewhere in France. Great merchants do not always fail, out

of the City, and the report gained credence.

'If it is true,' said Mrs. Gallaway, 'it is wonderful. My
dears, if you meet the young lady be sure to stop and shako
hands with her.'
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It presently became certain tliat the report was true, because

workmen appeared in one of the best houses of the village,

and furniture began to come from London, and M. Philipon

with his daughter went to town every day, and it was learned

that they were going to the large house, which had a better

garden and better conservatories than any other house in the

village.
' It must be true,' said Mrs. Gallaway. ' My dears, this is

very good news for Olinthus. He will be much pleased. Write

and tell him. And if you should meet dear Claire, ask her to

come in and take a friendly cup of tea.'

Quite beautiful it is to mark the rise in esteem which follows

an improvement in income. The little Frenchman lived in a

cottage : no one cared about the little Frenchman, no one
called upon his daughter. M. Philipon was going to take a

large house, and was furnishing it and was buying books and all

sorts of things for it. He was rich. Thereupon there arose

quite a new and most generous appreciation of M. Philipon's

character, his wisdom, his benevolence, his virtue.

Again, it is most wonderful to observe how the rumour of

riches flies abroad, so that all over the country—yea, and in

distant isles—a rich man, or one thought to be rich, becomes
swiftly known. It was not long before all those, over the
length and breadth of England, who wanted support for societies,

hospitals, and committees, sent circulars ; men who supported
schools, aged widows, institutions, orphanages, free breakfasts,

runs into the country, dinners for the indigent, teas for the
intemperate, coffee for the convivial, savings-banks for the
thriftless, churches for those who stay outside, funds, subscrip-

tions, donations, needs, wants, requirements, necessities,

clamorous callings and Great Causes, began with unanimity and
universal consent to hurl tracts, send circulars, forward state-

ments, post letters, write appeals, dispatch invitations, persuade
with eloquence, terrify witli threats, exhort with exhortations,

and drive with warnings. He must send large help, his honour
was concerned, his justice was involved, his religion required
it, his benevolence would be satisfied with nothing short of sub-
stantial help, his sympathies commanded it, his patriotism,

principles, pride, and prudence, his personal character, grati-

tude for the past, duty to Ids children, and his hopes for the
next world—all loudly commanded, ordered, and insisted on
this help.

Next, every new company who issued a circular sent it to
Hector, so that he was invited to drop his money in steamship
companies, to throw it away in mines, to give it to the Ameri-
cans for bogus railway shares, to bestow it upon needy directors
in trams, flams, and shams of all kinds, to take shares in the
stock of companies formed to prevent a tradesman from becom-
ing bankrupt. Aa the circulars followed upon one another,
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Hector thought the times of the Mississippi shams were coma
again, and looked daily to hear of some great collapse.

After this the tradesman began to have his turn ; and then
came from all parts of London and the country, circulars and
advertisements of everything known and in use, or possible to
be devised by the wit of man, from a corkscrew to a torpedo.
And every man in England who was hard up or had a hard-up
friend, wrote to him for money in loan, with or without security.

They wrote from the sweet seclusion of innocent Arcadia, or
from that famous hostelry, the Pig and Whistle, of Drury
Lane ; they all told a most moving story ; they all showed a
dreadful monotony in the wording.

' Claire,' said Hector, ' one understands now why the poor
think better of mankind than the rich.'

And the village butcher was sympathetic, expecting that,

with larger wealth, there would be greater consumption of

mutton and beef, larger joints and primer cuts ; and the milk-

man spoke up boldly concerning cream ; and the baker thought
that more bread world be wanted ; and one and all began to

touch a respectful forehead with submissive forefinger when
M. Philipon passed their way.

Who would believe it 1 This extraordinary man made no
difference at all in his mode of living : he ate no more beef, he
continued to cultivate his lettuces, though in a larger garden,

he went on with his soup and his salad. There were differences,

though of those the butcher and the baker recked not. Kbt
only was there a better house, with new furniture, a new piano,

and new books, but there was also a gradual improvement in

the quality of the claret. And the ladies remarked that while

Claire dressed no better—because nobody could ever dress better

than Claire—she now wore dresses which cost money, and a

great deal of money. Who will not sympathise with the poor

girl ? Hitherto she had designed, cut out, and made with her

own fingers every dress she wore ; now, for the first time in her

life, she was able not only to design a dress for herself, but also

to have it made, and out of the most becoming things, without

regard to money. More than most girls, she loved beautiful

raiment ; more than most, she had all her life ardently desired

things which she saw adorning her richer sisters because she

thought how delightful it must be to wear them. She bought,

now, the softest and the most delightful stuffs ever manufac-
tured, and had them made up into dresses which fell in flowing

curves—dresses such as refuse to look well on any but a beauti-

ful girl—dresses which made her father's eyes soften with

parental pride and joy. What better way of spending her

money than to make hersel/ as beautiful as nature allowed I

Diverse are the functions of sweet maidenhood ; for there are

girls whose work is in the house—housewifely ; and these, in

all generations will become wives and mothers ; and there are
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others who love the work that lies outside the house, and these,

in the next generation, will become lawyers, doctors, and priest-

esses. Some are born to be nurses, some to be dressmakers,

some to be cooks ; but these are very few. Some are born to

run after the last new thing, to worship the latest apostle, and
to revere the last new gospel. But some, among whom was
Claire, are born to be beautiful, gracious, and sympathetic. In
the hands of such women, some men develop noble ambitions,
some show themselves at their best, and a few recover that

ancient virtue which used to be called goodness. Now to be
gracious and sympathetic, as well as beautiful, you must be
nicely dressed ; a dowdy cannot be gracious. What is the use
of sympathy when your frock doesn't fit 1 Of what worth is

beauty badly dressed ?

Another thing that Claire began to buy in great quantities
was music. Nobody has any idea how stinted poor girls too
often are in the matter of music. It is really almost as bad as
gloves. Now, at last, Claire could buy what she wanted, and
more than she wanted. She began at length to learn something
of the wealth of music. Hitherto she had only played, now she
began to study.

Again, she could sometimes leave the dull village and go to
London with her father. She-had not been to town since the
boys went away. There are always shows to see—you have no
idea what a quantity of shows there are to see in London every
day ; some of them interesting, some curious, some ingenious.
They went to a good many shows in the first days of their
accession to wealth. In the old days, when she went with the
boys, she used to sit in the pit ; now she went to the dress circle,
which made her enjoy the show very much more.

And then she had nothing in the world to do. I have re-
marked that although many young ladies moan and lament
because they have nothing to do in the world, and many will
work for themselves and manfully tug a volunteer oar, those
who have no choice but must needs work or starve presently
get an anxious look, a line across the forehead, a contraction
between the eyes, a setting of the lips, a cloud across the brow.
Sure and certain I am that whatever be the spread of woman's
education, one thing you will never teach her—to love the
earning of her own bread. I dare say men would rather not
work for wage, but they must ; and those who do not, take to
drinking and mischief.

No one, indeed, could possibly believe what a great big lump
of happiness was conferred upon Claire with this colossal fortune
of twelve hundred pounds a year.

Even the Philosopher, her father, confessed that, besides
the freedom from Girl, he found it delightful beyond expectation
to be able to buy whatever his modest habits and simple way of
hie desired,
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It remains to be told, if it is worth the telling, how tho
residents received M. Philipon into their own circle on the
Village Green, and how they related—all except Mr. Colliber,

who for reasons of his own was now seldom among them—the
story of their failures, and how they all met with the greatest

encouragement to go on ; and one at least among them, Mr.
Massey, senior, felt so much encouraged that he began to unfold
all his secret projects and certain methods for making a fortune

;

how he proved mathematically that each one was a fortune in

itself, and wanted only a preliminary advance by way of meeting
the expenses of the shove off; how the good Hector listened

with the greatest apparent interest, and even suggested branches
and developments, not originally perceived by the projector,

which would lead to wealth incalculable ; how Mr. Massey,

whose heart was young though his head was white, began ome
more to build castles in the air, to kick over the basket of eggs,

to spend in imagination the corn in the blade ; and how, finally,

when it came to the real point, this immense sympathy was
found to have no solid foundation, and not a penny of backing

up could Mr. Massey obtain for any one of his undertakings.

'No Frenchman, Sir Charles,' observed the Projector,
' deserves to be trusted with a fortune. His only mean idea

is how to keep it.'

'I cannot, Massey,' said Sir Charles, 'go so far as to say

that no Frenchman deserves a fortune. But doubtless there

are few who do, and our friend Philipon, though a most worthy

person and sagacious to a certain point, certainly lacks the spirit

of enterprise which has made us—what we are.'

CHAPTER III.

THE DAWN OP GREATNESS.

Olintiius Gallaway was destined to have Greatness thrust

upon him. The history of his rise and splendour will be here

related, partly because it belongs to the story, and partly for

the benefit of young City men who may be inclined to follow his

example if they can, and so arrive at riches as great as the City

heart can desire. In this respect the City is large-hearted.

After the departure of his rivals, Olinthus lingered for some
time in the village, thinking that perhaps he might, in their

absence, make running for himself. He had an extraordinary
belief in himself ;

he thought that the mere aspect and contem-
plation of him would subdue the feminine heart ; in a little while

a reconsideration of the judgment in the case would be held ;

this could not but be favourable to himself. As for the other

two. one was gone to China ; who ever comes back from China J



ALL LN A GARDEN FALR. 129

The other was a mere literary scrub. Both as good as clean

out of the way. Allen would perhaps turn up to borrow half-

crowns. How can a literary man make position or money %

Why, said the man of business, he has actually got to do his

own work with his own hands, just as if in the oil trade money
was made by rolling the casks ashore. ' What gives a man
position,' said Tommy, 'is to make other beggars do the work
and to pocket the dibs yourself.' The whole of political economy
lies in this maxim.

He made, however, little apparent progress in his suit. It

was discouraging when he called in the evening to be received

always by the young lady's papa, and it was unkind of Claire to

refuse to let him walk home with her after church.

He then realised the first part of his ambition : he took
chambers in town, and he joined a West-End club—proprietary

—quite a new club, and beautifully furnished : and in those
days he went home from Saturday to Monday, and called at

the Cottage on Sunday afternoon, in order to let Claire know
what a brilliant position he was acquiring.

' Our chairman,' he said, speaking of the club, ' is a lord.

I have several times seen him in the smoking-room. Last
Wednesday I handed him the evening paper. He thanked me.'

' That must have been gratifying to you,' said Claire.

'Very,' he replied. 'It makes a man feel that he really is

out of this beastly village and in Society. As for that, a Partner
in a really steady thing is sought after, mind you.'

'I can quite believe that,' said Claire.
' Yes : I am asked into tip-top circles in the best wholesale

line. As for the girls, Claire, they just throw themselves at a
man. I've taken private lessons in dancing. Not that I mean
anything serious, you know ; but it's pleasant, you know, and
the girls are pretty, you know, and that. As for me, all I look
forward to is to have my little fling, and then to give up the
gaieties of London and take a quiet villa and have a garden.'

That was his simple dream to begin with. We shall see how
it changed.

' And to think,' said the sisters of Olinthus one at a time,
and one after the other, ' to think that a City partner like
Olinthus should run mad after a half-French girl without a
penny. Why, he might have looked as high as he pleased after
awhile.'

' And a young man,' sighed his mother, ' endowed with every
grace ! Yes, my dears, it is a sad pity.'

' Only a governess,' they sighed responsive like a chorus.
'And to think that he, when he was told, actually and

impudently told, to wait three years, instead of flinging out
of the house, should meekly sit down and consent ! My dears,
I have not patience with men. He ought to have more dignity.'

He was so much in love that he had no dignity left at all,
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and began to get thin, and to show other signs of unrequited
affection ; and what would have happened to him I know not
but for a thing which happened which effectually turned his

thoughts away from love.

Mr. Colliber, honourable as so colossal a failure as his own
undoubtedly was, did not take comfort in his glory. He
lamented the old days. Had he been able to show his face

in the City he would have begun all over again the game which
he had played so well that he left no successor. Although he
was now out of it altogether, he followed the money market with
as much interest as when he seemed to control it. He was still

in imagination in the Inner Ring ; he could read the meaning
of rise and fall ; he could read between the lines of company
prospectuses, dividends, and statements made by the chairman

;

he saw the most magnificent chances offering themselves to one
with understanding, and they had to be let alone. He carried

these operations through in imagination ; he covered acres of

paper with calculations ; he estimated his fancied gain ; he

became once more a millionaire; and the only man in the

village with whom he cared to talk was Mr. Massey, the

dreamer of dreams and projector of schemes, whose brain was
busy though his hair was white. Mr. Colliber listened to his

ideas, and informed the ingenious projector how his scheme
might be worked into a company with money—for the promoters.

Presently Mr. Colliber formed a project for himself—quite

an innocent and kindly project. He cast his eyes upon Will

Massey, and he considered that boy with a view to possibilities.

He was a clever lad, quick to comprehend, with a good memory,
a good eye, and a tenacious purpose. He was also a bold lad,

and he was poor ; he was, further, ambitious, and he had an

excellent manner. Of such as Will Massey are great specu-

lators and successful financiers made. How if he were to

inoculate the lad with the true spirit, lead him on, train him,

and launch him upon the City to be a successor to himself 1

He nursed this thought in his brain for two or three years.

Just as he was about to open the subject, Will was ordered to

China, and so lost his chance of a short road to fortune.

After a time he began to consider Olinthus. Of course he

never thought of Allen at all. What have hawks and kites to

do with young men of books 1 Could he by temptation, golden

promises, and training, make of young Gallaway a speculator ?

He did not look clever, to be sure ; but he might be taught.

And then he ardently desired to possess money ; as he had
none he wished to appear as if he had ; he dressed carefully,

and had an eye to appearance and effect. Now appearance and
manners are nowhere so useful as in the City. Olinthus affected

the air of one who hath great possessions ; he spoke with
grandeur of their House, which Mr. Colliber knew to be a very
little House : his rings and chains were solid ; his clothes were
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•well cut ; his hat was glossy ; his linen soigne ; his boots and
gloves in good condition. Finally, he had an air of assurance

and self-confidence.
' He is a snob,' said Mr. Colliber, thoughtfully, ' but he

might pass for a clever snob. The other young fellow was a

gentleman and might have passed anywhere for an—an—ah !—
an honest man.' He was quite alone, so that he allowed the

admission. ' He would have persuaded people. This man will

not easily persuade anybody, but he may dazzle them. He will

not seem clever, but he may seem solid. After all, it is just as

useful to make people envious as to make them friends.'

He began to seek out opportunities for cultivating the young
man. This was not at first easy, because Olinthus was at a,

stage of development when he had no sympathy with the bank-
rupts of his native village. But Mr. Colliber persevered. He
engaged him in conversation about the oil business, and showed
that he, too, knew the secrets of that mystery. What trade

was there—what business, mystery, or craft of the whole City

that Mr. Colliber did not know completely? Then he made
Tommy—still artless, for all he was two-and-twenty, and
thought he was fifty in worldly wisdom—talk about his am-
bitions. And Mr. Colliber contrived to let him see how very
small and paltry these were. After these conversations, the
young man was astonished to think how much he had told about
himself, how small he felt, and how little he had got out of

Mr. Colliber. He lived, being a widower without children, in

one of the large houses of the place ; he invited no one into

his house ; he went to no other house ; he shut himself up
with his money-market articles, and worked at his imaginary
coups.

One evening he astonished Olinthus by inviting him to take
his cigar in his house. He led his guest into a dining-room,
plainly furnished with a table, a sideboard, a cellaret, five chairs,

and nothing else. No pictures, no books, no sofas, nothing
luxurious at all. Mr. Colliber had parted with all these when
he sold his furniture in Kensington Palace Gardens ; he never
wanted them, or cared about losing them ; the furniture of a
City office was all that he ever wished to possess. On the
mantel-shelf was a box of cigars.

' Take one, Gallaway,' said Mr. Colliber ;
' you will find

them better than your own. They ought to be. They cost

seven pounds a hundred, twelve years ago. I brought my
cigars away with me. Will you take a glass of wine 1 I saved
part of my cellar, too. The Gladstone claret was sold for the
benefit of the creditors. Would you like a glass of '51 port, or

some Lafitte, or some Chambertin '?

'

' Port for me,' said Tommy, still under the impression that

port, sherry, and champagne are the only wines worthy the
consideration of a gentleman.
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He took two glasses, and was good enough to find the wine
silky on the palate, but wanting in bone, phrases he had heard,
but imperfectly understood.

' Well,' said Mr. Colliber, 'never mind about the port. Let
us talk business.'

' Business, by all means,' said Tommy, taking a third glass.
' I'm a business man.'

' For some years, Gallaway,' said Mr. Colliber, ' I've had my
eyes upon you three boys.' His eye upon his visitor at the

moment was unpleasantly like the eye of a hawk upon a little

bird. ' Young Massey, I confess, appeared to me the best of

you. I always thought a great deal might be made of Massey.
He is a boy with brains

;
yes, if I had got hold of Massey, I am

certain I could have made a great man of him. But Massey is

gone
;
gone away from London, where the money is. What a

fool ! What a fool ! As for you, I confess I have my doubts,

and I am not at all certain whether the trouble I am going to

take will be made up to me by your success. But we can try
;

if you like we can try. As for young Engledew, he is a con-

temptible idiot.'

' He is,' said Olinthus complacently ;
' he always was.

You'd hardly believe it, but he used to make verses—actually,
verses, in the train going up to business.'

' As for yourself, then 1

'

' As for myself,' said the young man :
' I don't know what

you mean by making great men. I've got into a very good thing

already, but I suppose there is always something better. And
if you've got anything better to offer, Mr. Colliber, that's safe

and would not lead to failure, and not being able to show your

nose in the City, of course I shall be glad to hear it.'

This was said with dignity, because he resented the injurious

comparison with Will.
' You shall hear it

;
perhaps you will succeed in under-

standing it.'

'Look here, Mr. Colliber? none of your financial rigs, j'ou

know. My uncle is a steady old file. He wouldn't hear of it.

' Don't be a fool, Gallaway, but listen. I know,' he con-

tinued, ' about your partnership. It is a safe little thing, and

you've got a small share—a fifth, isn't it? That brings you
three or four hundred a year. In ten years or so you may be

promoted to a third share, and then you will draw seven hundred
or so ; that is, I belicvj, the state of the case.'

Tommy nodded : that was the exact state of the case.
' What I am thinking of,' said Mr. Colliber, ' is very

different work ; work which, if you can manage it, will give you

as much in one year as you could save in twenty ; work which
requires no capital ; which you can do secretly, and which will

not interfere with your partnership.'
' Of course,' said Olinthus, ' you mean what you used to do.'
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' Not quite '—Mr. Colliber smiled—' not quits what I used

to do. Later on you will perhaps understand. I will tell you,

however, something of what I did. Five-and-thirty years ago 1

was a clerk in a wine merchant's office. I was twenty-four years

of age : I had no friends or family influence to help me. I was
pretty certain to remain a clerk. Then I had the good luck to

fall in with a man who began to teach me things, just as you
have fallen in with me.'

' What did he teach you ?

'

' Before I met him I knew nothing. I was even such a fool

—he looked quickly at his listener— ' as to imagine that fortunes

can still be made in the City by the profits of a junior partner-

ship.'
' Well,' said Tommy, ' if they are not made that way, I

should like to know '

' Precisely
;
you are in the same position that I was. Well,

I may possibly—I say I may—I do not promise, but I may be
able to teach you what my old friend taught me. He is now, I

fear, gone to a place where stocks and shares are not dealt with.'
' Was it any good when you learned it 1 ' asked the pupil.

* What did it come to when you totted it up 1
'

' Think now '—he had risen, and was standing on the

hearth-rug and shaking an impressive forefinger and looking his

listener in the face with his cold, keen eye— ' think : I was
four-and-twenty when I began. I had nothing—not one farthing

had I. At thirty I had a hundred thousand.'
' Oh !

'

' At forty I had half a million ; at fifty anything you please,

with a splendid office and troops of clerks. Nothing was
started, no company, or mine, or railway but was brought to

me. That is what it totted up to.'

' Yet,' said Tommy, recovering a little, ' at sixty-five or

thereabouts?' And he looked around at the plain furniture,

meaning that it was all gone.

Mr. Colliber's face darkened for a moment. Yet he reflected.

There must be a fine quality of impudence in a young man who
could without hesitation fire such a shot.

'At sixty-five,' he replied softly, 'I have nothing, you think,

and I have failed. Very good. Never mind how much or how
little I have, let us acknowledge the failure. It was a failure

which means a good deal more than you can understand. Why,
it turned me out of the City—away from the money— can you
understand what that means 1 All the money flows in one
direction, and I was turned away from the place whither it

Hows.'

He looked more like a hawk than ever. Tommy began to

think he had gone too far, and took another glass of port,

murmuring that it was a generous wine but had perhaps been
kept too long in the wood.
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1 At sixty,' Mr. Colliber -went on, ' I was out of it. Well,
that is a great misfortune. I have lost the only thing which
makes life tolerable. I can no longer use my powers ; they are
lost.' Here he was silent again and sat down.

' Remember '—he sprang to his feet again— ' that I was for

thirty years a rich man. You who want to be rich, what do you
know of riches 1 What do you imagine even of the power of

wealth ? It is not only that you live in a great house and have
a troop of servants, and can give great dinners—that pleases

everybody naturally—but it is more : you are a Power. You
are made to feel it wherever you go : in the City where you are

watched and envied : every post brings you letters assuring you
of your greatness

;
you are reminded of it by every man you

meet at the West-End from a Duke downwards ; by the great

ladies who run after you and court you for the money you can

help them to get by a judicious interview with a broker. Good
heavens ! sir, I say that I was a prince for thirty years.'

He paiised for a moment, and then went on, speaking in

low, measured tones. ' If it were all to do over again, I would do

it all over again. If I knew at thirty that I was to be a pauper at

sixty and have to go into a workhouse, I would take the inter-

mediate years of wealth and power contentedly. If I were your

age and the devil were to stand beside me as I stand beside you

'

—he laid his finger on his companion's shoulder—Tommy
jumped and said, ' Oh, horror !

' and then took another glass

of port, and said there was beeswing—'and were to lay before

me a paper offering me thirty years of such wealth and then

poverty and hunger till the end, I would sign that paper with a

cheerful heart.'
' I would rather,'' said Olinthus, ' sign a paper which mado

me rich until the end of my life.'

'Tut—tut, you can't have everything. You young men
forget that a man can only have what he can grab.'

'It must be such a beastly thing,' said Olinthus, ' to give it

all up just when one is getting old. Why, at sixty I should

like to put my feet up in a chair and look on.'
' So you think now. When you are sixty you will find that

your only happiness is to work.
Then he fell into another fit of musing, and Tommy looked

on, wondering why he was invited to hear all this, and what
was coming next.

' Not do it again ?
' Mr. Colliber presently went on repeating

himself, ' not do it again ? Why, I wish to Heaven I had the

chance. Why, is there anything in the world compared with

having money ? You get the best of everything, the first of

everything ;
you can buy it all. Do you want respect ? You

can buy it. Or love 1 You can buy it. Or friends 'I You can
buy them. Or a title? You can buy it. I bought all but the

last, and I would have bought that too, only I could not see
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how I should get my money's worth out of it. Not do it again 1

Was it worth doing so much to fail in the end 1 The more I

look at it the more I am satisfied with it. Why, I always knew
what the end would be. I felt exactly as if I had made that

compact we talked about just now. I knew the smash would

come some day. Yet for ten years of such wealth as was mine

I would give up all my old age to poverty, even the meanness

of such a village as this. For ten years, sir, and I had thirty.'

' I should like to be rich all through,' said Tommy feebly.

'A splendid failure, I dare say. And that is what they

remember. A splendid success. That is what I remember.

From a clerk's desk to a great house in Palace Gardens ; from a

miserable shilling City dining-room to all the best clubs in

London.'
' If you were so rich, then,' said Olinthus, whose imagination

was not easily dazzled, ' why did you throw away your money 1
'

' I will teach you, if you like to learn, how to win money and
how to lose it. Would you like to learn 1 Do you want to be

rich 1
'

'Of course.' Tommy grew very red. 'Every fellow wants
to get rich. But what do you mean by being rich? Is it to run
a muck and then fail 1

'

' What I mean is to grow rich, solidly rich, in a very few
years ; to grow enormously within a few more ; to have the
respect and envy of all your contemporaries ; to be—such a
Power as I was myself. That is what I mean, young man.'

'Oh! I say ' Tommy grew red and white alternately.
' You are joking, you know, Mr. Colliber. Well—I am not
good at practical jokes, and—and—I think ' he half rose

to go.
' Shall I teach you,' repeated Mr. Colliber, slowly and coldly,

'to grow rich, really rich, substantially rich—not rich as you
and your partisans would call rich, but rolling in gold 1

'

' You couldn't keep it,' said Tommy, twisting in his chair

like a bird uneasy beneath the eyes of the snake. ' You couldn't

keep yours, you know.'
' Have you saved any money yet 1 ' asked the Tempter,
' I've put by a hundred or two.'
' A hundred or two ! You have been a partner for three

years. A hundred or two. In twenty years you may have
saved a thousand. You will then be forty-four, we will say.

At sixty you may have saved five thousand. Man alive ! do
you think I came out of my failure with less than twenty
thousand 1 Do you think when a man like me fails he loses all,

like a miserable tradesman 1
'

' Oh !
' Tommy gasped. ' But I don't understand. Why

should you teach me anything 1 What have I done ? What am
I to do for you 1 You were a great speculator. My uncle
vvoukl turn me out if I were to begin speculating. I hope you
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won't be offended, but I couldn't—really I couldn't—invest my
little savings in any project whatever—particularly if it is a
project of Mr. Massey's.'

Mr. Colliber laughed.
' You are a cautious young man,' he said. ' I am not goinc

to ask you to invest in any projects, or to lose anything, or to
risk anything whatever. I am going to teach you.'

' Is it—is it—difficult to learn ?

'

' It is a new language, and very difficult to learn. Thousands
try to learn it ; here and there one succeeds. Let me see if you
are one of those two or three. If you are, you have a great

career before you. If you are not—why—then ' He shrugged

his shoulders.
' Then ?

' asked Tommy.
' Then you will be no worse off than you are now, and will

have gained a little experience of the world.'

'When, Mr. Colliber,' asked Tommy humbly, 'when will

the lesson begin ?

'

' I shall begin,' he replied, ' with an illustration, not a lesson.

I shall begin by giving you fifty pounds.'
' Fifty pounds 1 Give me fifty pounds 1

'

' That is the way in which I shall begin. You understand

English, I suppose. Very good. What is the meaning of these

words : I shall—give—you—fifty—pounds ? Are you too proud

to accept that sum 1

'

'Fifty pounds?'
' In the City men do not generally give money to each other,

do they 1 Yet I will present you with the sum of fifty pounds.'

There are some things—not things of science—which cannot

possibly be explained. For instance, why a bald-headed barber

offers to restore your thatch, yet remaineth in his own baldness.

It may certainly be for coolness that he goeth bald—yet this

climate is already too cold. Or why an old greybeard, by means
of alchemy and its kindred arts, offers to restore your youth,

yet remaineth in his age. Or why a physician troubled with

plaguy diseases offers to cure your ailments, yet abideth with his

own. Or why enthusiastic preachers point the Way of Life and
Love, yet continue in bitterness to those who see that Way with
other eyes. All these things are remarkable, yet not so remark-
able, perhaps, in a village where money is vehemently desired,

and the want of it bitterly mourned, as to find a poor man, or

one thought to be poor—everybody is poor who has not as much
as he desires—offering to make another rich. Why not himself ?

Olinthus gazed in wonder, asking this question, but not daring
to put it into words.

' Why not myself 1
' asked Mr. Colliber, thought-reading like

any American. ' If I wanted money in a small way I could make
it for myself. But I could never become again the Power which
I was ; and without that the money would be of no use to me.'
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What he did not explain was that not only was his influence

gone, but also his reputation, and that beyond the power of

recovery. There are still some things which cannot be forgiven
;

there are some men whom the world, though their eyes swell out

with fatness, will not admit among them.
' Fifty pounds ! ' Olinthus repeated the words, thinking

what a lot he could do with fifty pounds if he were to spend it,

and where he would put it if he determined to save it. ' Fifty

pounds ! And to do nothing for it ! Really, Mr. Colliber, I

take this very kindly of you. Really, to do nothing for it %

'

' You think I want you to forge somebody's name, perhaps ?

'

Mr. Colliber laughed in his hard, metallic way. ' Nothing of

the kind. Perhaps I want to amuse myself. Perhaps I want
to see the stuff you are made of. Young Massey would not

have required fifty pounds to make him understand what was
meant. But never mind Massey. You shall see by a practical

illustration how money can be made without trouble, if one

has the knowledge. You shall begin as I began. If you choose

to go on as I went on, you can do so. If you prefer sticking

to your oil, you can do that.'

He then proceeded to inform his disciple, who as yet com-
prehended nothing, that the game of speculation may be played
on a big scale or a small scale, like whist, ecarte, or any other

game. It is played by an immense number of people who know
nothing of the 'rules,' so to speak, that is, have no special

knowledge to guide them ; therefore they gamble like blind

men ; they may win, but the chances are against them, because
their adversaries are players who are acquainted with wire-
pullers, bears, bulls, and rings, and make the most of their

knowledge. So, in a game of whist, a pair of novices may win
against a pair of players, but the chances are against them.

'As for me,' said Mr. Colliber, 'I have been out of it for

some years, but I still can feel the pulse of the market. The old
knowledge by which I controlled the Stock Exchange is gone,
I fear, but I can still put my hand on certainties, and I am
going to put you up to one on a small scale.'

' What is it 2
' asked Tommy, eagerly.

' You are to go to Gedge, in Copthail Lane. He is my old
broker. You will give him a letter of introduction. You will

tell him to buy 10,000 Russians.'
' Buy 10,000 Russians ? What shall I do with them when

I get them 1 ' For the moment he just thought that he was to
purchase the subjects of the Czar—his bond-servants, not his

bonds.

'They are just now 4J. In a fortnight you will call upon
him again. You will find they have gone up to 4|. He will

pay you the difference, which will be 50L Of course the stock
may be 4|, or it may be 5. In that case your difference may
be forty or sixty.'
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' But suppose they go down,' said Olinthus.
' Don't I tell you, man, that they will go up ?

'

The next day Olinthus paid the visit to the Honourable
Gedge, and with great trepidation delivered his letter of intro-

duction, and made his request for the 10,000 Russians. Instead

of being asked to show his bank book, state his income, and
give security for so large an order—nominally a million—the

order was simply entered, and he was allowed to depart, as if

a million was nothing more than a ton of coals or a dozen of

sherry. For a fortnight he would be the owner of a million.

And then the settlement

!

For the next fortnight he watched the money-market article

every morning with feverish anxiety. Suppose the shares were

to go down ! Suppose they were to fall heavily ! Where was
the money to come from to meet the difference ? He lay awake
all night thinking of this drsadful possibility. What would
his uncle say ? And already he saw himself kicked out from

his partnership with words of reproach and ignominy. Mr.

Colliber had made a big mistake when he failed himself. Why
not a small mistake now ?

'Don't look anxious, Gallaway,' said his adviser. Do you

think it possible for me to mistake so simple a thing as this V
' But how do you know ?

'

The old speculator shrugged his shoulders. How did he

know? How could he explain? Ask a flint-instrument col-

lector how he knows an ancient spear-head from one of Flint

Jack's manufacture. Ask a coin man how he knows that an

old coin is a forgery, one of many committed in Alexandria to

cheat collectors of the third century. Ask a man in the picture

trade how he knows a copy from an original. Ask a man learned

in Scarabsei how he knows the Birmingham specimen from a Nile

native. Ask a man who collects old silver how he knows the

fictitious from the genuine. Ask a man who reads old inscrip-

tions how he knows the genuine from the false. How did ho

know ? Of course he knew. How could he tell ?_ Of course he

could tell. Long practice had given him the instinct. In fact,

the stock steadily rose. They reached on the day of settle-

ment 4|, and Olinthus had the pleasure of drawing that fifty

pounds, less brokerage commission.
'Well,' said Mr. Colliber, 'I hope you are satisfied.'

' It is, I am sure,' said Tommy, with the sunshine of content

beaming from his face, ' it is, I am sure, extremely kind of you,

sir, and I cannot thank you enough.'
' This is a beginning, Gallaway. You have now learned how

money may be made without labour. If that stock had gone

down four-eighths instead of going up, you would have lost

fifty pounds. You may, therefore, learn how to lose money, as

weil as gain it, without doing anything for it. A great many
people are playing this game, and most of them lose. They
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lose, you see, because they play without knowing anything about

fclif* rulcjs

' The rules ! There are rules, then ?

'

' Certainly. But these rules are difficult to learn, and still

more difficult to apply. Let us, however, have another illus-

tration, if you please, just to show you how these rules may be

applied by one who knows them. Would you like to make a

hundred this time %
'

' Oh ! ' Tommy gasped.

Mr. Colliber gave him fresh directions, which he punctually

obeyed. He passed the next fortnight in a tumult of hope and

expectation. A hundred pounds. This time, however, he was

more confident ; and at the close of the fortnight he landed his

hundred safely, and paid it to his private account with joy

unfeigned. A hundred and fifty made in a month by a stroke

of the pen.

'At this rate,' he said to Mr. Colliber, 'what is to prevent

my making a hundred every week, if you will give me the

straight tip 1 That is five thousand a year. Oh ! it costs you

nothing. Don't desert me—yet—Mr. Colliber
'

'Not yet,' replied his adviser, smiling icily; 'I shall not

desert you yet.'

He then proceeded to inform his disciple that he had seen

him through two successful operations, and was willing to see

him through a third, after which he would have to begin a

serious study if he meant business

.

How much would you like to make this time 1
' asked the

great magician, as if it was merely a question of naming the

amount.
' Might I say— two hundred 1

' Olinthus hesitated and
blushed at his own boldness.

' Certainly—and fifty,' said Mr. Colliber. ' It is all I shall

do for you for the present.'

In another fortnight the young man had cleared that twohun-
dred and fifty. In six weeks he had made four hundred pounds.
And he felt as if he had done it by his own sagacity, and as if

he possessed within himself the capacity for making ten times,

twenty, thirty times that sum.
How small and miserable seemed the oil trade compared

with results so splendid ! What a future would be his if he
could only learn the secrets of the trade—or better still— if Mr.
Colliber would go on telling him what to do ! Why, a man
with that knowledge was a demigod. The oil trade ! a poor
thing at best, and to end as his uncle was ending, with a square
house and a one-horse carriage ! Whereas, in the trade of buy-
ing and selling of shares and stocks, one might end in Kensing-
ton Palace Gardens, with such glories as Mr. Colliber had enjoyed.
What a place in which to bestow the beauteous Claire ! How
splendidly would that goddess become the purple halls and
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gilded saloons which might be his, if Mr. Colliber continued
propitious !

This was the beginning of all the Greatness which followed.

Everything must have a beginning, but most things, unhappily,

have an appointed end.

CHATTER IV

THE DAY OF SMALL THINGS.

It is always interesting to read in the biographies of writers,

great and small, how at the outset the candidate for glory is

invariably received with a most prodigious quantity of cuffs,

coups de pied, thwacks, black eyes, snubs, disgraces, disappoint-

ments, down knockings, out kt citings, rebuffs, rudenesses,

broken promises, prejudices, cheats, robberies, rejections,

woundings of vanity, pullings down of pride, dampings of

ambition, and so forth. The most curious thing is that all

these kicks seem in the long run to be good for a man. They
teach him, I believe, to feel for other people, and so help him
to get a hold of them. And presently his wounds heal up and

you would never think, to see him now so magnificent and

triumphant, that he was once a mere down-trodden, squirming

worm. Behold him ! He leadeth the people by the ear, just

as in old days they used to lead their captives by a hook in the

nose, or as all-conquering Venus still drags her prisoners by a

single hair.

If one could write at length the story of Allen's early

struggles, it would form a most instructive chapter in literary

history. Yet there is little that is original or striking in the

adventures of a young man come to town with a portfolio full

of papers ; he has no friends ; he begins the battle against

unbelief, suspicion, distrust, dishonesty, greed, and all the other

giants who stand in the way of a young knight-errant in the

field of Letters. Perhaps he succeeds ; more often he fails.

What becomes of those who fail no man knoweth ; it is

whispered that they become editors of country papers, or that

they go to the colonies and pretend to have been on the staff of

the 'Saturday,' or perhaps they fall back on their friends and

lead for ever afterwards a broken-winged and disappointed life ;

who knows 1 The field of Letters is called a Republic ; but I

do not know why, because in a Republic all the men are equal,

whereas in literature they are all unequal. Perhaps the name
is taken from some fancied resemblance to a South American
Republic, where the President, or Publisher, whatever he is

called, is changed once a quarter with a new Pronouncement.
The so-called Republic lies in a flat country without any hills,
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streams, dykes, or eminences ; it is circular in shape, and it is

bounded on all sides by circles of stone seats rising above one the

other to a dizzy height. The citizens of the Republic are always

strutting about on the arena trying to attract as much attention

as possible from the people in the seats and hoping to see a great

crowd assemble, with prodigious shoutings, directly they begin to

play their parts ; when they are not playing they are standing aside

and criticising their fellow actors. Some there are whom no one

regardeth at all ; when they come on the seats are swiftly

emptied ; these play for their brethren alone, who look on and
jeer ; and there are a veryfew—ahappyfew— at whose appearance

the seats are crammed. Yet all the citizens in this Republic

pretend to be of equal strength and give themselves the same airs.

When Allen came to town he brought with him his savings,

which, as he had been drawing a substantial salary, considering

his age, amounted to no less an amount than seventy-five pounds.
He could easily, he thought, live upon this sum until his poems
were sold. Of course the poems were most beautifully written

out in a legible hand and had received the author's latest cor-

rections. The poems were, besides this seventy-five pounds, all

his fortune. Perhaps, when one comes to think of it, any lad

who arrives in London with his customary twopence, is richer

than he who has nothing but a manuscript, because with twopence
you can buy things, whereas with a whole satchelful of poems
you can buy nothing—nothing at all. Will a butcher cut you
off a pound of steak, even from the tougher part of the animal,
in return for a ballade, even a ballad of ' Dadoes Sage and
Green,' printed on cesthetic paper ? Twopence, it is true, will not
go far in steak, but think of the great lumps of pudding it will

buy ! A self-made man, indeed, is he who rises in the world
and makes his way out of nothing at all but a bundle of poems.

Of course, Allen began in the way common among young
poets, that is to say, he sent his verses to the publishers. When
the first House refused them he felt a little sorry for the House
—they were throwing away their chances ; when the second
sent them back he was hurt ; at the third refusal he was
indignant ; at the fourth, he felt grieved for the world which
was pining for good poetry and being kept out of it ; at the
fifth, a kind of dismay seized him. Long before they had all

refused it seemed as if the sun was darkened and the moon
eclipsed. For he thought in his ignorance as if he alone among
young poets was treated with such scorn. Yet he had read
history. He lived with the greatest economy and completely
alone ; he had no friends ; it seemed at first as if he never
would make any friends. Presently, however, he made certain
acquaintances, just as one makes acquaintances in a club, by
constantly meeting the same men in the same place. He took
his nightly steak at a certain tavern ; it was used for the same
purpose by a good many men connected with literature, the



143 ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

press, law, and so forth. By sitting at the same table with
these men every night, he got to know some of them. In his
loneliness and friendlessness it was something to look forward
to, some kind of conversation even with a man of whose very
name he was ignorant.

The first man who spoke to him was a man older than him-
self by seven or eight years ; a man of nearly thirty, a man
with a very wise and thoughtful face, who might be a great

philosopher, or a great scholar, or a great master in intellectual

athletics, with something of the responsible look of an earnest
student. Possibly he might be a great prig ; most very
thoughtful-looking persons are ; he had dark hair and rather a
thin face with marked features. His eyes were dark too and
deep-set, and looked more thoughtful even than the nose, a

feature which marks the existence of thought almost more than
any other. He was a man of middle height ; he seemed better
' set up ' somehow than most of the men who frequented the

place, and he knew none of a certain noisy set who sat together

every night drinking whisky and water and telling stories.

When he had finished his simple dinner, he used to get up and
walk away.

I do not know how Allen first began to notice this man more
than the rest ; but he became presently aware that, by accident

or otherwise, they came to sit at the same table nearly every

evening, and one night they spoke to each other, about some
topic of the evening paper.

The next night they talked again, and Allen delivered him-

self of his views, which were those of ingenuous youth and

crude. The other man let him talk but said little. The next

night, and the next, they met again and talked more freely. It

was not difficult to win Allen's confidence, and in the course of

a few evenings he had told most of his story.
' I thought it was so, from the beginning/ said the wise-look-

ing man. ' I knew you came from the country. The fact is,

except myself nobody at all has been born in London ; every-

body comes from the country raid works his way up. The
London-born men, I suppose, go away into the country, and

then their grandchildren come up. This keeps up a healthy

circulation and gives everybody a chance.'
Allen laughed.
' And I thought, too, that you were come up with ambitions.

Have you tried the publishers yet i

'

' All of them.'
' Of course. Poetry ?

'

Allen blushed.
'' I see. Still more of course.'

He said no more that night, but the next he returned to the

eubject and asked Allen how long he had been in London.
' Six months.'
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• And all this time you have been taking your manuscript

round to the publishers, I suppose 1
'

Allen owned that such was the case.

' Have you—if I may ask an impertinent question—have you

any friends among literary men?'
Allen confessed that he knew no one connected with litera-

ture ; in fact, that he had no friends at all in London—or,

indeed, anywhere else, except in the place he came from.

His friend produced a pocket-book and out of it a card.

'Will you,' he said, 'if I am not again too impertinent,

allow me to be one of your first acquaintances 1 My name, you

see, is Lawrence Ouvry, and I am a barrister by profession, but

I do not practise.'

He handed his card to Allen. ' Lawrence Ouvry,' with his

address in the corner, ' 15 King's Bench Walk.'

'Thank you,' said Allen, greatly pleased. 'My name is

Engledew, but I have no card. It is no use having cards when
you have no friends.'

' Will you come to my chambers 1 I will make you some
coffee, and we can have a pipe.'

Allen accepted, and followed Mr. Lawrence Ouvry to a
second floor in the Temple, furnished comfortably, and littered

with books and papers. Ouvry cleared away a pile from an
easy-chair, and rolled it to the fire.

' Now, Engledew, sit there and let us talk.' He went on to

make preparations for his coffee. ' I don't generally dine at that

place,' he said, ' but I have had some work which kept me in my
chambers in the evening, and itwas convenient. Latterly, I confess,
I have been there every night for the sake of talking with you.'

' I am much obliged to you,' said Allen.

'Yes'—he was pouring the water into the coffee-pot, and
spoke slowly and deliberately— ' yes, I do think that a man who
gets to two-and-twenty, and believes in things as you do, and
worships heroes, and takes all his ideas from books, is a man
worth talking to.'

He did not explain that this curious and rare creature
appeared to him to be also full of thoughts and ideas, and to
have a touch at least of genius, and that he was sorry for his
friendlessness and for his ignorance of the world. No one, it is

true, can help a young writer very much, but he may be helped
to help himself.

'It is a mixed lot, the set of men who dine over there,' said
Ouvry. ' They are made up of men who hope to get high up
the ladder, and men who have got a little way up and there
stick. I believe they are all connected, or want to be, with
journalism or literature in some shape. And just as in the days
of Smollett, all the Scotchmen are physicians and all the Irish-
men are barristers ; as for the Englishmen, they are of all pro-
fessions. When men do get really un th« WWer, of course they
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•join a club and dine there. Meantime there is a flavour of

Bohemia about the place which pleases new-comers. To be
sure, Bohemia never had any clubs. You will not be very long
among them.'

' Why not 1
'

' Because you will get beyond them.'
'It does not look like it yet,' said Allen. 'I have been

watching them for five or six months. I hear them talking

with each other of finding work, and I suppose they get it ; but
as for me——

'

'As for you, their work is not your work.'
' But I must find some work before the money is quite gone.'
' There is so much to do in literature,' said his adviser, 'that

the difficulty is chiefly to find out what you can do best, and
what will pay you best. The world is continually crying out

for new books, for instance : not books which take up half a

man's lifetime and advance things ; books to be read and tosied

aside ; light books, tales, novels '

' I should not like to become a mere novelist or bookmaker,'
said Allen grandly.

'Johnson was both,' said Ouvry. 'But a novelist is not a

bookmaker ; he is an artist. He paints in every novel a whole
gallery of portraits and pictures ; sometimes his gallery is

pleasing, and sometimes it is not; sometimes he is at his best,

sometimes not. Then there is all the periodical literature to

be provided, all the newspapers to be kept going ; and there

are the special papers—-law, medical, religious, scientific papers.

There is an infinity of work to be done, and it is continually

crying aloud for recruits.'
' I am ready enough to become a recruit,' said Allen.

'But you can't find the man with the ribbons and the

shilling. Patience. The recruiting sergeant is always about.

You will get that shilling.'

'There is another difficulty,' continued Ouvry. 'One may
enlist in the wrong corps, and there is afterwards no end of a

bother to get exchanged. I know a man who now writes excel-

lent articles on church things—vestments, you know, and liturgies

—who began by writing burlesques, and is horribly afraid it will

come out some day. Find your own line and stick to it.'

' I write verse every day,' said Allen, blushing as usual.
' To V e sure. Capital practice. The man who can write

verse can write anything. Only verse by itself doesn't pay,

even if you can get editors to take it.'

He then began to talk of the depths—literary depths into

which men have been known to fall ; of degradations in the

literary life, into which men have been forced, which should
make young men tremble. I suppose he spoke of these things

purposely, in order to awaken Allen from the dream of fame
and fortune to be gotten by his poems ; how once, for instance,
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there was a young poet who had to write a book for an umbrella-

maker on umbrella-making, and got five pounds for it; how
another was fain to construct a story for an enterprising Soap-

man, with an affecting plot and a happy termination, in which
the Soap was worked up and made to take a leading part in the

denouement, and how the Soapman published it with the name
of the writer outside, and an advertisement of the Soap slipped

in between every page ; and how another owned to having

written, for ten pounds, a book of travels in Borneo—never
having been outside his native land ; and how that book went
through four editions, and he never a penny the richer. And
how another man, who lived in the back parlour of a public-

house, got ten pounds for a job of collecting texts for a pious

every-day book. It took him four weeks to do, with constant

confinement to that back parlour, close to the bar, and it

brought on delirium tremens. And how another man always

owed fifty pounds to a certain firm of publishers, for whom he
was continually working it off, but never quite succeeded.

Next, this young man who knew so much pointed out many
ways in which a beginning may be made. The worst way, he
said, was to publish a volume of poems, because no one will

read poetry. Far better is it to send a descriptive article to a

daily paper, or a critical article, or a tale, or an essay, to a
magazine.

'If you really want the literary life, Engledew,' he said,
' make your verse of secondary consideration

;
you may become

a Journalist, you may write novels, you may get up a speciality,

but you must not think of making poetry pay.'
' And yet,' said Allen, ' I must write verse.'
' No one wants to prevent you. Go on writing verse. But

think of other things. As for me, I have been among writing

people all my life. I am one of a family all born with pens in

their hands. My father was an editor and a writer, my mother
was a poet, my sister writes three-volume novels. I know all

the editors, or all about them ; if advice will be any good I will

advise. But don't ask me to recommend your work to anybody,
because if I do he will infallibly drop it into the waste-paper
basket.'

' And do you write yourself ?

'

He hesitated a moment.
' I will tell you some day, not to-night, what I do.'

Lawrence Ouvry, a few days later, found himself in a certain

drawing-room at a small house in Bayswater. It was five

o'clock, and there were two ladies taking tea, one elderly, with
white hair and a beautifully wrinkled face and very kindly eyes,

the other a tall and beautiful girl of twenty or so.

'I told you, Gertrude,' said Lawrence, addressing the elder
lady, ' that I thought I had discovered a genius. Well, I have.
He has shown me his poems ; he has come up from the country
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to get fame. He is full of ideas, his verses are full of promise;
he is quite ignorant of the world, and he knows nothing except
from books.'

' Oh !
' cried the elder lady, clasping her hands, ' bring him

here, Lawrence.'
'I suppose,' said the girl, as if she was a person of much

larger experience, ' that he is a gentleman, Lawrence. I hope
he does not drop his aspirates like the poet from Shropshire
whom Gertrude invited here one night last year. The best verse

in the world could not make that man tolerable.'

'Everybody is a gentleman, nowadays,' said Lawrence.
' This man's father was something in the City, and hanged
himself because he lost his money. My new genius told me so,

with a blush. Showed that the poet's father had the poetic

faculty of imagination. He thought everybody would jeer at

him ; if he hadn't thought so he would have gone on with brazen

front. My man's aspirates are fully formed, I assure you. I

expect,' however, that he has never been in a drawing-room in

his life. He won't be uncouth, but he will be awkward. You
must draw him out, Isabel. As for you, Gertrude '—he addressed

the elder lady— ' you will take an interest in him, and you will

advise him first, and flatter him next, and spoil him afterwards.

But you will teach him things he ought to know. Yes, I will

bring him to you.'

CHAPTER V
A NEW WORLD.

Everybody has envied the feelings with which Captain Christo-

pher Columbus first gazed upon the shores of the new world, or

those experienced by the other great explorer who first surveyed

the Pacific Ocean. Each, we are given to understand, fell into

a rapture or ecstasy in considering the boundless opportunities

thus thrown open for the improvement of humanity and the

spread of true religion. The picture is beautiful, especially

when read by the light of what afterwards happened. Such,

indeed, were the feelings of Olinthus in getting a Pisgah view

of that enchanted land where money may be had for the picking

up. No doubt, like Columbus, he fell to considering what an
opening the possession of that land would afford for ' doing

good.' Only a far-off view, with a handful, so to speak, of the

sacred yellow soil, so fertile and so beautiful, just enough to

make him long for more; just enough to make him discontented
with the proceeds of his share in the concern, and to make him
lose his respect for his uncle, who thought so much of his

business.

Suppose a country—the country of the future—in which
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everybody was equal, and all had to work in the fields for equal
wages. There would be no professions, no learning, no law, no
books, and only a few necessary trades, such as hangman, public
flogger, custodian of the drunken, maker of clubs, knuckle-
dusters, bludgeons, and so forth, pig slaughterer, brewer of

beer, and grinder of grain. The trades would be paid in equal
wages with the labourer in the field. After a few generations

most people would consider it impossible to live any other kind
of life. Presently, a fellow would be born with a brain more
irritable than those of his fellows—he would discover while
growing up that farm work is disagreeable, and work at trades

burdensome ; he would then make a further discovery, namely,
that in order to avoid the fardel and fatigue of life, it is a good
plan to go round among the poultry yards and the barns and to

help oneself to an egg here, a chicken there, a capon or a
duck, a fat goose at Michaelmas, a turkey at Christmas, a ham
or a side of pig, a saddle of Welsh mutton, a bottle of cider, a
tankard of October, and so on. That man would be the founder
of a school, and the first of another long line of philosophers

who eat what they have not sowed, drink what they have not
brewed, sleep on the softest, and dwell in palaces, all the time
with their hands in their pockets. Olinthus was one of that

school, that is, he desired above all tilings to be a disciple. He
had learned that he might, if he knew the way, live such a life.

But how to learn that way % And oh ! the weary round of the

daily toil, and the grinding of a tender and sensitive nose upon
the grindstone, and the slow returns and slender profits, and the

discontent of one who has tasted the joys of making money for

nothing.

It was poetical, it was pitiful, it was tragic. Consider.

Olinthus had made four hundred pounds—a lump sum of four

hundred pounds—in six weeks, without doing anything what-
ever for it at all. It was done by the simple stroke of a pen,
even by simple word of mouth. It was not, unhappily, done
by his own skill and craft, but by the help of Mr. Colliber.

This was generous, noble, liberal, and praiseworthy of Mr.
Colliber. lint the same patron now refused to do anything
more for him. This was disappointing. More—it was mean,
pettifogging, contemptible in Mr. Colliber. licspect could no
longer be entertained for Mr. Colliber. Who would have
thought it of Mr. Colliber ? Why—a thing which actually cost

him nothing. All he hail to do was to give him the straight

tip and let him go and buy. Only just to tell him what to buy.

If Olinthus possessed this magical power he would have been
too happy to exercise it—when he no longer wanted it for his

own benefit—for the benefit of some descrying young man like

himself.

Four hundred pounds in six weeks ! Why, that was nothing

compared with what might be made if one knew just a fortnight
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ahead. Olinthus wanted but little : just a fortnight in advance
of everybody—a modest fourteen days. Anybody else who
pleased might take to prophesying the disasters of the future :

he would be satisfied to know what would be up and what down
in fourteen days ; he was quite disinterested ; he cared neither

for bull nor bear ; he wished to exercise no personal influence

at all over the future, but merely to know that little thing

—

what was going to happen in the next fortnight. It was a

small thing, indeed, to wish for ; and yet with all his wishing

he got no nearer to it.

Mean—oh ! mean and disappointing in Mr. Colliber.

He went about sadly, hanging his head, in these days of

doubt. Once he met Mr. Colliber, and involuntarily raised his

tearful eyes in mute appeal.
' No, Gallaway,' said his adviser, laughing, but not merrily.

' No ; it won't do. You would like to go on following instruc-

tions, no doubt. But that will not be possible for you. Have
you thought over the game ?

'

' Thought ! Oh, Mr. Colliber, I can think of nothing else.'

' Is it a game that you think worth playing 1

'

< Worth playing ? Oh ! Mr. Colliber. Oh ! Sir. What a

truly great man you are !

'

He really could not help it. He had been all his life rather

inclined to be cheeky—after the fashion of the London gamin

—to this fallen financier ; he was only one of the band of bank-

rupts whom he despised. But now, it was not respect, nor was

it gratitude, but it was Awe that he felt for a man who pos-

sessed such powers. So may one respect the conjurer who
pours wine out of an empty bottle, and turns a pocket-hand-

kerchief into a plum-cake. His words were compelled by

admiration of such greatness.

Mr. Colliber smiled coldly.
' You know me now, Gallaway. Not quite one of the ordi-

nary failures, eh ? Something unusual and unexpected, eh ? A
man who could make your fortune if he pleased, eh 1

'

' If he pleased—oh ! ' said Olinthus. No prayer could have

been more heartfelt or plainer than that simple interjection.

Wonderful situation ! To stand before a man and feel that if

that man pleases he can make you rich. It recalls the good old

days when a king was a king indeed, and could cut off a head,

or make a man wealthy for life, at a single word. Olinthus

knew little about the Caliph Haroun Alraschid, or King Yussuf

Ben Eyub—Joseph Jobson—sometimes called Saladin, or any
other Eastern potentate ; but he did feel at that moment as if

he was standing before an Autocrat who had his fate in his

hands.
The Autocrat rubbed hia hands together and laughed

again.
' Is it a lively game, Gallaway ? Is it a game you would
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like to be able to play well ? Is it better fun than the oil trade ?

Do you like to feel as if you could make yourself rich without
any trouble ]

'

' Oh ! Mr. Colliber.'

'Youth is the time for wealth. It is no good for an old

fogey like me to be rich. One wants to be young and to enjoy.

Why, if you were rich, Gallaway, there is no end to the glorious

things you could purchase.'

He proceeded to enumerate some of these splendours, and,

I regret to say, included many of the things which the wise
man called vanity. But Olinthus smacked his lips, and waggled
his head, and rolled his eyes, and gasped.

' Gallaway, you would have all these things if you were rich.

But you are not and you never will be ; you will go on hum-
drumming at the oil trade, and some day your uncle will die

;

then you will think yourself rich enough to marry
;
you will

marry and then you will have a lot of children and you will find

out what poverty means ; and you will live here all your days
and never know anything at all of the things which wealth can
give you. Poor beggar ! One is sorry for a man who would
enjoy the world so much if he had the means.'

Olinthus groaned.
' If you really think you would like to go on with this game,

Gallaway '

'Yes, sir
;
yes, I should indeed.'

' Then, Gallaway—then—you had better try to learn it by
yourself. See what you can do with it ; one can but try, you
know. Good morning, Gallaway

;
good morning, my friend.'

Give up the game 1 No. Try by himself 1 Perhaps. Yet
it would not do to play that game without knowledge. Olinthus
was by no means a fool. He knew very well that without
advice the buying or selling of stock would be the merest
gambling. Then he thought that he would sit quiet for awhile

and study the share list. Maybe, by daily examination of the
money-market articles, he, too, might arrive at an intuition of

tae future. To many minds the money-article in the morning
paper presents a fearful array of unintelligible figures : to Allen,

for instance, it was nothing but an irritating waste of valuable

space which might have been much better bestowed on litera-

ture. Now if the six columns daily given to the money market
were filled with original poetry—his own for example? Most
men, except that very small and daily decreasing body who have
saved or are saving money, pass by these columns with
impatience, and get them quickly to the fires, murders, rob-

beries with violence, wife beatings, and chuckings over the
Embankment, which make up the real interest of the daily

papers. This had been the practice with Olinthus, and it shows
how profoundly impressed he was with the possibilities of ' the

game ' that he should have boldly begun, and resolutely con-
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tinued for some months, a daily and careful perusal of this

intelligence. He had not time to do it at the office, where an
unsympathetic chief, like his native country, expected nothing
short of duty, but he could take the paper home with him, read
it in the train, and sit over it in the evening, astonishing his

sisters by the unwearying eagerness with which he followed the

pursuit of this new learning. A City man, he said grandly,

must Keep himself posted up in City news. He therefore read

through the whole of it, beginning at the general information,

wading through the letters and the meetings, following the

figures and lists, and ending up with the cattle trade. Nothing-

came amiss to him, because he had an idea that, by industriously

continuing to read, he would eventually find out what was
meant by the rise and fall of stock, and why it rose and fell.

No student of history ever paid so much attention to the Rise

and Fall of the Roman Empire. So he read, day by day, how
there was ease or tightness in the Money Market, how there

was an anticipated reduction in the reserve at the Bank, how a

fair business was done in Colonial Bonds, how the Home Rail-

way Market opened firm, and there was a general recovery in

Americans but inactivity in Russians, how Egyptian Unified

Stock fluctuated all day, how one bank declared a dividend of

15 per cent.—happy bank !—and another of only 7 per cent.

Then he read what were the rates for money abroad and at

home, and he read how cattle markets were attended, and
turnips were firm, but pig-iron in small demand. He read it

all and was edified, and then he sighed because the lists which
come at the end lay all before him and they had to be read too.

He read them conscientiously. Every day he read them.
For three months Olinthus read nothing at all except this

one page in ' The Times.' Oddly enough, the inspiration which

he looked for did not come. If he met Mr. Colliber, that

gentleman would look at him with a curious smile which might
mean anything, but did not mean giving any more straight

tips.

' Well, Gallaway %
'

' I am at work, sir. 1 am studying every day.'
' Good. Then you have not decided to give up the game.'
' Not, certainly, Mr. Colliber, if I can have your kind

assistance.' Olinthus smiled anxiously, but met with no
responsive smile.

' Fortune, Gallaway,' said Mr. Colliber, ' helps those who
know how to help themselves. Fortune is only another name
for a quick eye and a bold hand. We shall see if your sight is

keen and your hand strong.'

Very fine, indeed ; but what one likes best is to use the

keen eyes and the bold hands of some one else.

Olinthus returned to his studies. They were really making
him thin, these figures. By this time he knew at least some-
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thing of what they meant ; he could connect the price of shares

with dividend and nominal ralue of stock ; he had begun even

to remember something of the prices, and to connect one day
with its predecessor. If the figures had been in Arabic, he

would have learned them by this time. But merely to connect

to-day with yesterday is, if you please, a long step from connect-

ing it with the day which is to follow ; and as yet he could not,

by any force of reasoning, arrive at a forecast of the next day's

prices any more than he could of the next day's weather. Why
should things go up and down 1 Remember that he was a pro-

foundly ignorant young man, and had never had the least train-

ing in social and political economy. Of things learned or

serious he had never read anything ; he did not know such a

simple thing as supply and demand ; he hardly understood that

foreign news influenced stock. All his knowledge of the outer

world, in fact, was derived from novels of the third, fifth, tenth-

rate kind.
' You are getting on, Gallaway 1 ' asked Mr. Colliber.
' Slowly, sir,' he replied with a sigh ;

' very slowly as yet.'

' Perhaps the time has come when a little help will be useful.

Come over to me this evening.'

Wild hope ! He was going, no doubt, to give him one more
illustration. Olinthus kept that appointment punctually. No
cigars were offered him, and no wine was produced.

' We are going to talk business, Gallaway,' said Mr. Colliber.
' Sit there. Take a pen and make notes. So you have been
trying to get an insight into the money-market by studying the

money-market article. Very well ; if you had asked me for

help, I could have saved you a great deal of trouble—no ; don't

say what you were going to say—your only idea of help was
another little pot of money. Listen.'

Mr. Colliber proceeded to explain that to study the money-
market article with intelligence and profit, many things un-

expected by his pupil were necessary. Very few men besides

himself, he said, attempted more than one or two subjects.

One man, for instance, would take up railways, and even one
railway. After they have made themselves acquainted with the

whole history of that railway as revealed to shareholders, they
must find out the secret strings of that railway ; more than that,

they must find out who pull the strings, and why. Again, the

judicious operator would keep himself acquainted with the

efforts of the bulls and the bears. How to get this knowledge
and arrive at these secrets 1 That must be learned by expe-
rience. The money-market article, Mr. Colliber went on to

explain, records the past ; as regards the future it is dumb.
Olinthus turned pale. How was he to acquire this informa

tion and get this intelligence 1

' Oh !
' he groaned, ' it was cruel to hang out such hopes.

'Wait a bit.' said Mr fin]in->?r< 'Perhaps not so cruel aa
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you think. Nevertheless I am glad that you have had this

trouble. You have got some good out of it. You know the
jargon of the City article. Next you must learn the jargon of

the Stock Exchange.'
' What is the good ?

' asked the despondent youth. ' I wish
I had never heard of the thing.'

' Then—shall we stop %
'

'No, no,' he gasped ; 'tell me more—perhaps '

' Perhaps, you think, you may get another wrinkle. But
no, Gallaway, no, my young friend, not that way.'

Mr. Colliber then proceeded to instruct him in the manners,
ways, and terms of the Stock Exchange, in which, he said,

Olinthus must without delay proceed to make himself ac-

quainted. The terms seemed familiar to the young man ; in

fact, he had heard them in the train on the way to and from
the City. For the first evening he understood nothing. A
confused babble of words poured from Mr. Colliber, and
Olinthus went home with his head whirling. Contango, back-

wardation, option, whether a put or a call, or a put and call,

contracts for account, transfers, taking in and giving on, bulling,

bearing—what on earth did it all mean % And he was to under-

stand it all.

Next morning Mr. Colliber began all over again, but with

less patience. A week later he was repeating his instructions

with the stimulus of certain interjections, words of contumely,

shame, and reproach, such as an angi y schoolmaster hurls at a

boy. It was a terrible time for Olinthus, but he endured all in

patience, only he wondered why Mr. Colliber took so much
trouble.

The reason was that Mr Colliber, who had at first conceived

the idea of amusing himself by training and teaching a financier

such as himself, had discovered that his protegi wa3 a fool and

could never be taught anything. Then he conceived a second

and more excellent scheme, which required that the terms,

language, jargon, processes, and outward forms of the' Stock

Exchange should be familiar to his pupil. And this was the

reason why he went on teaching him, though fifty strong words

went to force one fact into that unreceptive brain. At last,

however, his pupil really did know the language of the Stock

Exchange, how things are done, and how he ought to talk

about them. And he was not an inch nearer knowing why
stocks went up and why they went down. Yet he thought

he must be ; and he made a little experiment. He bought
Egyptians—they had been steadily going up. Alas ! who can

foretell the effect of telegrams 1 They went down—down

—

down. Poor Olinthus ! unfortunate Tommy ! By this trans-

action he lost one hundred and fifty pounds.
'So,' said Mr. Colliber—who told him?—'you have been

trying your luck. I thought you would. Now, young man,
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mark my words. Those who attempt to gamble without

capital and knowledge court certain ruin. Do you hear ? Cer-

tain ruin and bankruptcy. It is not a pleasant thing, though

you have heard so much about it. How much have you
lost %

'

' A—a—hundred and fifty pounds,' said Olinthus, looking

horribly guilty.
' What would your uncle say if he were to hear of it ?

'

Olinthus' s knees trembled.
' Now, tell me, Gallaway, do you think you know anything

at all about the secrets of the market ?

'

'Nothing,' he replied bitterly. 'How can I know any-

thing ? Who was to teach me except yourself ? and you won't.

You led me on and taught me what the game is like, and then

you throw me over.'
' I am ready to help you still. But this time, on conditions.'

'Any conditions. Oh, Mr. Colliber, any conditions.'

And I really believe that had Mr. Colliber produced a

parchment with the usual form of sale and limitation of time,

and smell of sulphur, and pen to sign in blood, the young man
would have signed that parchment, so eager was he to begin to

get rich without trouble or labour of his own. But there was
no parchment.

Mr. Colliber took him to his home and there, standing on
the hearthrug while his pupil sat humbly at his feet, addressed
him in solemn words. He reminded his pupil that he had,

at great expense of time and trouble, taught him the various

operations of the stock market, and put him in the way of

understanding the whole business of dealing with shares and
stock. Olinthus had followed his advice on three separate

occasions with success ; and he had followed his own advice on
one occasion only, and then with disaster. That, although he
had spent many months in learning what he had learned, he
was still confessedly no more advanced in the real business

than when he began. Further, he pointed out to him that he
was now discontented with the slow business and small returns
of the oil trade, and continually tempted to repeat the little

transactions by which he had already profited ; that he had no
capital with which to play ; that, if his uncle found out what
he was doing, he would infallibly be turned out of the house

;

that, on the other hand, if Olinthus was willing to trust him,
follow his directions implicitly and hold his tongue, he would
yet make his fortune.

'But how? how? only tell me how!' cried Olinthus,
quivering with anxiety and eagerness.

Mr. Colliber, still speaking in the slow and measured way
which best illustrates the possession or the assumption of power,
went on to point out that for many reasons his own reappear-
ance in the City was as yet undesirable : that if for nothing
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else, it would not do for one who had formerly accomplished
such magnificent coups to dabble in little things ; that he waa
tired of inaction and wished for work again ; that he did not
intend to work for anybody but himself ; that, however, he
might find it useful to take a partner who should be put forward
as the nominal operator, and appear in the eyes of the world
as the actual and sole head of the firm. And, in effect, if he
could come to an arrangement with the fortunate Olinthus, that
post might be his.

' Mine !
' Olinthus gasped, ' mine ! you are not joking, Mr.

Colliber?'
' Yours. You must understand exactly. I sit behind and

pull the strings. You are to have no voice or will in the
business at all. You obey. If you disobey, the partnership
ceases ; if you talk about me, or let anyone in the world know
the secret, I turn you out. If you undertake the very smallest

transaction without my knowledge and instruction, you go.

You will be, in fact, my private secretary, my silent, confiden-

tial clerk, my right hand.'
' I see.'

The position was not dignified. On the other hand, if the

profits were large, what mattered the position 1 And nobody
would know.

' Outside,' Mr. Colliber went on, 'the position will be very

different. You will take credit for all
;
you will be looked upon

—you—' Olinthus thought there was almost too much contempt
in the tone— ' you, even—as a great financier ! you, who cannot

understand anything, and have learned nothing except the

jargon. You will rise by my help
;
you will acquire a great

fortune, by my help
;
you will live like a fighting cock, by my

help
;
you will make a great name, always by my help. It will

be your interest to' hold your tongue about the ghost in the

office
;
you will put on all the ' side ' you please—when you

are outside the office ; and your fortune will go on piling

itself up without your doing anything but send your clerks

about with my orders and receive your broker for my instruc-

tions, and spend the money in whatever ducks and drakes you
please.'

'Mr. Colliber,' said Olinthus, with effusion, 'this is indeed

a noble offer !

'

'I shall take,' said Mr. Colliber,' ' seventy-five per cent, of

the profits.'

' Oh !
' Olinthus's face lengthened, ' seventy-five per cent,

of the profits. Seventy—and what about the 1< >sses ?

'

' Fool' the'great financier thundered ;
' I said the profits.'

'And—and will the twenty-five percent.—merely a fourth

part—go far to make a fortune 'I

'

'Wait and you shall see. At first I shall arrange so that

you may not immediately yive up your partnership. But soon
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—very soon—it will be necessary to fly at higher game. Is it

a bargain, then %
'

'It is,' said Olinthus, thinking of his former gains.

'Twenty-five per cent., that would have been a hundred in six

weeks. That's eight hundred a year and more.'

'Much more,' said Mr. Colliber.

Then they shook hands, and Mr. Colliber produced a bottle

of the famous port, in which they drank together success to the

firm. While Olinthus imbibed the precious fluid, his brain on

fire with visions of the future, the senior partner drew up

certain notes and instructions for him to carry out the very

next morning. They were the first transactions of the firm,

and the executive partner when he came to carry out those

orders was terrified at their magnitude.

He went home, that evening, carrying with him besides the

instructions, the best part of a bottle of port. It was early, and

his mother and sisters were still sitting up. Olinthus took a

chair among them and proceeded, in a voice thick with emotion,

to dilate on the power of wealth, and the mean grovelling

methods of acquiring it which please some people. What had
his uncle made 1 Twenty thousand, perhaps a little more, and
he was seventy years of age. As for himself he had much
wider views ; he had looked about him ; he was not satisfied

with the old-fashioned way. Look at the money which might
be made by a man who knew how to set to work. Why all the

money in the world came to London ; it only wanted a steady

eye like his own, and a bold hand, such as he himself possessed,

to take hold of that money as it passed through London. His
mind, in fact, was now made up ; he should devote himself

seriously to the pursuit of wealth. He intended, and faithfully

promised, to make them all rich ; then they would leave this

confoundedly dull and deserted place, and take a house at the
West End, when he would marry Claire, and they would all

live together, give great parties, and receive the aristocracy of

the country ; he should join several high-class clubs and keep a

private hansom with a tiger in buttons ; he should have cham-
pagne every day ; he should keep a racehorse or two ; the girls

should have silk dresses and necklaces, and a carriage to drive

in ; he should, of course, play loo, baccarat, and Napoleon, all

night long with his friends ; he should, if he chose, go behind
the scenes at the theatre, and

' Olinthus, ' said his mother severely, ' you had bettergotobed.'

About this time several important things were observed by
the residents : one was that young Gallaway spent every even-
ing with Mr. Colliber. What were they about every evening ?

The next was that the young gentleman, always given to

self-importance, had now become phenomenally important, with
an air of mysterious reserve infinitely ™-<coking to his sisters.



156 ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

One evening, however, lie was observed by these anxious girls,

who would, if necessary, have looked through key-holes for the
good of their brother, to be dancing all by himself in a
secluded corner of the garden where he thought himself un-
observed. Yes, he put down figures in a pocket-book, and he
danced, with a countenance which betokened the highest satis-

faction. Yet that same evening Mr. Colliber had lost his

temper and called his junior partner fool and ass ; and Olinthus,

instead of rending his chief, meekly sighed and acquiesced,

asking for further instructions, and when he got home and found
a secluded corner he danced.

' Claire,' said Olinthus, ' nearly a year has passed. Already
I am in a position which would astonish you if I could only

speak! Have you heard anything from Will yet? But, of

course, one can't expect much of a mere clerk. Allen, accord-

ing to his mother, is starving.'
' I cannot listen to you,' Claire replied coldly, ' until the

three years are over.'

Another thing happened next which surprised the residents

very much. It was the disappearance of Mr. Colliber from
Monday to Saturday. He went away by an early train on
Monday morning and he returned on Saturday evening. He
had during the week a quiet lodging in the City itself, where

no fewer than forty thousand people do have a quiet lodging.

Hither came Olinthus in the day, at one o'clock, and in the

evening, for instructions.

Well might the executive partner laugh and dance. The
business was going on far more successfully than he had even

dreamed of in his wildest moments. They had small losses,

but the gains were great.

• • • •

Let us anticipate.

One day Mr. Colliber told his partner that he was to look

out for an office in a leading street on the ground floor.

Olinthus found one. The rent was enormous. His partner

told him to take it, to furnish it handsomely, to have his name
put up on a great brass plate, and to engage half-a-dozen clerks.

He was at the same time to resign his partnership in the oil

business. Olinthus obeyed blindly : his confidence in his

partner was complete : he took handsome offices, bought the

furniture, and put up the brass plate.

' And now,' said Mr. Colliber, ' you will take chambers in

Pall Mall
;
you will join a club—I can get you into as good a

one as you have a right to expect : you will drive in your own
cab to the office every day ; you will lay yourself out for giving

dinners. And mind how you talk. Don't be clever—but of

course you can't : be solid ; talk of stocks, but don't venture to

give an opinion or you will be found out ; and if you have

tastes for the theatre and things don't talk about them. Keep
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them dark. Mind ; be solid. Not too many rings ; one good
ring and a heavy gold chain. No glitter, no pretence

;
give

the best wines and the best of plain dinners. And get as many
men with money as you can iind to dine with you.'

Wonderful phenomenon ! In less than two years Olinthus
Gallaway was a power in the City ; his transactions were said

to be enormous ; he was credited with boundless resource,

extraordinary knowledge, and remarkable insight. Since the
failure of Mr. Colliber there was nothing like it. He under-
wrote new companies, backed up old ones, strengthened the
tottering, undermined the strong, was bull or bear and always
right, and seemed to know beforehand the dividend that was
going to bo declared. Wonderful young man ! Said to be
under five-and- twenty. So calm and cool in manner too, and
impenetrable. A young Napoleon of finance.

You know the story of Sinbad and the old man of the
island. How would it have been if the old man had been
invisible tc the rest of the world, and if Sinbad had gone about
pretending to be as free as anybody else, and that the apparent
stoop in his shoulders was a mere trick caused by too much
study as a boy.

This was exactly Olinthus's position. He sat in a gorgeous
office, yet at his side dangled a tube, and when no one was in

the office peremptory orders came to him with uncomplimen-
tary expressions. Also he had every morning, before the
office opened, and every evening after the clerks were gone,

to meet his partner and take his instructions. Yet he was
happy : he had his evenings, and besides, he was not one of

those thinskinned folk who are greatly moved by being abused.
Why, his uncle had often called him an ass and a fool when the
income was ten times less.

CHAPTER VI.

A FIRST STEP.

Shipwrecked sailors are always at their hungriest just before

a sail heaves in sight. The darkest hour is that before the dawn.
At this moment, when Allen's fortunes were really desperate,

and it seemed as if in a very few weeks he would be obliged to

go home or else to starve, he had the good luck first to make the

acquaintance of Lawrence Ouvry, and secondly, to meet with
his first success. And this came to him in a most unexpected
manner.

Among the regular Itabitues of the tavern was an old man
of seventy or thereabouts, who came every night without fail,

including Sundays. New-comers looked at him curiously, and
whispered to each other that he had never missed a single night
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for forty years, save and except in the month of September,
when he took his holiday. He always sat in the same place,
had the same dinner, and drank a glass of whisky and water
with a slice of lemon after his dinner ; at half-past eight he rose,

put on his hat, and went away. Where he came from and what
he was nobody knew. His manner was extremely dignified ; his
utterances were measured ; and he surveyed the room with the
air of Dryden in his coffee-house ; he read the evening paper
continuously, even while he was eating ; he seldom talked to

anybody, and his bald head and full white whiskers were as

much a part of the furniture every evening as the very chairs

and tables. Those who sat near him observed that his coat was
worn and threadbare, and his cuffs and collar frayed. The
table concealed his boots. It was a matter of surprise, therefore,

to John the waiter when this hermit began to converse with a

young gentleman newly arrived at the tavern, and when he
invited that young gentleman to sit next to him and put down
his paper in order to receive his remarks. In fact, the eager
looks and fresh cheeks of the young man attracted the veteran
at first, and Allen's modest deference to age pleased him. He
was old ; he liked respect, which is scarce at such taverns ; in

short, the young man interested him.
' You have but recently joined us, sir,' he said to Allen, when

they had got a little past the stage of the weather.
' It is not very long ago,' Allen replied, ' since I came here

first.'

' This is the modern home for wits,' he said. ' Here you
meet the journalists, the reporters, the descriptive writers,

even the editors of the age.'
' Yet there is not much wit,' said Allen, looking round him.

'Hush ! You do not listen. I have sat here a great many
years and I have listened. Not much wit, sir ? The place echoes

with wit. But to catch it you must listen. They think I am
reading the paper,' he whispered. 'No, sir, I am listenimr.

You are privileged, young gentleman, in coming here. When
I was a young man we resented the appearance of a new-comer.
He was an intruder unless he was a wit.'

'May I ask,' the old man whispered again across the table,
' if you are also in the Profession ?

'

' You mean the profession of Letters ?
' replied Allen. ' I

hope to be one of these days.'
' When we say, in this room, the Profession, we mean no

other. Other professions are trades. Who would sell pills or

parchment? Mere trades. Now we, sir, create; we providi-,

we invent.'

Surely, thought Allen, this man must be some great author.
' I am trying to find work of some sort,' Allen went on

;

that is, if I can find any that will suit me.'

'Ah !' replied the man of experience, 'I've gone through
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that myself. I was a good long time dodging about and picking
up odd jobs. Courage, young man ! Your turn will come. You
will, I make no doubt, succeed, in the long run, as well as I
myself.'

' Thank you,' eaid Allen gratefully.

Nor was it till the next day that he remembered frayed cuffs,

shiny sleeves, and other signs which are generally understood to

betoken poverty. To succeed as well as that illustrious unknown !

That meant apparently to dine daily for forty years off beef-steak
and beer, to have no friends, to lead the most monotonous and
solitary of lives. But perhaps there were compensations. There
were, in imagination.

A day or two afterwards the old man began again.
' You write poems, of course % So did I, once. And stories %

So did I, once. And plays, tragedies, and the like 1 So did I,

once. All that is froth and bubbles. You will settle down like

me to something solid.'

He stopped then because his steak was brought to him.
Could he be an historian ?

'Young men will be young,' the distinguished litterateur

went on, after he had eaten up that steak. ' And they will have
their illusion. One of them is that it is fine to write poetry and
fiction. Well, they soon learn better. In the end they find

out what is wanted and stick to that.'

Could he be a Quarterly Reviewer ?

'Look here, my boy,' the old fellow went on, 'I like your
face. I should like to give you a lift if I could. Perhaps you
are getting to the end of the tether.'

' I am indeed,' said Allen.
' Very well. I've been to the end of the tether often enough.

That's nothing. It only makes a man the more willing to work.
Yes, you are not rowdy like that young Irishman over there

—

though he's a reporter on the "News" and draws a handsome
screw—and you're not argumentative, like the Scotchman, nor
supercilious like that young fellow you are so much with. Very
well, then. What should you say if. Eh ? If I was to

Bay that perhaps I could put you in the way of doinc; some-
thing 1

'

He nodded mysteriously and for that night said no more.

A day or two afterwards lie informed Allen that the thing he
had in his mind was really coming off.

' What are you working at now 1
' he asked. ' Froth and

bubbles, I suppose, as usual.'

'As I could not do anything with my verses,' said Allen,

'I am trying to write some essays.'
' Humph ! Well, they may come in useful. We shall see.

Are you acquainted
,
young man'—he asked the question with

as much solemnity is an Oxford examiner— ' with the literature

of your native ~>un try ?

'
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' I believe so ; that is, I have read all the best writers and
know them pretty well.'

' And I suppose you don't know any other language 1
'

' Yes, I know French and German.'
' Do you, now ? There was a time when I would have given

a great deal for a knowledge of French. It was when I had a
chance of becoming a dramatist. At the time, I very much
regretted my ignorance of that tongue ; otherwise I have done
very well without it. Well and history, now ?

'

' I believe I know something about history.'
' It is all useful. About manufactures and arts, now ?

'

Allen laughed. ' I am afraid I know simply nothing of anj
manufactures or industries.'

' But—but—but that is a pity. In the matter of leather,

now ?

'

' Nothing about leather.

'

'A pity,' he repeated. ' Well, it can't be helped. We must
fall back on general knowledge and ability, though how we are

to get over the want of experience I can't tell. However, we
shall see . . we shall see.'

Again he closed his lips and said nothing more. But Allen
began to feel that something might really be going to happen.
He told his friend Ouvry.

'It will not be anything very brilliant,' said Lawrence.
' I know the old fellow by sight. But it may be worth taking.

There are so many things in literature that it is impossible for

you not to find something to carry on with if you can only get

an introduction or an opening.'

The offer came the very next day.

'I have had reason to know,' said the eminent litterateur,

' for some time past that an important project was in the wind.

Directly I heard of it, from the very outset, I connected that

project with you—with you, sir.' He spoke with so much
importance that Allen thought some great honour was about

to be conferred upon him. Was he the editor, perhaps, of the
' Quarterly Review ?

' Was he going to ask Allen to contribute

to the pages of a new Quarterly ? Allen's cheek flushed and his

pulse beat faster as he thanked him for his kindly consideration.
' The project,' said his patron, 'is to take the form of a new

paper.'
' Oh ! ' said Allen, breathless.
' A weekly paper.'
' Oh ! and you think '

' I am sure that you will be able to carry it on.'
' Carry on a weekly paper ? You mean work on the staff.'

' I mean, carry on the paper. The paper is to be an Organ,
sir. You will be editor, and sub-editor, and staff, and ail in

one. You will be yourself that paper.'
' An Orcan ?

'
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' The Organ, in fact, for the leather trade. He lowered his

voice and whispered the words. Allen's heart felt like lead.
' There must be for every Organ a trade editor, who knows

the market and can command confidence. There must also be
a literary editor, whose business it is to fill up the paper every
week. The proprietors will look after the advertisements.'

' To fill a whole paper 1

'

' Not to write it, of course ; but to make judicious selec-

tions, cuttings, stories, jokes, anything to make the paper
attractive.'

'I see,' said Allen, feeling very feeble.
' I was glad on the whole that you disclaimed any know-

ledge of leather. Some men have pretended. You did not.

Besides, your ignorance will help yon to keep up your position.

Take care never to know anything about leather and you won't
be put upon. In our profession we must despise trade.'

He then began to enlarge upon the nature of Organs in

general ; they were, he explained, often very paying properties

—look at the advertisements. Every Organ, however, had to

be nursed and carefully managed, and though the business part
was essential, the literary portion had to be considered with
much delicacy. Experience, he said, showed what people like,

and in that respect it is found that trades differ, so that what
attracts tallow repels oil ; and what pleases those who advance
the interests of malt may be quite thrown away upon the parti-

sans of flax. He would, therefore, have to feel his way.
Good heavens ! To be the editor of the Organ for leather !

Could there bo a more ignoble entrance into literature 1 Could
there be a rung on the ladder of literary success closer to the

mud 1

' And you yourself, sir 1 ' Allen asked.

'I have myself,' said the great man with pride, 'edited an
Organ for many years. It is a large and influential organ ; it

advocates the interests of—but hush ! another day. There are

listening ears.'

But Allen never did learn what was the great and influential

Organ edited by his friend.
4 Literature,' the successful man went on, ' is a great and

glorious profession. You are nobody's servant. I go to my
office as early as I please and I stay as late. I draw my salary

every week and I bring out my paper punctually. I am my own
master. Why, I might have been a clerk all my life slaving at

a desk.'

That might have been Allen's fate, too. But yet, was it

exactly promotion to exchange the service of a City firm for the

editorship of a trade Organ ?

' Do you,' he asked, ' write much besides your paper 1

'

'I do not,' replied the editor. 'I have had enough of

writing. I have contributed stories and sketches in my day.,

M
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But it is all froth—froth and bubbles. Anybody can write,.

Give me the solid work, editorial work—selection with judg>
ment.'

' I hope,' said Allen humbly, ' that I shall learn in time to
select with judgment.'

' No doubt you will—in time. But not if you waste yourself
in writing. Mind that : nothing destroys a man's judgment so
much as writing. Remember that.'

Not to write ! And yet to belong to the Profession !

'As for the pay,' the editor resumed, ' they will offer you,
I dare say, thirty shillings a week to begin with. They can't

offer less, and perhaps they will spring it to five-and-thirty if

they think you will do well.'
' Are you sure they will have me at all ?

'

' I have recommended you,' said the patron, with decision.
' I am sure,' said Allen, trying to be grateful, ' that I ought

to be very much obliged to you.'
' Not at all, Mr. Engledew. I wish you a very successful

career, and any advice I can give you I shall be happy to give.

John, I will, to-night, take a second glass of Scotch with lemon.
ki your expense, Mr. Engledew ? Well—considering—ahem

—

thank you—I assure you, Mr. Engledew,' and here something
like a tear stood in the old man's eye, ' I assure you that it is

more than twenty years since any one has invited me to take a

glass of Scotch, or of anything else. Time was, when this room
was filled every night with the wits of the last generation, and
things were said which got into the papers, that glasses of Scotch

were freely offered—but never mind. I hope it is not the last

glass of whisky I shall drink in your company, young gentleman,

or to your prosperity. I wish you luck, sir.'

The next day, when Claire was on her way home from

afternoon school, she was surprised to meet Allen walking

quickly along the road.
' Allen ! ' she held out both her hands.
' Claire, I came to meet you on your way home.'
'You have something to tell me, Allen. Let me look in

your face.'

She looked into his eyes. ' It is something not altogether

pleasant.'
' Not altogether, Claire, and yet '

' Your last letter is two months old. You ought to writa

oftener than that. Will writes by every mail. You ought not

to have stayed away so long '

' I have had nothing but disappointment. Would you have

had me come to tell you of every new attempt and every fresh

failure %

'

' If you tell me, I can bear half of the disappointment for

you. Now tell me nothing till wc get home. What a cold



ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. 163

east wind it is ! Let us run. You shall tell me everything
over a cup of tea. Are you lonely in London without my
father and Will and me, Allen ?

'

There was not the least touch of coquetry in the question.
' Horribly lonely, Claire.'

They ran side by side along the hard road in the twilight

like boy and girl. And something of the old feeling returned
to Allen.

' It is like the old time, this, Claire. You remember how
we all used to run home from the forest, side by side—you in

the middle/
' Of course I do. But there is no one to run with, now.'
The sight of her fresh blight face by itself seemed to soothe

Allen. He had come from town in an irritated condition. The
printers, who were going to run the ' Organ,' had seen him

;

they were kindly folk, but they saw in the applicant for the
editorship merely an inferior clerk, whose duty had probably
lain in the scissors and paste department. However, they
accepted him on the recommendation, and they would give him
five-and-thirty shillings a week for the job—hours to suit

himself. He could not afford to throw up the thing, but it

humiliated him. The pay was a wage : the work was mechani-
cal. Then he had seen his mother, and left her in tears because,

after all the waiting and waste of time, all he could show was a

small post as Editor—a name which conveyed no thought of

grandeur to her—on pay which was less than half of what he
had thrown over in the City. He was horribly irritated. Yet
at the mere sight of Claire his nerves were soothed. He re-

membered that in the old days it had always been so with her.

And then they came to the cottage (it was two or three months
before the accession to colossal wealth) and were out of the

cold east wind in the little room where they had spent so many
evenings.

'It is like a dream to be back here,' said Allen, 'or else

the last six months have been a long dream.'
' It is a pleasant dream, Allen '

Ho had thrown himself upon the rug before the fire, and she

stood over him with her calm sweet smile, and the tender look

which never left her eyes when they rested upon Allen.
' \

T
im are changed a little, Allen,' she said.

' How am I changed ?

'

'You shall tell me presently how.'
' At least, you are not changed, Claire. I knew that, failure

or not, you would bo the same.'
' Always the same, Allen,' she replied. ' There are three

people in the world at least who must be always the same to

each other.'
' Always,' he echoed.

M 2
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' While you and Will are fighting your way, I am waiting
for your success.'

' Success !
' he repeated scomfu'ly.

' Why, of course, Allen. If not to-day, then to-morrow.
Do not cease to believe in yourself—and in my father. Do you
think he would have taken so much trouble if he had not been
perfectly certain that you would succeed ?

'

Her words fell upon his thirsty soul like dew on the dry land.
' You always cheer me, Claire. What is it ? When I am

with you I am not anxious or restless. I don't feel as if I ought
to be doing something. It is the sound of your voice, or the
look of you—and this dear old room. Good Heavens ! to think
of the evenings we have spent here ! And listen ! There is

the sound of the wind among the trees of the Forest. Claire, I
must come back again and dream.'

' Come sometimes, Allen. It is good to dream a little. If

it were not for dreams, you would do nothing.'
' It is like the old times. Play me something, Claire, so

that I may feel that the months have gone backward.'
She sat down and played softly.

' It is the old time,' he went on. 'I have just come back
from the City. Don't you expect Will to-night ? I have got
some new verses for you. Shall we read Chateaubriand ? Shall

we have.a little causerie ? Hark ! I hear Will's footstep.'

The girl stopped playing and looked round sharply. Then
she blushed, and went on, but presently stopped again.

' Old times are gone, Allen, and never will come back again.

Now tell me, before my father comes home, exactly what has
happened.'

He told his story from the beginning : how he had ex-

perienced nothing but failure and disappointment ; how he had
been taken up by the queer old fellow at the chop-house ; how
he presently threw out hints of work which might possibly be
offered him, and how Allen had indulged in the pleasing dream
that it would be good work, such as would help him onwards,
and how the work turned out to be nothing in the world but
the editorship of a trade Organ—that is to say, the judicious

selection, stealing, cutting out and pasting together of stories,

adventures, joke«, and paragraphs to fill the columns which
were not occupied by the strictly commercial part of the paper

;

and how the Organ was to represent and defend the best

interests of leather.

When Claire fairly understood that Allen's first step in

literature was to edit an Organ of leather she began to laugh
;

the more she thought of it the more she laughed ; in her senti-

mental way he expected that she would sympathise with him,
and be indignant with fate. But she laughed, and then he
began to laugh too. And in this mood Hector found them, and
had to be told the whole story over again.
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'After all,' said Allen, 'it is something. I was obliged to

tell my mother, who recalled the fact that at Brimage and
Waring's I was drawing a hundred and fifty, and should have
had two hundred this year, without speaking of the China
business. I left her in tears. She says she is resigned at last.

I wish she wasn't. Resignation is such a hopeless frame of

mind. It seems like a breach of the fifth commandment to

make your mother resigned.'
' Do they,' asked Claire anxiously, ' do they find the paste ?

'

' I believe so. It would have shown independence to make
it for oneself. And the scissors also will be office property.

And oh ! Claire, I have so much besides to tell you.'

He had indeed ; he had to tell, because he had been ashamed
to write the details in his letters, the degradation of his visits

to publishers, and how new poetry was a thing regarded by no
man. Then he had to talk about the men he met at his tavern,

and how they talked. It was all new to Claire, and all delight-

ful ; and, lastly, he had to talk about his friend and adviser-in-

chief, Mr. Lawrence Ouvry.
' You would like him, Claire, because he is not like anybody

you ever met. He takes everything for granted. We always
thought it such a splendid thing to ce an artist or a writer, fie

talks as if anybody could write if he pleased. He knows all

the great men, and talks as if they were no greater than the

small men.'
' Then I should not like him,' said Claire.
' Yes, I think you would. But he makes you feel as if it

were all play-acting and he was taking you behind the scenes.

And he tells stories—little stories, you know—about the men
we have taught ourselves to venerate. He has been kind

to me.'
Tor that reason, Allen, I will try to like him,' said Claire.

' Thank you, Claire. He has taught me a great deal. For
instance, I have discovered that I know next to nothing of the

world.'
' Pardon me,' said Hector, ' you know a great deal of the

world. I took care of that. You know, it is true, nothing of

society. But that is only a very small part of the world.'
' Yes,' said Claire, ' we know nothing of society. How

should we 1
'

Allen passed on to the next point.
' And then he told me what I did not understand before,

how to try a beginning. The poetry must wait, Claire
'

'Oh! Allen.'
' Yes ; it must wait for better times. Do not think that I

shall give up writing verse ; but meantime I must try in a

different line. Publishers and editors are always wanting what
people will read. I must try to find out what they like best,

and write for them.'
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'Allen, the people must learn to like whatever you offer

them.'
' And there is another thing ; no man, he has taught me,

can help a writer beyond the first introduction. For the rest,

he must help himself. I feel a little humiliated, Claire ; but I

think I am the better for all these lessons. See in what a fool's

paradise I used to live !

'

He was changed by his six or seven months of this solitary

London life ; his cheeks were thinner and his eyes were sadder

—they were full of his disappointments. And to Claire it

seemed a sad downcoming of his lofty aims, not that he should

edit an Organ, but that he should be prepared to write what
people wanted to read instead of giving nothing but his highest

and his best. ' My daughter,' said Hector, ' you do not know
that it is Necessity, the first Master of Arts, who draws forth

their best from those who have anything good to give, as well

as their worst from those who have nothing.'

CHAPTER VII.

GERTRUDE HOLT.

* Englede'W,' said Lawrence Ouvry—it was in his Chambers,

and the time was midnight— ' I want to take you to a house in

Bayswater.'
' Who lives in the house %

'

'A cousin of mine. Her name is Holt—Gertrude Holt.

She wants to make your acquaintance. It is not exactly the

trumpet of fame—yet : but she has heard of you.'
' Your own doing, in fact.'

' Very likely. Perhaps you will say that you have not any

yearning to go to that house. Wherefore, listen. My cousin

is an old lady, and she has been writing all her life. If you

ever read contemporary literature—which you don't—you would

know her name. She has written novels, verses, biographies-

all kinds of things.'

'I do know her name,' said Allen. 'But I have not read

her novels. And yet '

' Wait a little. She is not much of a cousin, pretty far

removed, in fact. But we belong to a common stock and we
all, somehow, get our living in the Inky Line. She is a dear

old lady, and she likes to be called by her Christian name,

which I think is a pretty fancy. There is a piquancy about

calling an old lady by her Christian name. It is like making

love to your grandmother. When you know her, you shall call

her Gertrude, too.'

Well—but—-'
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' Wait a while. She lives at Bayswater with another cousin

nho is much younger. She knows all the literary people,

except the baser sort and the younger sort, and she receives on
Thursday evenings. So, if you go there with me you will meet
the members of the profession you admire so much, and see

them without their pens in their hands.'
' I should very much like to go,' said Allen, ' but '

' Hear me out. Gertrude likes to have clever people about
her, especially young clever people. These are more difficult

to catch than the olds, because young women want them too.

Now a young, with all kinds of romantic possibilities, is much
more interesting than an old, who has said all he is going to

say. You will find her a charming old lady : she doesn't run
after new fashions, but has her standards. She knew Words-
worth, as she will soon tell you. She has an enormous quantity
of beliefs, almost as many as you have yourself. For instance,

she believes in the greatness, grandeur, and immortality of

literature generally ; and in the glory of the writing profession

;

and in the virtues of her fellow creatures ; in the rapid advance
of civilisation, in the perfection of the race, and so forth.

Otherwise, she is quite sensible ; she doesn't believe in painters

who can't draw ; nor in poets who have got nothing to say ; nor
in novelists who've got no story to tell ; nor in any beauty
except of the old-fashioned kind. And of such is the kingdom
of heaven.'

' It is very good of you,' said Allen, ' but '

'I've given you an excellent character,' Lawrence went on,

'much better than you deserve, and I've promised to bring you.
If she likes you she will talk about you and give you the
backing up you want to begin with. It is in your own interest

that I want you to go.

'

' But you have always been preaching that no one can help
a writer.'

' No one can in his writing ; but people can talk about him
when he has begun to write. Don't you see 1 They can force

a man.'
' I suppose so, but '

' And then, Engledew, it does a man good to be seen about
a little and to have ladies interested in him. You must go
with me.'

'It seems ridiculous,' said Allen in embarrassment, 'to

make objections, but the fact is, I don't like, as we used to say

at school.'
' Why don't you like ?

'

' Well—because— can't you see ? I have done nothing yet.

I should feel myself a pretender.'
' Why 1 You don't pretend to anything. You are a simplo

visitor, that is all. Only we have agreed between us that you
are clever and that you are going to get on.'
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* And—and—and then,' Allen reddened again, ' I am not
even in the position of a gentleman ; I am nothing at all but
the editor of a Trade Circular.'

Lawrence laughed.
' I knew you were working round to that. My dear fellow,

no one will ask how you earn your daily bread. They will talk

to you ; if you are seen pretty often at my cousin's Thursdays,
they will remember you ; and when your first book comes out,

they will wonder if it is the same man they have met, and rush
to read it and tell all the people they know, outside the literary

circle, what a delightful man you are to talk to, and how
handsome you are, and what great big eyes you've got. Then
the outside people will feel what an honour and a privilege it is

to know you, and will become green with envying those who
have that privilege.'

There were, in reality, two other reasons why Allen
hesitated. He did not advance these reasons, but he felt them.
The first thing was—the historian himself blushes at writing

down the fact—that he had no dress-clothes. Think of this, he
had come to two-and-twenty years of age, and he had not even
a dress-coat. Setting aside those who have been wrecked in a

desert island in early youth, there are really very few who have
never seen any society at all. But this could be said of Allen.

He never had. I use the word ' society ' in its liberal sense,

not in that narrow and idiomatic sense which daily brings

bitterness to so many households. Few, indeed, are they who
can be said to belong to Society, with the capital letter. But
we may remember that there is social intercourse, if not society,

of a humble kind, even among professional men, merchants,

authors, and so forth. One hears—so deeply has civilisation

permeated—of dances, music, dinners—they even take their

food together—among these people. And yet Allen had never

once assisted at any rejoicing, assemblage, or festive gathering

of his fellow-creatures. Nobody rejoiced in the village. He
had never seen dancing except on the stage. He had never

been in any other person's house, except the Cottage, which
gave him, outside his books, all the culture and breeding he
possessed. And now that there came this chance of going into

society he hesitated. Somehow Allen, always reading about

men and women, their doings, and their attempts and their

ambitions, never thought about society at all. He was still a

lad of books ; still at the age when bookish young men read

everything and learn voraciously. His books were enough
for him.

Lawrence's invitation reminded him that there was a world,

an active, talking, gregarious world, outside his books : the

world he was always reading of : the world of amusement,
recreation, and talk : a world of romance and fair ladies. And
now there was an opening, and it made him a little nervous.
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He saw that he must go
;
yet it was a new thing for him. He

knew he should be awkward, yet it would be foolish indeed to

refuse.
' You see, Engledew,' said Lawrence carelessly, ' it is just

as well to accustom yourself to the talk and ideas of the people

with whom you are destined to live. Besides, a man who lives

loo much by himself loses the manner of society.'

'I've never had any manner to lose,' said Allen, and he
understood that the proposal was designed by his friend as a

part of his education. He went home that evening with the

uneasy feeling which naturally precedes a plunge into unknown
waters. Besides, it was humiliating to realise that he knew
nothing, absolutely nothing, of society. How should he have
a ' manner ' 1 And then one ought to know what they do and
say at these evenings. He had read of French salons, and he
thought (being a very ignorant youth indeed) that perhaps at

Miss Holt's ' At homes ' the men would vie with each other in

epigram, repartee, wit, and anecdote, and the ladies would
encourage the encounter of wits and smile upon the most
successful. As for himself he perceived that he must stand in

the background and look on. A new-comer would not be
expected to distinguish himself.

' I don't promise you a very brilliant evening,' said Law-
rence, 'but perhaps the people are a little less uninteresting
than at some houses.'

' Will you tell me who they are 1 It would be foolish to
stand beside a great man and not know it.'

' Their names ought to be chalked on their backs. If there
are any great men I will find them out. Most of them are the
little great men. They rally round Gertrude in force.'

Miss Holt lived in one of the few old houses left of the old
suburb of Bayswatering. It had been a small country resi-

dence. There was a large square hall with two little rooms on
either side ; and the drawing-room, which had been added on
to the original house, was on the first floor and had a special
staircase. The house stands behind a brick wall with its back
to the road and looks out on a little garden.

They went upstairs and Allen found himself in a drawing-
room already pretty full of people, though it was still early

;

the walls were covered with pictures, those at one end being
all portraits ; the furniture, even to Allen's inexperienced eye,
was old-fashioned, yet not unlovely.

' Wait a moment,' said Lawrence. ' My cousin is exchanging
the usual compliments with one of her old friends. When they
have finished I will introduce you.' Allen saw, sitting in an
arm-chair by the fireside, a lady with white hair talking with
every appearance of vivacity to a man of her own generation, so
to speak—that is to say, somewhere well on in the sixties. 'He
is an editor,' Lawrence explained; 'he runs an old-fashioned
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review. He comes here every Thursday, and they have a crack
over old times.'

Allen looked with awe upon an editor ; a man who was able
to accept and refuse manuscript ; who could make a man.

Then Lawrence presented him to his hostess, who received
him with a pleasant smile.

'I am very glad to see you here, Mr. Engledew,' she said,

with a little more emphasis than she would have employed for

a young man not reported to be clever. ' My cousin Lawrence
promised to bring you if you would come. Young men, nowa-
days, are not easily persuaded, except for a dance.'

Her hair was abundant and of the creamy white ; her grey
eyes were clear and bright ; her face was covered with innu-
merable wrinkles and her cheeks worn

; yet it was a beautiful

face still, and must have been beautiful in every age. She was
quite old now, yet her smile was as sweet, and her eyes as

kindly, and-her voice as musical, as when she was a young girl,

and had never written a single word ; so sovereign against the
bitterness of age and experience is that old-fashioned medicine
called the Good Heart. ' We will have some talk presently,

Mr. Engledew,' she said. 'LaAvrence has told me about your
ambition. You have, he says, a generous enthusiasm for

literature. To me it is a dreadful thing to see young men
taking up literature as a profession with no more feeling or

reverence than if they were going into a solicitor's office. Think
of Wordsworth talking of his life's work, as if anybody could

have done it. If ever there was a profession in which a Yocation
was needed ' She stopped and sighed. ' Do not lose your
respect for your work, Mr. Engledew.'

' The least we can do,' said Allen, ' is to believe in the thing

we work for.'

'Yes'—the reply pleased her—' without faith nothing great

can be accomplished.'

Then she began to ask him, with a beautiful sympathy in

her voice, about his work and if he had anything ready, and if

he would let her see some of it—all as if she was quite sure,

beforehand, that he was going to do something great. And it

made Allen feel as if he was already dressed in silken raiment,

and set upon a cream-white ass with a crown upon his head, and
conducted through the streets of Bagdad as one whom the Caliph

was pleased to honour—a strange and delightful sensation. Yet
Gertrude Holt was not flattering him. She had lived all her
life among those who attempt and with those who succeed. It

was nothing strange to her that this young man should also

attempt. And Lawrence said he was clever, and he looked clever.

Then other people came, and Allen had to step aside.
' Come,' said Lawrence, ' there is another cousin I must

introduce you to.' He took him to the opposite side of the

room where, beside a piano, stood a young lady, tall and of
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graceful figure, talking to the great editor. 'Isabel,' said

Lawrence, 'let me introduce my friend, Mr. Engledew.'

The girl turned the sunniest of faces to Allen, and bowed
with a look which betokened rather more than the usual amount
of curiosity and interest in a new visitor. This, then, she

thought, was the friendless young man ' found ' in a Fleet Street

chop-house by Lawrence, just as a child might be found upon a

doorstep. This was the young man come up to London, after a

spell as a city clerk, with a pocket full of poems and not a single

friend ; the young man whose enthusiasm her cousin Lawrence
found so wonderful ; the young man whom they were to receive

and to form. Allen observed the look of curiosity and blushed
;

but then he blushed on very small provocation. It was a sign

of self-consciousness, rawness, inexperience, and vanity. Isabel

thought at first sight that here was a man who looked like a
poet. She knew nearly all of the tribe. There are only a dozen
professional poets in all London, and only two of them look the
part. For a poet may be grey-headed, but he should not be
bald ; he may be short but never fat ; he may wear & pince-tic-

but not spectacles ; he should talk well but not with an obvious
striving after epigram ; he should be sensitive, but not carry his

vanity openly on his sleeve for the daws to peck at ; lie should
not be restless but should possess his soul in serious tranquil-

lity. Enfin—Allen did look like a poet, even more than the
two whom Isabel accepted as equal in appearance to the part.

A youth with high forehead, large and luminous eyes not hidden
by his pince-nez, mobile lips, blushing cheeks, and tall slender
figure, and the narrow shoulders which seem to belong naturally
to men of books. If appearance means anything, her cousin
Lawrence was right, and this was a poet.

If appearance means anything, then, Allen hastily concluded,
Miss Isabel Holt must be a very pleasing young' lady. The
fashion of wearing the hair showed her shapely head, and the
fashion of dress showed her shapely figure ; her hazel eyes were
bright and rather full, and her face was animated and full of
expression. I have heard that there are girls who have the
most astonishingly sweet faces with no corresponding sweetness
of character; but I have never yet met any. There are also
said to be girls who have wonderful graces and virtues without
any corresponding sweetness of face ; but I have not met any.
And there are, perhaps, girls— I do not know, there may be-
so unhappy as to be sweet neither in face nor disposition.
Isabel Holt's face was not classically beautiful, but a good face
of the better kind, full of light and life, sunshine lying in it

always, brightness in her clear eyes, kindness in her lips, with
soft brown hair, and she was dressed as some London maidens
with good taste and command of money can dress. She did
not, for instance, dress so well as Claire ; but yet she dressed
with better taste than many of her acquaintance.
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' We heave heard of you, Mr. Engledew,' she said, just like
the elder lady, ' and we are very glad you have come to see us.

You have not long teen in London, have you 1
'

'Tell him, Isabel,' said Lawrence, 'who are here to-night.'
She began to talk about her guests. One was an art critic

of the latest school, and Allen smiled, thinking of the old old
phrases dressed up with the new new adjectives. There was a
novelist of good repute, and he looked like none of his characters,
which surprised Allen; there was another of no repute who
wore double glasses and looked intellectual. There was a
bright-faced young man who had made some name as a poet,
and Allen, listening, thought that his talk, which was continuous
and clear, and as full of epigram as a fire of thorns is full of

crackles, was better than his verses ; but he didn't say so,

because that poet was as sensitive as an ^Eolian harp ; and
another poet who had made no name outside the little circle of

his own frjends, who also bore himself intellectually. There
was a big man with spectacles who wrote fairy stories, and a

little fat man who wrote the most beautiful L>ve stories ; and a

retired singer, and a man supposed, like Colle or Tallemant des

Re'aux, to be writing malicious Memoirs of the Nineteenth
Century, and a sharp keen-eyed man from Scotland who was a

journalist.

And so on ; nobody in the room who had not done something.

Most of them were elderly men and women, but there was a,

sprinkling of girls, so that the room was not without the charm
of youth. And Allen observed the singular and affectionate

respect paid by everybody to Miss Holt, whom they all addressed

by her Christian name. Her chair was a throne round which
little groups continually formed, melted away, and formed
again.

When Isabel left him Allen retired to a corner and looked

on with interest and curiosity. This, then, was society; this

was such a gathering of people as he had read of over and over

again, but never understood. And no straining or effort in the

talk ; it was continuous, rippling, and cheerful talk, but he felt

that it was as yet impossible for him ; they were talking of books

and pictures and poetry, but all belonging to the season, and
Allen knew nothing about them ; nobody—which was remark-

able—tried to show how clever he was. There was no epigram
and no repartee ; they all talked as if they were quite common
people, and as if it did not matter at all what they said, and as

if the man supposed to keep a diary was not among them taking

notes. It was pleasant to listen, and delightful to watch from
the obscurity of his corner the bright faces of the girls. But no
clever things said at all

!

'In these latter days,' said Lawrence, when Allen afterwards

remarked upon this fact, ' we keep our cleverness, if we have

got any, for our writings. Among literary people it is perhaps
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dangerous to be clever. There was a clever talker onco at the

club, and it was wonderful to notice, until he dried up, how the

same epigrams appeared in the leading articles of all the journals

and reviews. Keep your good things, Engledew, to yourself,

and make a note of all the good things that you hear from other

people.'

Allen was introduced to two or three people, but they thought

him stupid or shy because he knew nothing of the current talk,

nor could he respond at all to the usual openings. And they

wondered who this handsome, retiring youth might be, and what
was his line. They asked Gertrude, but she only smiled, and
said they might ask her again in six months' time. It was, then,

only another Inky Boy. But that with Gertrude was to be
expected.

Presently Allen thought he saw an opportunity, and ven-

tured to join a new group forming round Miss Holt. She smiled
and pointed to a place beside her chair where he could stand.

She was talking about a certain diary which had just been
published

.

' We ought not,' she said, 'to allow the weaknesses of our
great writers to be published. It is shameful ; of course they
have weaknesses ; they are men, and they grow old and suffer.

Why should we proclaim to the world that a man, whose words
have moved the whole English-speaking race, was sometimes
peevish and ill-natured? My dears,' she was surrounded by
the younger people, ' the greatness of a man is in the work of
his life, not in his home circle. We cannot, thank heaven,
lessen that greatness by finding out that he was not always un-
selfish. The work remains, and we ought not to expect great
men to be always saying remarkable things. I knew Words-
worth very well, but I never heard him say one single remark-
able thing. Yet he must always be to me the greatest and
grandest figure, because he has moved my heart so deeply and
taught me so much.'

' But, Gertrude,' said one of the girls, ' you would destroy
all the Memoirs.'

' They are very impertinent things, my dear, and are only
written to make great men small, if they can. What I want is
that we should keep the great achievements always before one's
mind and forget the littleness. Dear me ! when one reads how
one great writer was too fond of port and another of tobacco,
and another of opium, and another was horribly vain, and
another found fault with his friends, what does it amount to 1

It is, to be sure, dreadful to think that after saying the most
beautiful things and putting the most beautiful thoughts into
our heads, the poor dear poet should lock himself up and drink
gm-and-water, but think of the thousands who drink the gin
and do not write the poetry.'

' You would have us believe in everybody, dear Gertrude,'
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said another of the group, ' even if he proved contemptible in
daily life.'

' Why, my dear, all the more in that case. Because he has
fought against his lower nature so as to trample it down if only
for the time, and to become noble and great in his thoughts.
But perhaps some men are two men, one of them great and the
other mean. We need care nothing about the second man, but
only concern ourselves with the first.'

Allen took no part in the talk, but he listened.

'Mr. Engledew agrees with me,' said Miss Holt, looking up
at him. He did, he showed it in his eyes ; but this sudden
appeal to him confused him, and he could only stammer a few
words.

Then a young lady sang a song to Isabel's accompaniment.
It was a German song, full of emotion and yearning. Allen
thought he^would get it for Claire, whose voice was fresher and
stronger than this girl's, and yet, he could perceive, not half so

well trained. And then they all began to ask Isabel to recite

something. She stood up before them all, and joining her
hands recited Browning's splendid poem of 'Herve'Biel.' Allen
had never before heard a fine poem recited by a girl. It was
wonderful. His pulse beat, and his cheek glowed. Isabel had
a strong voice, full and musical ; she possessed a fine instinct

for acting ; she had trained her voice, and cultivated her
genius ; her gestures, her face, the expression in her eyes, her
intonations fitted the words ; they did more, they interpreted

the words. This is the true power of the actor— to put into the

lifeless words the very soul of the poet, the very inspiration

itself. When Isabel finished she looked, perhaps by accident,

at the strange guest, who stood beside Gertrude's chair with

flashing eyes and parted lips. Never before had she felt so

strongly her own power. Do not laugh at Allen because he was
carried out of himself by a recitation in a drawing-room.

Remember that the piece was ' Herve Riel,' and the artist was
—Isabel.

The rest of the evening seemed flat
;
presently the people

began to go away, till there were only left Lawrence and
Allen.

'You will come again, Mr. Engledew?' said his hostess.

' I am sure you will like my Thursdays when you know my
friends, and Isabel, and me. But I want to talk to you alone.

Will you come in the afternoon and take a cup of tea with us ?

We are generally alone then, and I have such a great deal to

say to you—only the advice of an old woman. But then, you

know, old women are always wonderful for wisdom. That is

why they used to burn us—jealousy and envy, my dear.'
' To go to that house,' said Lawrence, ' and to talk with that

old lady is like going back forty years—yes, exactly forty years.

Think of it ! Forty years ago all the women—except Harriet
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Martineau—were religious, and all the unmarried ones were
submissive.'

' Are they not religious still ?

'

'Engledew,' said Lawrence, stopping short, 'you really

must not ask such questions. You have spent your whole life,

I believe, in a convent among nuns. I shall have to take you
to another kind of evening—a Sunday evening with an Advanced
set, who will show you how much religion is left for some of

them. Let me go on—they were submissive ; and they were
meek ; they believed tremendously in the bishop, and largely in
the curate ; they thought the majority of men were virtuous,
courageous, disinterested, and that they practised all the rest of

the now exploded virtues ; they were brought up in the old

maxim founded on Oriental custom, that a good woman should
not be talked about, but that she should be known only as the
Mother of the Gracchi ; that a woman must not speak in public,
but sit in the assembly with her veil drawn closely, hidden from
everybody but her husband ; that for a woman to publish can
only be excused on the ground of great and singular gifts. Ger-
trude was brought up in these beliefs, and she holds them still.'

'At all events, they have made her very charming.'
' And Isabel ?

'

' She also,' said Allen, hesitating, ' if I may say so, is also

charming.'
' I think she is,' Lawrence said critically. ' Some day, I

suppose, I shall marry Isabel. She is a pupil of Gertrude's
;

she can't write, but she can worship, and she can act. She's a
quiet girl, but she has her gifts. You will go there again '?

'

' I shall go,' said Allen with decision, ' as often as I am
asked.'

CHAPTER VIII.

AT SHANGHAI.

To the stayer at home the lot of the young man who goes cut
to the colonies or to foreign parts appears exciting and adven-
turous. The very name of the Rocky Mountains, or California,

or China, or New Zealand, or Australia suggests adventure,
peril, and continual calls for courage, coolness, presence of

mind, bravery, and endurance. As a matter of fact there are

more adventures, more perils, and more excitements in a year
of London, to those who use their London aright, than in any
average ten years of any average colony. What could be any-
where more romantic than the prospect opening out beforo

Olinthus who stayed where the money is ? What more pic-

turesque than the promise of starvation which greeted Allen 1

What more dull than the daily life of Will in far Shanghai?
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Will wrote to Claire every month ; he had little to tell about
himself after the first impressions ; his letters were like his
talk—practical, self-reliant, and strong. Allen consulted her,

sought sympathy, and wanted encouragement. Will, on the
other hand, went his own way, understanding what he meant
to do. He asked no sympathy, but rather offered his own.
Allen talked perpetually about himself. Will, of other people
—of Claire, of her father—hardly ever of himself. Claire read
his letters, as she talked with Allen, with a strange and absorb-
ing interest. She was watching the development of two
characters which, as she now saw, were widely different. Both
of them had said that they loved her. She knew that some day
she would hear that said again ; her cheek glowed when she
thought of it ; but of her own answer she would not think.

She loved them both, if not both in the same way—then—but
it would be foolish yet to think there was any difference. At
present, at least, they were as her brothers.

Poets and the writers of sweet love tales have all made a great

mistake in treating, I think, the emotion and passion called love

as if it was exactly the same in the heart of a girl as in the heart

of her lover. I am sure that it is not the same. The fierce and
passionate longing that tears the masculine bosom is not known
to the maid : the young man falls in love— one does not mean
the young man who waits until he can afford the luxury of

love, and then casts a critical eye around when the people are

standing up to sing, but the child of nature

—

Homo communis,

amator—because he cannot help it ; then he is seized with a

great ardour of yearning, quite regardless of his chances of

success. Such yearning it was, such ardour, which the exiled

Will had to endure in silence, and not even to let a glimpse of

it be shown in his letters. But a girl does not so fall in love
;

she gives her heart to whom she chooses, but she gives it when
she pleases. This, my dears, is a difference indeed. And those

who would confute this opinion must be fair ladies experienced

in the emotions produced by courting and billing, cooing and
wooing, not young maidens who derive their ideas of love from the

novels of men, and of women who imitate men ; of poets, and
of women who imitate poets.

Allen brought her his poems—not love verses ; Will sent

her presents. So, each in his own way, they showed that she

was in their minds. I do not know whether she liked best to

have Allen's verses or Will's presents. It was delightful to see

Allen's touch grow firmer, his command of language stronger,

and his verse shake off by degrees the shackles ol imitation.

It was pleasant to open the little parcels wrapped up so care-

fully ; to wonder what was inside ; to find a packet of tea,

fragrant, wonderful, such as cometh not to the English mcrket,

but is all reserved for the table of the luxurious Muscoviau or

the Sybarite of Siberia ; the scented boxes in wood cunningly
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carved and wrought ; dainty useless wonders in ivory ; or the

roll of delicate web-like silk. Better than the presents were
the letters, which brought back to her the strong voice, the

brave face, and the courageous bearing of the lad who wanted
neither counsel, nor help, nor sympathy. His letters were her

own, but she read them aloud to her father, and then sent them
to Allen ; and she treasured them up carefully with Allen's

poems.
' One of the first things, ' Will wrote, ' that are unexpected

after so many strange things which one has read about is, that

the life of the English residents seems in parenthesis. No one
seems to be living his own life, but something else—something
temporary ; as if we were all expecting to go home again in the

course of the afternoon or the next day, and therefore it does

not much matter what we do just for the few hours which remain
;

or as if we were convicts doing our time ; or as if we were poli-

tical exiles, who might be recalled at any moment ; or as if we
were in some way birds of passage. Many of us, in fact, are,

and have lived in all kinds of places. The next thing that is

strange to such an untravelled man as myself is the meeting with

men who have been all about the world and had all kinds of

experiences. Yesterday I dined with a man who knows all the

islands in the Pacific, or nearly all. There was with us another
man who knew the Andes, ami another who had gone all across

Siberia. If one could only meet these men at home !
" But at

home," as one of my newly made friends said, " we should be
clerks in the City, or junior partners at best ; we should live in a

suburb, and never see anybody interesting at all." That is very
true, and I am sure it is a splendid thing for a man to come
abroad for awhile

;
yet not for too long, or his life will be spoiled.

I saw the same man the other day looking at the cemetery. There
were tears in his eyes, f ' I was thinking," he said, " of the poor
beggars who die out here." "It is not the being buried in a

cemetery in China, but the spending all your days out of Eng-
land." That is the point. Cue may have to spend all one's days

here. In our House, however, they have always recalled a man
after good service, and provided for him at home. Claite, do
you remember—but, of course, you do—how we used to go and
look at the little graveyard, so deserted and forgotten, on the

road to Abridge ? Allen wrote a poem on it, and the old tombs,
their epitaphs illegible, and the long forgotten dead. It is

strange, but whenever I see the cemetery here I think of that

far oil' lonely graveyard.

' Nobody knows here what I mean when I say that I come
from Hainault Forest. No one has ever heard of it. They
think it is somewhere in Flanders, and the more learned among
us connect me with Edward III. and the Black Prince and
Froissart. It seems odd to belong to a place so little known. I

Lave never yet come across anvbodv hern who knows the Eaafc
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End of London at all. When I tell them that Hainault Forest
is at the East End they cry, " Oh, part of Whitechapcl ! " And
I hear that my father, instead of being one of a body of most
illustrious bankrupts, is supposed to be something small in the
retail way in the Whitechapel Road.

' The people are pleasant. There are a great number of
dinners and dances. I have learned to waltz ; and there are some
pleasant and lively girls to dance and to talk with. Oh, Claire,
to think that we never waltzed together ! We ought to have
taught ourselves

; you should have danced with Allen while I

whistled a tune for you. We would Lave pushed the table in
the corner to make room. A pretty couple you would have been.
And then Allen should have whistled—no, he should have played
on his lyre while you and I danced. I should like to have seen
Apollo twanging away like anything while the Muses spun round.
It was a most unfortunate omission in our otherwise careful
education. I am not, you see, pining for home, though I should
like, above and beyond all things, to live in England and to be
near you again—if the old times could return, which they never
quite do. Otherwise I am perfectly happy here. I have seen a
great quantity of most interesting things ; many more than ever I

looked to see. I am living among a most remarkable people,

whose Avays are not our ways. I have learned the manners and
customs of people who have not been brought up in a village of

paupers. Besides dancing, I have learned to ride, to talk without
arguing, to smoke cigarettes, and to play whist, which is an im-

mense resource in itself. There are plenty of books and maga-
zines—a great many more than I ever had access to before—to

read. As for adventures, there are none as yet ; as for work, it

is as monotonous here as in England. I dreamed when I came
out of doing something considerable in the way of a coup, in

order to show them at home what a good man of business I am,

but the routine is almost as unbroken as at home. I am like a.

knight who put on all his armour and went out in search of

adventures and found none. I might as well have looked fur

them in the Chigwell Road.

' I am looking, tell Allen, for his first production. Tell him
he must not hurry it, but keep up his courage, even if he has to

wait for recognition. I am sure that whatever he does will be

well done and good work, and that he will become great, as he
deserves. Do you remember how he used to spout poetry and
go mad about Keats 1 It was a strangely wise thing of your father

to send him about among the streets and people of London.
What things he learned ! I think of him when I go about in

the native quarter here and watch the people. They are not in

the least like the people among whom we used to walk and whom
we used to study ; yet they remind me of the East End, some-
how. I suppose it is because their lot is so hard and there are

bo many of them, and they are so obscure. lam obscure myself

;
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but I feel myself possessed of a strong individuality, tvhich

these people cannot have, or else they would cease to be what
they are. Among so many millions one is like an ant on an
ant-hill. I have never forgotten the things we saw, nor your
father's teaching. I have begun to understand what he meant

;

the history of the world is the history of mankind looking
for a king ; they have always desired to be taught. They have
always wanted a Leader, and they never get one. Or perhaps
they have already had the only Leader they are going to get,

and they won't heed what he has said. I suppose I have got
touched by what your father calls the sense of Humanity. He
said that if any one once seized the idea of Humanity, he would
never lose it again as long as he lived. I am always thinking of

the things I have seen, and the way wrong could be set right. I
do not see that way yet. Probably I never shall. But if I, who
am not clever, was so affected, how much more Allen, with his

power of expression and his noble heart? Perhaps he will,

really, some day become a great Leader. Do you think he knows
at all how much we think of him and hope from him 1 You
must try to let him feel it. He wants encouragement and
sympathy. But you always gave him both.

' It seems to me that one reads a great deal more here than at

home. Certainly at home one had not access to all the journals
and magazines which one has here. It is astonishing to consider
the immense variety of subjects which are every month discussed,

and wonderful that we never saw any of their discussion. A
good many of the papers, however, are only talk, and amount to

nothing. Then I have been reading—all my letters are about
myself—books on political economy. They don't, somehow, seem
to have much to do with the people. Theories and humanity
have yet to be reconciled ; besides, the writers think only of

markets. Some day there will be a new science of political and
social economy, in which supply and demand will be cut out
altogether, and be replaced by—something not at present known
to the scientific.

' And to think, Claire, that you are actually rich ! It is like

a beautiful dream. Your father will leave off teaching, which
he never liked. What will he do now ? Will he read a great

deal, or will he spend all his time in the garden, or will he con-

stantly invent and say wise things ? Allen told me the great

and good news, and I have been picturing to myself ever since

(lie change it will make in your lives. As for you, it is delight-

ful to think that you will no longer have to go backwards and
forwards to school, and no longer spend your evenings over
French exercises. You will be able to buy things now—music
and books and everything. Will you leave the cottage ? How
stupid one is ! As if you would not, wherever you go, carry the



l8° ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

cottage with you. When I come home I shall find you in a great
house, perhaps

; but the cottage will be there just the same.
Because I cannot believe there will ever be any change in you
or your father, except that he will become wiser every day, and
that you will become every day—more and more the Claire of
our faith. But, indeed, that you always were.

' Allen ought to be here, if only to see what men can be, if

there are too many of them, and if there is no one to look after
them. The swarming multitudes, their desperate fight for life,

their hopelessness, the absence of religion, morals, knowledge,
or ambition ; the daily uncertainty of food would move Allen to
burning words. As for the poorest English, they know that
there is a better life possible. That seems the very first thing

;—a glimpse of a possible better life. Sometimes I think that
the Chinese are a type of the world of the future, when every-
thing will have been tried, and tried in vain, and there will be
a few rich—who know, and make themselves happy—and an im-
mense number of poor who are kept at starvation point, because
there is neither work, nor food, nor money to go round.'

In this strain—for the extracts are taken from many letters

—Will wrote. He forced himself to say no single word which
Claire might not show her father or Allen ; if he was allowed
to write to her it was on the understanding that there was to

be no love message sent across the seas ; he was to talk as they
always had talked, those three. Claire would like to hear

about himself ; he would like to write to her ; he would not

speak or think about his old friend as if he was a rival. And
yet he would have liked to write between every line and be-

tween every word, 'my love—my dear—my love.' And yet

always he remembered that after three years there was to be

another question put and another answer received.

In these letters he returned again and again to the things

which occupied his mind ; not for him, as to Allen, did figures

emerge from the crowd, and by their action and speech typify

the condition of the poor. He saw only the crowds, a confused,
inarticulate, badly grouped multitude ; he would never be a
poet for them ; but he might yet do something for them. He
was grown by this time a rather grave young man, who some-
times said things which struck the ear and irritated people
accustomed to think in a groove ; read a great deal ; was keen
and steady in business ; led a simple and blameless life ; was
no recluse or ascetic, yet seemed to know nothing at all about
society at home

; who enjoyed all the amusements of the place,
yet never got talked about, as happens to most, in connection
with the name of any young lady ; and who came from the East
End of London from some place—perhaps a part of White-
chapel—called the Forest of Hainault.

There is a thing concerning colonial life which is little som-
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prehended. It is that ideas change slowly out there. The
things which change ideas are the new discoveries, the new
theories, the new men which are continually turning up at

home. They are talked about in magazines, so that people
abroad may read them, but that is not the same thing—the cold

page does not give one the ' touch ' of the time. We who stay

at home are borne along, whether we like it or no, by the
current ; we change our thoughts, our faiths, our standpoint,

with the change that goes on around us. What is wild Radi-
calism one day is mild Liberalism the next. But in the colonies

it is not so. One takes out a stock of ideas and comes home
again with them practically the same, and it is not till returning

home again that one finds how great is the gulf which a few
years have made.

Which things are an allegory, and mean that, while Will
remained the same, Allen was changing. No one but Claire

knew that the Allen who went to London burning for a poetic

fame and fall of the old boyish, simple enthusiasms, was
changed already and would change more day by day, while Will
remained unchanged. As for her father's dream concerning
Allen, Claire had no kind of belief in it. Leaders of the people,

she was certain, are made of sterner stuff.

CHAPTER IX.

A CUP OF TEA.

Allen waited for three days before he presented himself for

that cup of tea. He found the ladies in their study—one of

two small rooms which opened on each side of the hall. By
daylight he saw what a curious little house it was—a little two-
storied place, with a room on each side of the door, and, up-
stairs, a drawing-room built as a kind of annexe. The house
stood back from the road, and there was a glass-covered passage.

The walls within the two rooms and the hall and the staircase,

and the bedrooms as well, if he had inquired into the fact, were
covered with books. Gertrude lived always in a library. This
afternoon she was sitting in a low, deep, leather chair, a read-

ing-lamp on a small table beside her, and a book in her lap.

The curtains were drawn though it was yet hardly twilight.

Isabel was writing letters at a study table fitted with drawers.

Two or three flowers were in a vase. There was a small piano-

forte in the room, and no other furniture.
' Now you are come, Mr. Engledew,' said Gertrude with a

kindly smile, ' we will have a cup of tea.'

She rang the bell, and they had that cup of tea, and talked of
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things indifferent—how the house was once a small farm-housa
in the days when Westbourne Park was Westbourne Green, and
St. Petersburg Place was Green Lane, and folk came out from
London for curds and whey; and how Gertrude bought it

cheap because it was haunted, but the dear tender-hearted
ghost never once came near her, and so on. And presently she
said, 'Isabel, my dear, play something while I talk to Mr.
Engledew and ask his confidence. I know/ she added, ' that
it is a very great thing to ask.'

'It is a very kind thing to ask it,' said Allen.
' Lawrence thinks very highly of you. Now, it is not as if

Lawrence was an imaginative person. He is a hard man of

science. He differs in that respect from the rest of his family,

who all had imagination. He says you are clever. I like—on,

so very much !—to know young clever men. They are full of

possibilities. One can dream all kinds of things about them.
And, my dear, I have quantities of experience.'

Allen thanked her again. It was very pleasant to sit within
this room and be called clever, and to have so kind a lady

taking an interest in one, and Isabel was playing. Now at all

times music produced a strange effect upon Allen. When he

was angry and disappointed and despondent, the playing of

Claire soothed and cheered him. That of Isabel seemed to

stimulate him. It filled him with courage. When he came to

know it better, it filled him with thoughts.
' When I wish to talk or to think seriously,' said Gertrude,

'Isabel plays to me. Good music brings restfulness—you

young men must learn the need of rest—and it brings ideas.

More, it seems to give one wisdom. George Eliot understood

that so well. My dear, hear a great deal of music—hear it, if

you can, every day. It is better, even, for the imagination

than the noblest verse, because it gives wings to thought and

sets the fancy free and opens the doors of the unreal world.'

While the elder lady spoke the girl played on, not mechani-

cally, but. with some strange, subtle sympathy, as if she were

listening and setting music to the words of the speaker or the

thoughts of the listener.

I fear that few would read—if I were to write it down—the

homily which this veteran author pronounced for the instruction

and warning of the young man before her.
She spoke of the beauty and glory of literature and of its

responsibilities
; and how a man should not dare to put forth

hasty utterance or give anything to the world but his noblest
and his best. This is old-fashioned stuff indeed. And she
reminded him that a man's work should be full of confidence,
cheerfulness, and laughter, with courage, invention, and hope,
while a woman's, necessarily struck in a lower key, should be
filled with consolation, sympathy, faith, and resignation. Then
she became more old-fashioned still, and bade Allen remember
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that every one who writes is a teacher, that he teaches best
who knows most, and that there is a special kind of wisdom,
very useful to the world at all times, possessed by the man who
leads the better life.

Allen listened, sitting opposite to her, without a word.
He was strangely moved. The music rippled like the soft

murmur of a brook while this gentle preacher admonished him.
When Miss Holt finished what she had to say, he bowed his

head and kissed her hand, and she saw by the light of the fire

that his eyes were humid.
Then she began to a?k Allen about himself, and he presently

found himself telling his whole story—how he had come to Lon-
don ignorantly thinking that in his portfolio he carried fortune
and fame ; how he speedily became aware that his verses would
certainly not bring him fortune because no one would buy them ;

nor fame because no one would publish them ; how, after hawk-
ing them round among the publishers, he fell into a kind of

despair and began to think that he must return home humbly,
like a prodigal, and confess to bis mother that he had sinned
the sin of presumption, and that he was, indeed, fit for nothing
but to be and to remain a clerk in the City, whither he would
betake himself once more with saddened heart and gloomy
prospects ; how at this juncture he had the good fortune to

make the acquaintance of her cousin Lawrence, who found out
about his ambitions and cheered him and gave him good advice :

and how, when his last sovereign was distinctly visible, there

came to him literary employment of the humblest kind ; and
how, in spite of these discouragements, he kept on working
every day at his verses, such as they were.

And all the time the music went on, and helped to draw his

story from him.
' Oh,' said Gertrude, ' it is one more of the beautiful stories.

There should be an allegory made—I will make it—of a princess,

living in a splendid palace on a mountain, offering such rewards
as pass understanding to such brave and generous souls who
will win their way to her over deep ravines and up steep and
dangerous rocks. Tell me more, Mr. Engledew.'

' I have no more to tell. I am still at the bottom of that

hill. The rocks are so steep that I cannot even begin to climb.

But yet,' he added softly, ' yet I dare to hope.'
' Will you bring me your verses and read them to me ?

'

Allen shook his head. Ho had already, he said, read his

early versos to Claire, and the result was too wretched.
' Who is Claire ?

' asked Gertrude.
Isabel played her softest while Allen, blushing in the fire-

light, began to explain who was Claire. He told how there

were three schoolboys living near a great forest, and one school-

girl. How they all three were in love with that girl ; how the

girl's father, who was a French teacher, took two of the boys,
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taught them first French—perfectly, so that they became as
bilingual as any Russian—and then all kinds of things which
they read with him in books ; and how he sent those two boys,
when they grew older, to walk the streets of London and watch
men and women and their ways ; and how he went with them
to picture-galleries and theatres and museums, and taught them
the meaning of art ; how, when one began timidly to write, the
Frenchman gave him instruction in form and style ; and how,
enfin, through this Frenchman and his daughter, the two boys
were lifted above the level of their companions and became
filled with thoughts and vague ambition.

' It is truly wonderful,' said Gertrude.
Then Allen told how the three boys, arrived at the age of

twenty-one, proposed to Claire, all in the same day, and how
they were bidden to wait for three years more.

_ ' And the other boys ?
' asked Gertrude. ' Does "Will, too,

write poetry ?

'

' No, Will is practical. He has gone to China for his firm.
He is the best fellow that ever lived,' said Allen, ' and the
handsomest. Of course, I have not a chance beside Will.'

'Then he must, indeed, be a good fellow. And the
third ?

'

Allen laughed.
' Olinthus—we always called him Tommy—is a partner in

the City, and he does not care much about books. I don't
think either Will or I am much afraid of his rivalry. But he
will be much better off than either of us.'

' I think,' said Gertrude, ' that this is a most beautiful story.

I am in love with your Frenchman and his daughter, who has
such a pretty name. And she is sympathetic 1

'

' She is full of sympathy. I write to her—so does Will,

because we must not take any advantage one over the other.

And I tell her everything. I shall tell her of your kindness to

me, if I may.'
' Of course you may, if you wish. My dear, I hope your

verses are as good as your history. Then, indeed, you shall

succeed. We looked for a poet, and we have found a lover as
well. We women always take such an interest in a love story.

And particularly we poor old women who have had no love
story of our own.'

' Everybody loves you,' said Allen simply. Yet he blushed,
as usual.

' When I was a girl I suppose I was always splashed with
ink, which kept lovers off. Never mind, I have written lots of
love stories, and heard lots told. I have had my full share of
love that way. I am so much obliged to you, Mr. Engledew,
for telling me yours. There was a most lovely and beautiful
Bhepherdess, and three swains loved her, and she sent them
away to make their fortunes. One went to Tom Tidler's ground
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to try and pick up the gold ; and one went to the Island of

Sweet Fancies, where the brooks are running ink, and the

meadows white parchment, and the reeds are quill pens
;
and

one went to a far-off country. And the shepherdess sat down

to wait.'

Allen laughed.
' We will not talk about it,' she went on, ' not even among

ourselves.' She spoke as if they were already the oldest and

most intimate friends. ' Do you think the boys will all love

her for three years 1

'

' Of course they will,' said Allen. ' Why—who could

help
'

He stopped, but Gertrude finished his sentence for him—
' Help loving her ? No one, my dear, I am sure. And now
that I know all about you I shall take much more interest in

your work.'
' My work ! But you forget I have done no work.'
' You have your verses. Now, if you will not read them to

me yourself, will you let Isabel read them to me ? She reads

very well. And patience ; work your hardest. Don't forget

to hear music
;
give your best '—Isabel played a louder, bolder

piece—' your best and highest, and you will succeed. You will

become one of our teachers
;
your words will sink into men's

hearts. What better, my dear, can a man desire 1 What better

has the world to give 1
' She gave him her hand again, and

while he held it Isabel burst into a triumphal march.
' Happy boy !

' said Gertrude. ' You have forty years of

work before you. What cannot be done—in forty years 1
'

' We do not know, dear,' said Isabel thoughtfully, when
Allen was gone, ' that he will get on. Are you not making
him too confident ?

'

' My child, I do know, I cannot mistake the symptoms.
But we shall see. It is a pretty story, this half-French girl.

I hope she is a good girl and worthy of so much love. And of

her three lovers, I wonder which she will take.'

'I suppose,' said Isabel, 'that there cannot be a doubt.

If Mr. Engledew succeeds, she must take him. Who would
hesitate between a mere City man and a poet 1

'

' My dear,' Gertrude replied, ' all girls would like a man of

distinction ; but when it comes to money—well, we shall see.'

In the school to which Isabel belonged, distinction was the
only thing worth having. Most of their friends had distin-

guished themselves—more or less ; all of them had tried to
distinguish themselves. To be sure the number of men and
women nowadays who do consider themselves distinguished is

surprising.
' I like him very much, Gertrude,' Isabel went on. ' I like

his eagerness and his mixture of modesty and confidence. I
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think he is real. I wonder what she is like—this girl h«
loves.'

'My dear,' said Gertrude, 'a poet always loves beneath
himself. No doubt a commonplace girl whom this poor boy has
endowed, in imagination, with all the virtues. He will find
out after he has married. Do you think Beatrice was faultless,

or even Laura 1 And think of Prior and his Chloe, and John-
son and his old wife, and '

'It is a pity,' said Isabel; 'we could have found him a
mistress who would have appreciated his soul.'

Both ladies sighed. They would have enjoyed, above all

things, the spiritual direction of such a soul in matters of love.

And what a mess they would have made of it ! It is a part of

the curiousness that neither of them reflected that one of the
two was young and pretty and with gifts of her own ; and that

love seemed to both a thing outside themselves.

Allen "made haste to select from his verses those which he
thought the best. He made them up into a packet and sent

them off by post. He took them from the beautifully written

copy which had gone the round of all the publishers, but they
were still free from stain or soil or dog's ear, because nobody
had taken the trouble to read them. On the next Thursday he
expected that Gertrude would make some mention of them,
but neither of the ladies said anything about them at all. On
the Thursday following he went early, and was, in fact, among
the first arrivals. And then he learned, to his great joy and
confusion, that a surprise had been arranged for him. The
evening was, in fact, to be consecrated, as the French say, to

his poems. People were specially invited to hear some of

them.
' We have read them all,' Gertrude whispered. ' I will not

flatter you ; some are very bad, and some are weak, and some

are copies ; but they have the true ring. You must never give

up writing poetry, though you may write other things. Some
day perhaps you will get your reward, and write a thing which

shall never be forgotten. And now that I have your confidence

and that we are friends, you must call me by my Christian

name. All my life I have been called Gertrude by everybody

whom I love. Courage, my dear
;
your verses are sure to

please.'

The highest, noblest, purest, most complete, most satisfying,

most enduring, and most intellectual joy attainable in this world

is certainly to see your own piece on the stage, beautifully acted,

beautifully mounted, compelling tears and laughter. Then you
may look round and proudly say, with a tear of grateful joy,
1 Ipse feci.' But this is a joy that is vouchsafed to few. Some
of us get goosed.

The next highest, noblest, purest, most satisfying, and most
intellectual happiness is that derived from hearing your own
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poems read or recited with feeling and truth of expression.

This also happens to few of us, most people selfishly preferring

to read and recite their own poems.
But this joy was actually experienced by Allen. The two

ladies had invited for the reading all those of their friends most
likely to appreciate the reading, together with those who would
be likely to talk about it. For to raise public opinion about a
new poet is to give him a kind of fame in advance.

They made choice of three pieces which Isabel undertook to
recite. This young lady had developed none of the literary

gifts which belonged to nearly all her people ; she wrote nothing
at all, but to make up, she was gifted, as has been already stated,
with a natural talent for acting. Her face was capable of almost
any expression ; she could assume a character and look like it

;

her voice was full, her figure was good. And, above all, she
was not afraid. None of the people among whom she had been
brought up were ever afraid ; they were ready at all times, and
before any audience, to act, to recite, to. sing, to speak, to write,
to paint—anything that they could do. There is, in fact,
growing up among us, a class who belong to the public as much
as do professional actors, jugglers, circus people, and saltim-
banques. With them the question is not if anything is to be
attempted, but what is being done.

The first of the three pieces was a quiet poem, a musing in
the Forest, inspired by Wordsworth—the communing of the
soul with herself. Somebody played a prelude, and Isabel stood
up with folded hands and fixed eyes, rapt in meditation. She
stood before them all silent for a moment. Then, slowly, calmly,
she spoke the first lines. As she spoke them, as she went on
with them, Allen's heart fell within him. They were his lines

;

but the thought, the soul of them seemed put into them, not
by him at all, but by the girl who spoke them. Yet she altered
in them nothing. There was a little murmur of applause when
she finished, but few of the faces among the rows of listeners
lit up with any response. So far he had failed, and he felt it.
Then the musician played again. Isabel stood up, and told
tins time a little love story. It was the merest thread and
indication of a story. She filled it up and put life into it
by her eyes, her voice, her features. This time the people
applauded m earnest, and all their faces were lit up. Love,
you see, is a common emotion, but meditation attracts compa-
ratively few. Once more the music played, and then Isabel
stood up to declaim the third piece. Allen knew it to be the
strongest and best among the manuscripts. Whatever the faults
of the composition the situation was strong and tragic. It was
so strong that it held the audience from the beginning. And
when it was finished, Gertrude, beside whom Allen had been
standing, pressed his hand, saying aloud, ' We all thank you ;

'

and Isabel brought him the manuscript and gave it him, with
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the thanks of the congregation ; and all the people shouted

,

that is to say, they murmured, ' Oh ! ah ! yes ! ' and ' Indeed !'

And one old lady who was stone deaf and had been brought by
mistake, laughed long and loud, and said it was capital indeed,
and that the last lines were quite irresistibly funny ; and then
all the rest laughed too, and Allen wished .that old lady at the
bottom of the Red Sea. But it was a great and triumphant
success, and it was not until the next morning that Allen re-
membered that the applause of a drawing-room is not exactly
the same thing as the acceptance of a publisher.

There was more playing and singing after this, but this
part of the entertainment seemed flat to Allen after the music
of his own words. He found an opportunity of thanking Isabel
for the beautiful way in which she recited his verses.

' Do you wish,' she asked, ' that Claire had been here V
Then he was introduced to some of the people, and they

paid him compliments ; and one man begged to introduce him-
self, and said that he was the editor of a magazine, and that
he should very much like to see a copy of the third piece which
had been recited, because he thought that if Allen would give
his consent, he could see his way to using it.

This seemed a delightful and practical outcome of the even-
ing, and Allen very readily and even joyfully hastened to give
the required consent, and promised to send a copy of the verses

the very next day. Something would, no doubt, have come of

this invitation but for an unlucky accident. The editor was a
very, very busy man ; he edited a magazine, wrote novels, read
for a publisher, played whist for three hours, every day, insisted

on going to bed at ten, and sometimes, though he would rather

have stayed at home, went out to dinner. When he heard the
verses read he rubbed his hands and nodded his head, because

he thought he had caught a New Man, which is a rare fish after

which all editors are continually hunting and fishing and asking

for ; first, because the New Man, if he is unlike all previous

New Men, runs up a magazine ; and next, because a New Man,
although he is so rare a fish and so valuable, is, oddly enough,
the cheapest fish in the market. There are several kinds of New
Men, and one kind is not always so valuable as another. For
example, a new poet is not so good as a new novelist ; but he
is something.

Now when the editor who made this proposal received the
verses, which was the very next morning, he began by running
his eye hastily over them, and he saw that they would do. He
then laid them on the table before him and went on with a
manuscript novel which he had to read. The novel was offered

to the magazine by a young lady ; she stated in a very pathetic
letter which accompanied it, that she had never tried a novel
before—indeed, the reader very soon discovered that she was
entirely ignorant of construction, character, or plot. But she
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was, she said, with her family, in the deepest distress for want

of money, and she thought to make a little, as a good many
other people do, by writing a story. Therefore she sat down

and wrote away as hard as ever she could pelt, thinking that

anybody could write a story, and when it was finished she sent

it, with the heart-rending letter already mentioned, in hopes

that it would stave off ruin. The editor had the softest of

hearts, but the manuscript was dreadful, dreadful rubbish, and

he was bound to return it. And so grieved was he at the bad-

ness of the girl's story and the misery of her letter, that ho

quite forgot all about Allen's verses, and rolled them up with

the manuscript story, which went back to the young lady. But

an execution was already in the house, and she tore up and

burned the whole thing in despair, Allen's verses and all. And
what became of her I do not exactly know, but I think that

the execution was stopped somehow, and that her lover came to

her assistance and things were squared. Then she was mar-

ried, and now she thinks no more about the manuscript novel,

being continually occupied with the baby.

Meanwhile Allen went home after that recitation of his

poems, with his heart aglow. Yes, they were beautiful. Could

he have meant to say all that Isabel put into them ? If so

but if not, then this girl was a greater than he. Allen did not
consider that one art inspires another, so that the actor may
teach the poet unconsciously things which he knew not were in

his verse, and the poet may all unknowingly teach the actor

things of which he had never dreamed. But Isabel ! The
memory of the girl's attitude remained with him ; he heard her
voice still ; he saw her eyers, rapt, inspired, like the eyes of a

Muse ; for the first time in his life he was completely contented
with himself. With this glow of satisfaction was mingled the
image of the girl. ' What will you do with him, Gertrude 1

'

asked Lawrence.
' I know what I will do with him,' she replied.
' I am afraid he will never make a journalist,' he said ;

' he
is too sensitive, and knows absolutely nothing of affairs. Else
one might run him for a leader writer. But journalists must
be made of sterner stuff.'

' Journalist ! nonsense, Lawrence. His work will be of a
far higher kind. The journalist is the scene-painter of litera-

ture. Allen's way is so plain before him that nothing can be
plainer. He will write something or other, it matters nothing
what, to begin with. Then he will write tales ; then he will
write a three-volume novel ; then he will write a play ; and
then he shall publish his poems, but not till then.'

' You have planned all for him, already.'
The ready tear ran to her eyes.
' Lawrence,' she said, 'the boy has the most sincere soul I have

ever met. Not calm, not self-seliant, not strong, not always wise,
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I should say, but receptive ; full of generous thoughts and burn-
ing ideas. What can such a man become except a novelist and
a poet 1 To make him a journalist would be like taking a razor
to cut

_
bread-and-butter. Happy young man ! The noblest

career in the world lies open to him. And it is given to me to
help him.'

_

And in the distant village there sat a philosopher with white
hair who said, ' The despair which follows neglect will fall upon
him. Then he will remember his old dreams '—he forgot that
they were not Allen's dreams, but his own— ' and he will re-
turn to them. The poetry he has written will give him com-
mand of language ; he will then cease to be a poet, he will
become an orator. By help of the knowledge which I have
taught him, he will have learned things to tell the people
which the people of no country have ever heard before.'

CHAPTER X.

A second step-

In the spring of that year, being still the first year of the pro-
bation, Allen took his next step. This was not a very impor-
tant step, but it was a distinct step in advance.

Everybody knows that men who labour are divided into

those who do as much as they can for the money—a small
minority, these are—and those who do as little as they
possibly can, so as just not to get out-kicked. This division

is very important, because all the prizes are unfairly given to

the men of the first division. Surely medals, crosses, titles,

pensions, honours, ought to be open to all, and at least a

C. B.-ship for a lifetime of perseverance in doing nothing ought
to be within the ambition of the laziest. Just as mathema-
ticians take a simple case first as a test for a theory, so we may
illustrate the position for the instruction of economists by a

single example.
If you walk along the roads belonging to the parish of

Paddington, you will observe among the Roaders—that digni-

fied and useful body who sweep the roads for the omnibus
horses—the greatest difference in zeal. Some are careless and
slothful in their sweeping ; some handle the broom as if they
were ashamed of it ; some as if they disliked it ; some as if

they were born to better things, and had once stood behind
counters. Some, again, are for ever stopping to exchange
ideas ; some shed tears at sight of a public-house ; and some
love to meditate awhile, leaning on the broom. Among them
is a man, small of stature—in fact he is only three feet two or

thereabouts, and his legs are curly—but he has a great and
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determined head, and he carries the longest broom of any.

This man is the Prince of Roaders. For eighteen-pence a day-

he throws the whole strength, heart and soul of him into

sweeping ; he sweeps with zeal, he sweeps continually, he
sweeps with conscience and feeling. The work is full of re-

sponsibility for him, he magnifies his office ; the eye of the

policeman is upon him, he is an example to his fellows ; he
loveth not the narrow streets where he feels that he is losing time

;

he longs to be back to the breadth and generous depth of the

mud in the Edgware Road ; on Sundays he saunters on the

pavement between services and joyously thinks of the morrow.
I have been led to think of this great man while considering

the labours of Allen upon his despised Organ.
Being told that he was to provide, somehow, an attractive

paper every week
s
he set to work with great zeal and produced

a ^sheet which ought to have amazed and edified every person
connected with leather from the Master and Warden and Clerk
of the Leather Sellers' Company to the ' translators ' of Seven
Dials. He cut out stories from American papers, he also found
very good verses in the same rich mines ; and from the stores

of English literature he cut and copied all kinds of interesting

paragraphs. Finally, he began to put in things of his own,
little etudes, essays, and sketches. Nobody, really, ought to be
allowed to write essays before he is sixty. The best I know,
also the shortest, are those pithy ones compiled by King
Solomon when about that age.

Allen found, after a time, that he had one critic and
one admirer. There was an old greybeard in the office, a
foreman ; the Organ was in his department ; from the first

he read it critically. In the earliest number he recognised a
master-hand. He looked to see a falling off in the second, the
third, and the fourth numbers. On the contrary, there was
improvement. This foreman had experience of Organs, he
knew that as a rule they are badly edited ; but this young
gentleman was a conscientious young gentleman ; he spent long
hours in his office ; he used the scissors with discrimination and
the paste with judgment ; he ' made up ' with an artistic eye

;

he did not pitchfork things into the paper ; he did not consider
that anything would do for the subscribers ; he even seemed

—

but this might be fancy—to have a feeling for leather. Other
gentlemen connected with the press, again, sometimes came to

their work in the morning with a little thickness in speech, and
fell asleep in the afternoon. This young man not only was
always sober, but never wanted to drink anything. And,
when these original articles began the old man's admiration
became irrepressible. He must needs speak if only to show his

own taste and appreciation of style.
' Young gentleman,' he said, ' your tales '—alluding to the

paste and scissors department— ' are Shakesperian, quite Shakes-
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perian. It is a marvel to all the world'—he spoke as if the
Organ was thus largely disseminated—' where you find them
and how you keep it up. As for the poetry '—which also
belonged to the same department— 'I dessay to them who
likes verses that it is pleasing. But what charms me, Mr.
Engledew, is your own articles. There isn't an Organ in all
London which gets such writing. But we shall lose you, that's
where the shoe pinches. It isn't two quid a week that will
keep a young gentleman of your powers.'

Praise, even from a foreman, is pleasing to a young writer.
' On the magazines, Mr. Engledew,' the old man°went on,

' they pay, ;i believe, a pound a page. It would be nothing to
you to dash off twenty pages a day. There is a hundred and
twenty pounds a week. Think of that !

'

Stimulated by this encouragement, Allen consulted
Lawrence Ouvry about attacking the magazines a second time.

They held a solemn council or Parliament upon the subject.
'I've expected you a long time,' said Lawrence. 'Now let

us talk. As for journalism, Gertrude won't hear of it. And I
think it would be a mistake. They want harder men. You
would only become a prig, and belittle your subjects and your-
self. Let us consider. As for this little paper '—it was a short
paper on a French poet— ' it strikes me that it is pretty
good. Let me cut it out. Whatever you are writing,' he went
on meditatively, ' you must consider your editor. One editor

only cares for politics ; another, only for burning questions
;

another, for practical things ; another, for art ; and another for

literature.' He proceeded to tick off the magazines one after

the other, and to give the character of each important editor.

' As for verses, none of them want verses ; most of them hate

verses, to begin with ; one man funks them, sends them round
among his friends for advice, and goes by the weight of

opinion. Most likely, if you were to go with a string of sonnets

as good as Petrarch's, they would all be returned to you,

unless you had made your name as a poet first.

'

'Well,' Allen sighed—would his verses never get a chance ?

' What about an essay %
'

'Humph !' The wise young man shook his suggestive head.
' You see it is almost as easy to write a bad essay as a bad

poem, and, worse still, all the editors know when an essay is

bad. Can't you strike upon something novel ?

'

' You shall tell me,' said Allen, ' how it is that you are so
learned in all the secrets of literature.'

Lawrence laughed.
' Did I not tell you that my father was an editor, and my

mother a poet, and that one of my sisters writes three-volume
novels, and that I wish she wouldn't? and that Gertrude Holt
is my cousin ; and that all my relations go about with inky
fingers ?

'
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8 All that does not account for what you know. How did

you learn the names of all the editors and their characteristics,

and what the magazines circulate, and what they pay, and all

about it 1

'

' I hear it partly at the club, and partly -hush !,'

He rose, and with an air of the greatest mystery closed the

outer oak.
' Tell me,' he whispered, ' what my people have told you

about me.'
' They say that you have taken a line different from that of

the rest
;
you are a man of science ; a cold mathematician.'

'It is the traditional belief,' said Lawrence gloomily. '1

was told at the beginning that, as everybody else in my family

went in for literature, and it was becoming monotonous, I had
better take up something else. They shoved me out. I wasn't
allowed to be a rival to the rest of the family.'

' Well 1
'

' They sent me to Cambridge, and told me to read mathe-
matics. Then they sat down and went on with their verses

and their stories. I had no great objection, because the

science of mathematics, if you happen to like it, is a pleasing

pursuit, up to a certain point. After that it becomes tedious.

I even took honours, and they made me a Fellow. I am now,
in addition, a barrister. But I know no law, and I have no
practice, and I do no mathematics. And, in point of fact,

though no one knows anything about it, I am a humbug. 1

have gone back to the family profession. I—in point of fact—

I

write.'

This young man was long past blushing, but there was a
certain pleasing confusion in his mind when he made this

confession.
' What do you write ?

' asked Allen eagerly. ' I am so glad.

Now I understand your sympathy with me. Tell me what you
write.'

' I write frivolities. They are sometimes comediettas in

one act, which people will call stories ; sometimes they are

vers de socicte ; sometimes they are ballades on a blue mug or

a milk-jug, you know ; sometimes they are articles of the kind
called light—in fact, I am one of the frothiest and most
frivolous of writers ; my cousin Isabel is fond of my produc-
tions, and reads them, and never even suspects '

' That is because you look so wise.'
' So did Lord Thurlow. Nature ought to pay some regard

to the fitness of things. But it's rather disappointing when
you have done rather a smart thing to find that nobody thinks

you capable of doing it.'

' But why not tell them ?

'

' Picture to yourself Gertrude's sorrow and Isabel's disgust.

I am not even a serious writer. As for you, you will be aa
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? 'rious as a sexton, unless you take care. They will have to

give up their cold and critical man of science, too. No, Englo'-

dew, do not ask me to tell Isabel—yet.'

' I understand,' said Allen. And then he was seized with

one of those fits of uncontrollable laughter which only come

to the young. So had he laughed at thinking of Tommy's

countenance at the famous supper.
' The new departure of the family greatness

!

' said Law-

rence. ' That will have to go, too. Dreadful ! How shall 1

tell them?'
' But why not ?

'

Lawrence shook his head.

'You don't know Well—about yourself now. When

first I made your acquaintance, in a happy hour, I thought you

were the most ignorant young man ever raised. When I got

to know you better, and found out what your ambitions were,

arid guessed your powers, I was in rather a fix. Because, you

see, I wanted to help you, and I could help you—that is to say,

I could take anything to an editor and ask him to consider it.

But you were so raw that I thought it best to let you learn a

little experience. It wouldn't hurt you to have your verses

sent back, and to find things out for yourself. So I left you

alone. You have been learning all this time a quantity of most

valuable things.'
' I begin to see,' said Allen. ' Yes ; I must have seemed

extraordinarily raw.'
' After six months of Gertrude and her salon, and your own

observations and the experience of that most blessed of all

Organs, you ought to write ten times as well. And, of course,

you can. Remains, however, to find out a promising line.
_

He then went on to point out that, in writing for a magazine,

the safest and best method is to begin with a subject about

which people are perfectly ignorant, and which is at the same

time attractive. Great names, he explained, have been made

by going to fundamental things, such as the questions, whether

it is not better never to have been born ; whether it is right to

honour your parents ; whether religion is worth having

;

whether the fittest rulers of a country are not the most ignorant

classes in that country, and so forth. Also reputations have

been made by writing in affected and uncouth language—of

course only very superior persons can use jargon. Could not,

however, some subject be found which was a little out of tb.3

way and yet attractive 1 Next to getting a good subject, he
explained that it is highly important that every paper should be
signed ;

people soon get accustomed to a new name. By
degrees a clientele is established, and a man's things are looked
for. At last he is in a position to ask admission into any
journal, magazine, or review that he pleases.

All this seemed sound advice.



ALL IiV A GARDEN FAIR. 195

; I am glad you think so,' said Lawrence. 'Now for a

subject. Do you know languages 1
'

' I know French and German.'
' Why,' cried Lawrence, ' we are both fools together. Here,'

he pointed to the articles in the Organ, ' is an endless mine of

subjects. Go, find a picturesque French poet—they are all

picturesque except Boileau—and dress him up and translate

him, and the thing is done. I charge myself with the rest.'

Allen found such a poet and worked upon him. He trans-

lated some of his poems with great care ; then he constructed

a portrait of him, so that he became, to all who read, a living

man. He worked at it assiduously ; he grudged no time upon
his paper. At last he brought it to his friend—finished.

Lawrence tossed it carelessly on his table, and began cruelly

to talk about something else. Why, Allen wanted him to read

the paper and discuss the subject.

Oh ! happy day which brought the young writer the first

proofs of his first accepted paper.

It is a solemn moment. I know none more solemn—when
one gets his first proofs. The young man—of course I do not
mean the young man who has been brought up among proofs,

and whose family all belong to the profession, like Lawrence,
but the young man from the country—feels a choking at the

throat and a beating of the heart ; he is ashamed of himself.

I do not know why, but he is ; he feels sure the work will turn

out badly ; he has been a fool, he thinks, to believe that he
can write. Then he falls to work nervously and eagerly. He
reads his proof first critically to see if the sentences are

balanced ; then he reads it coldly, as if he were a reader for

the press, and only cared for the right spelling, the proper
stops, or the wrong founts ; then he reads it a third time, and
begins to alter adjectives, displace adverbs, and change semi-

colons into colons— printers are all in a conspiracy to abolish

the old-fashioned stop called the colon—to put capital letters

where they ought to be—printers are also leagued together to

abolish capital letters. Next he reads it a fourth time in order

to put then for thus, thus for then ; then for there, and there for

then ; these for those, and those for these, with other such correc-

tions of errors which the printers make out of pure gaiety and
for the fun and joke of it. Then he reads it suspiciously,

because, perhaps, some date is wrong, or there is some small

error of fact. Lastly, with infinite pains, he writes up the

proof a little here and there, At last, reluctantly, he lets it

go, but asks for a revise ; when the revise comes he makes more
corrections and asks for another.

The next number of the magazine appeared, but without
Allen's paper ! This was a dreadful disappointment. Four
weary weeks passed, and then—ah ! then—his paper appeared.

O 2^
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He had made his appearance in public at last. He sent ono
copy to Claire, and another to his mother, and another to

Gertrude ; and when, next day, he went to Bayswater for

afternoon tea, Isabel was reading his article aloud, and Gertrude
greeted him with appreciative praise.

' My dear,' she said, taking his hand, ' you will work in

other lines and do more original work. But this is good work.

The translations are admirable, and your study of the poet is

life-like. As a first step it is all that is to be wished.'
' Thank you, Gertrude. And you, Isabel 1 ' For all writers

—even the hardened, revie .v-battered old writers—are in-

satiate of praise. It makes them write better. ' Surely the

churning of milk bringeth forth butter, and wringing of the

nose bringeth forth blood.' ' And you, Isabel ?

'

' It is truly delightful, Allen. What does Claire think of it 1

'

' Claire has not written yet.' Perhaps he thought Claire

might have written by return post.

And then they talked over the article, discussing it from
every point of view, until Allen almost believed that it was a

matter of national importance. So that it was with a thrill of

indignation that he read in a weekly paper the following

abominable notice :
' The two serial novels in maintain

their interest. The current number also contains the usual

allowance of essays and biographical papers, pretty well up to

the general standard of this popular magazine.' ' Pretty well

up to the general standard !
' He was greatly dejected to think

that his paper could only be considered as ' pretty well ' up to

the general standard. And then, on looking through the paper
again, he discovered—a thing which disheartened and disgusted

him—that he had passed over three most glaring errors -» viz.,

two semicolons which ought to have been colons, and a thus for

a thvn. Horrible carelessness ! Would the editor find it out ?

CHAPTER XI.

A DAZZLING SUCCESS.

There lies, not far from Capel Court, a mysterious world, the

world of Finance. It is a world inhabited by a race resembling

men, who spend their lives in whispering, chattering in corners,

winking at each other, making signs, buying nothing at all

without money, and making great profit thereat ; selling for

nothing what they have not got and going bankrupt over the

transaction ; building up great edifices for other people out of

rotten eggs ; knocking these down again and with the profits

buying marble palaces ; stealing the slender fortunes of widows,
orphans, clergymen, and all who are poor and defenceless;
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promising what they 'will never perform, stating what they
know to be false, and prophesying things which will never
happen. Their language among themselves is barbarous and
impossible to understand. Outside, however, they can talk

English. Now among this world it presently began to be
whispered that there had arisen an operator of extraordinary
sagacity and boldness.

The first step in the direction of greatness is to attract

attention ; the next is to become the subject of conversation
;

the third to have stories, mostly false, told about you ; after

this, if you keep it up, you become the object of everybody's
envy and hatred. This is true greatness, at which we should
all aim.

Olinthus Gallaway advanced quickly from the first to the
second step. He got talked about ; his transactions were
magnified and his successes exaggerated, and his origin and
first beginnings were put back, so to speak, in order to bring
his sudden rise into better relief—he was reported, for instance,

to have been an errand boy to begin with ; and everybody
asked how and by what methods he had acquired the greater
natural insight with which he began to be credited.

'As he has gone up,' said his uncle, that steady old man of

business, who did not believe in sudden success, ' as he has gone
up, so he will come down—a rocket, sir.

'

Young men in the City, however, admire rockets. The
rocket not only goes up very high, but it is a most splendid and
beautiful thing, leaving a bright track behind it, and when it

bursts, it scatters about showers of golden rain. True it then
comes down, an obscure and useless stick with an empty case

tied on to it. But, among financial rockets, there has been
found out a way of coming down soft.

Olinthus, for his own part, found his greatness a thing
eminently enjoyable. There were drawbacks—most serious

drawbacks to be sure : the man who gave him his daily orders

was a horribly irritable and peevish old man : his tongue was
as sharp as a knife ; he was overbearing, harsh, exacting, and
insisted on his orders being carried out to the letter. He
frequently informed his partner that he was far more stupid

than could have been believed possible, even in fallen humanity.
If he found, as often happened, some difficulty in getting his

plans understood, he would apply without stint or moderation
the stimulus of the strongest and most abusive language. If he
had been a younger man I believe he would have stimulated and
encouraged his partner's somewhat sluggish intellect by the

exhibition of Father Stick, that eminent persuader. It was
hard, indeed, for the young man to bear these things ; but he
reflected that the walls were thick, and that no one knew or

suspected. And then, he had the opportunity almost every day
of observing how obedience led to golden results, even though
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three-fourths, which was shameful, went to the man who wanted
the money least. As for the false position which he occupied,
that gave him no shame at all. When—outside the office—he
was congratulated and nattered for his extraordinary acumen,
lie only smoothed his chin, smiled, and looked as wise as Nature
would allow. Sometimes it certainly did occur to him that if

his partner should happen to fall ill, or die, or should take it

into his head to retire from the firm, or should turn him out and

carry on the business openly, it might he awkward for him;

because in that case he would have to abandon the business of

speculation altogether, and if his little pile was not already made
it might be very disagreeable for him. On the other hand, if

the old man should only go on for another year or two, he would

make that little pile, and a very comfortable little pile it would

be. At first, he used to wonder what were the secret sources

of information possessed by his wonderful partner ; but as he

never found out anything nor advanced one single step towards

understanding the business in which he was supposed outside to

be so great a proficient, he ceased to trouble his mind about it

and endeavoured only to perform his own part as executive

partner so as to keep Mr. Colliber in good temper and prevent

his thinking of a retirement or a change in partners. For oh !

how the men he knew, the young City men, would jump at such

a chance ! Who would not endure, provided it was kept secret,

the contumely and ill-treatment of such a ghost, such a sub-

stantial ghost, who was building up for him such a fortune,

and bestowing upon him so great a reputation ? Why seek for

reason ? He was ordered, blindly and without asking questions,

to buy with the right hand, and with the left hand to sell, the

same stock at the same time ; he was to bull or to bear, or both

—why ? The thing was inexplicable. The result was without

any doubt : if he continued a mere machine ; if the ' executive

partner ' was only a puppet, whose strings were pulled by a man
in a back office, and whose limbs were worked without his

knowing why ; and a mouthpiece speaking words which he did

not understand, what mattered it provided the money kept
rolling up 1

The orders which Mr. Colliber gave him extended even to

the details of his private life. Above all, he was to practise
diligently the art of silence.

i

Yox
t ^m not Say a word

'
or droP a hinV said ColliDer

>

' not
the least hint of what you have done or are doing. As for what
you are going to do,' he sneered, showing his teeth in a most
disagreeable manner, ' you can't drop a hint, because you don't
know Do you hear me ? Not a word must be said about my
operations. If you talk, I shall find out ; and then-you know

< I am perfectly secret sir,' said Olinthus trembling. « Ihopeyou can at least trust that I '



ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. 199

'They'll get round you,' interrupted the senior partner.
' The women will try to get round you. You will be asked to

dinner ; they will give you dry champagne and put flowers on
the table and tell you that you are the wisest of men. I know
their tricks and their trumperies. They used to try it on with
me. They will say,

'
' Hush !

" when you are going to speak, and
look at you across the table and make great eyes at you. I know
'em—I know their tricks and trumperies. After dinner they

will make you sit beside them and then more great eyes, till your
silly brain will reel ; very likely they will say that you are as

handsome as you are clever.' Olinthus blushed, because there

indeed was struck a weak spot. He certainly thought he was
remarkable for being at once so handsome and so clever. ' Yes

;

they'll say anything to get round you'—Mr. Colliber really

could put things in the most disagreeable way— ' and then they'll

ask in a whisper what they should buy. They will say that so

great a financier can afford to be generous. And your knees
will knock together ; but still you—mustn't—tell them. Do
you understand that ? Your partnership depends upon your
silence.'

'Yes,' said Olinthus, ' oh yes, I quite understand.'
' You have got to be adamant. Do you hear 1

'

'Certainly, sir; certainly, adamant.'
' You can't look wise if you try ever so hard,' his pleasant

partner went on, ' but you might look knowing perhaps.
Endeavour to look knowing when they pump you ; shut up
tight : say nothing : when they sniggle up and make eyes, look
the other way ; when they talk about the great financier, change
the subject ; say you have left the City behind. That's an easy
thing to say. You can get out of it that way, even though they
leave off asking you to dinner. And, besides, you can do that
without letting one find out what a stupendous ass you are.'

' Yes, sir,' said Olinthus, without betraying the least resent-

ment at this arbitrary treatment. ' At the same time, sir, I
would observe that my friends, when they ask me to dinner, do
so for the pleasure of my '

' If I only had caught young Massey in time, he would have
been of real use. I could have taught him, while—as for you—

-

if it wasn't that I wanted a dummy—well !

'

And this was only one of many disagreeable conversations
conducted in this tone.

The junior partner retired, and drove home in his nice cab to

his new chambers. They were beautiful chambers in Piccadilly,

furnished with less splendour, it is true, than their owner could
have desired ; but then they were furnished in the fashion, and
the bill was really stupendous.

On the table there lay a note addressed in a lady's hand-
writing. Olinthus tore it open and read it with a smile of

satisfaction.
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1 I'm an ass and a fool, am I ?
' he said, after reading the

note twice over. ' Yet a Countess asks me to dinner—the young
and beautiful widow of an Earl asks such an ass and such a fool

to dinner. She doesn't operate, she doesn't want information.

She has never asked me to recommend a buyer to a safe thino-.

Why does she ask me, then ?
' He looked in the glass and smiled

again. 'Claire,' he said, 'is a very pretty girl and all that.

But a young Countess ! and a widow !
' he looked in the glass

again.

The cause of Mr. Colliber's contempt and wrath was the

difficulty he found in coaching his partner for a certain difficult

and delicate piece of business which he was just then working
up. It was a big thing, a very big thing, and it required to be
carried through with great delicacy and coolness ; in fact, it was
of such great importance that Mr. Colliber made his partner

rehearse two scenes at least in his presence, and to rehearse

them till he' was word-perfect, and had been taught the by-play.

And yet he knew nothing at all of what was meant.
The business was this. There was once a young Englishman

who had a few thousands—a very few. He had also a great

aversion to the confinement of an office, and a great love of

riding, shooting, fishing, and so forth. There are many such
young Englishmen. This young man tried many things ; but
as everything begins with an exam., and as he was always

plucked, he could find no opening for himself at home ; therefore

he turned his eyes upon the colonies, which seem to exist

especially to meet such cases as his. After consideration, he
thought that coffee-planting in Sindbad's Island— named after

the discoverer—would afford him a reasonable amount of open

air, riding, shooting, fishing, cards, brandy and soda, and
cigarettes, combined with business, and he laid out his capital

in the purchase of a small coffee estate in that colony, and went
out there and began to operate.

Now the planting of coffee is not what it used to be in this

colony. For the soil, which was once rich, is now poor and only

kept going with guano, and hurricanes are more frequent than
they were, and the cost of labour has gone up on the one hand,
while the price of coffee has gone down on the other. Therefore
this young man, who began by paying three times as much for

his estate as it was worth, sorrowfully beheld his good money
going after his bad, and his liabilities increase while his crops
grew worse. He therefore began to contemplate the possibilities

of bankruptcy, and to realise that unless a miracle happened
even brandy and soda would become an unattainable article.

Then a miracle did happen. Gold was found in that island
—that is to say, gold had always been known to exist, but a
speculative and ingenious man turned up who maintained that
gold was plentiful enough to be worked for profit.

Delightful ! His own estate lay in the auriferous region.
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He made great haste, filled a sack with ore dug out of his fields,

packed in it all the bits which looked most like containing gold,

and took his passage home, carrying the precious sack with him.
He was not a remarkably clever young man, but he was prudent
enough to see that here was a chance—his one chance—such a

chance as would never occur again—of selling his estate. And
in some way or other—how did he always find out these things 1

—Mr. Colliber found out before this young man landed in

England what was his errand and what he hoped to do.

It was the coffee-planter with the sack of ore and the estate

in the rich auriferous region whom the executive partner was
ordered to receive.

The planter kept his appointment, having in his hand a
small bag full of stuff which looked like nuggets gone brown.
He expected to find a sharp man of business in a dingy office.

He found a large, light, and handsomely-furnished room, and a
young man, younger than himself, looking the reverse of sharp,
with fat cheeks and rather fishy eyes. Never did the appearance
of a man so belie his reputation. Yet he had heard such splen-
did accounts of Mr. Gallaway's ability if once he could be
persuaded to take up a thing.

'Now, sir,' said the great financier, with some approach to
sharpness, ' let us talk business.' He took out his watch and
looked at it—this was part of the by-play. ' Take that chair.

I have got just ten minutes for you. You have an estate to
sell, I understand—a coffee estate, in which you have lost
money.'

' I have—in Sindbad Island.'
' Just so ; and luckily for you it is supposed to lie in the

auriferous district.'

' It is in the very heart of the rich auriferous district. The
ore has been analyzed, and is said to contain '

' Just so. What will yoii take for it 1
'

1
1 will take,' said the planter, looking his man straight in

the face, ' I will take twenty thousand pounds for it.'

He expected to be invited to go away at once, or at least to
reconsider his proposal. Quite the contrary, Mr. Gallaway
laughed pleasantly.

' Twenty thousand ! If I take up the business, we can do
better than that for you. Supposing, for instance, that I get
you a purchaser for fifty thousand, would you object to my
taking fifteen for myself 1

'

' Of course,' said the vendor, puzzled. ' But—but—then

—

why don't you buy it yourself, and sell it for what you can get 1

I offered it to you for twenty thousand.'
'You did. But I do not buy estates,' said Mr. Gallaway.

1 That is not my business. Come. Shall I repeat what I said 1

or do you agree 1 If I get a purchaser for fifty, you will give
me fifteen 1

'
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4 Certainly ; I agree. It will still be fifteen thousand more
than I expected.'

' Considering that the estate only cost you six thousand, you
will have done very well. Then that will do. You will hear
from me to-morrow. Good morning. I have another appoint-
ment immediately.'

This was the first scene of the drama. Mr. Colliber was
pleased to approve of his conduct of the affair, so far. Olinthus
was next instructed to visit a certain firm with whom he had
already had transactions. To this firm, after certain prelimi-
naries, all of them carefully studied beforehand, he offered the
estate for £50,000.

' lou shall buy this estate,' he said. ' You will leave it to
me to get a purchaser for you. If I get you £150,000 for it,

you will give me as commission £30,000 for myself. That is

business.'

The firm bought that estate ; the firm sold it the following
week to the Sindbad Island Gold Mining Company (Limited),
capital, £200,000, in 200,000 £1 shares. And how the great
Mr. Gallaway—never so great as when he was operating with a
newly-formed company—manipulated the shares and ran them
up, and how much this firm made out of that one transaction

alone would require a volume in itself to relate. But it was
terrible to Olinthus, in the glory which followed the coup, to

remember that seventy-five per cent, went to the other man.
This was the first great coup. I am happy to relate that

Olinthus, who was a good son, bought his mother's house for

her out of the proceeds, gave her a thousand pounds, and to

each of his three sisters a thousand pounds, so that they all

became heiresses on the spot, and shortly afterwards married
men in a Steady Way. This was kind of him. He was also

extremely benevolent to himself at this period, and never
allowed himself to desire anything which he did not immediately
buy. Think of buying all you want ! The work of promoting
companies and dealing with their shares is even more delicate

and unintelligible than speculating in stock, but Olinthus found
that it was much more lucrative. The British public is never
tired of companies ; sometimes there is a lull, but only for a
short time, and then the game goes on again with undiminished
vigour. Mr. Gallaway for his part was instrumental in floating

a great "many, although people now say that he never promoted
a single sound concern. There was the great South American
Silver Mine, called the Dona Mercedes. It lies in the Andes
and was formerly worked by the Incas of Peru, who abandoned
it when they thought they had come to the hard pan ; it

became a gold mine to Mr. Olinthus Gallaway. Then there
was the North Australian Copper Mine ; it is the richest copper
mine in the world ; it is full of copper, bristling with copper.
You can pick up enough copper off the ground to make an
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antique coal-scuttle ; but there is no fuel, and there are no
roads, and there is no labour. To Mr. Gallaway that copper
mine was also a gold mine. Then there was the Arctic Steam
Navigation Company, which bought up a most beautiful fleet of

steamers, out of which the owners had already made immense
fortunes. In fact they only parted with their steamers because

they were grown old and worn out, and generously asked no
more for them than they had cost when new, and only received

for themselves the posts of managing directors with a per-

centage on freight in the gross—yet people call Olintlius hard
names in connection with this line of steamers. Then there

was the company for purchasing and carrying on a most noble

business out of which three generations of partners had made
fortunes ; the present partners only consented to form the house
into a company when it had begun to fall into a rapid decline,

for which there was no cure and failure was imminent. They
nobly took, when they went out of it, not a penny more than
the value of the business when it had been at its best. There
was also the railway across the Romney marsh connecting Lydd
with Romney, Hythe, and Rye. There was also the Company
for developing the trade of the Norfolk Broads. And there

were other companies for electric lights, for packet-boats, for

tramways, for torpedoes, for telephones, for hotels, for news-
papers, and a hundred other things. All these were started,

promoted, shoved off by Mr. Gallaway ; he underwrote them,
he bought and sold their shares, he created a demand for them
and got them quoted. One thing Mr. Gallaway never did ; he
did not become a director, nor did he buy anything, estate,

business, or steamers ; nor did he in any way at all associate

his name publicly with the company, nor was he in the least

degree responsible for the statements made in the prospectus.

The sudden acquisition of money made him horribly extrava-

gant in his personal expenditure. This is a very usual result

when one has had no money in early life ; it comes, I believe,

from an exaggerated idea of the pleasure of spending money.
Girls, for instance, who seldom have much money of their own,
regard the abstract process of buying as one of the most enjoy-
able things in the world. Fortunately the pleasure does not
depend on the amount spent, so that it may be enjoyed as much
by the workman's wife when she goes out with her basket on a

Saturday evening as by her richer sister driving in her carriage

to Swan and Edgar's. As for Olinthus, he enjoyed buying
things as much as any girl might do. And he bought con-

tinuously, and bought everything that was worthless and
costly.

The Village watched his career with interest almost breath-

less. It was wonderful to believe that one of themselves should

become so illustrious. Unfortunately Mr. Colliber, whose
experience and criticism at this juncture would have been of
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great value, was only at home on Sundays, and came no more
to the village-green. And nobody could guess at all what he
went to town for. Probably on business connected with his
failure.

' I always thought well of the boy,' said Sir Charles, ' ever
since the day when he declared that he should imitate my
example. It was nobly said. My example ! One has not
lived in vain.'

' A wise example indeed,' said Mr. Skantlebury.
' I should say he was imitating Mr. Colliber's example/

said Mr. Massey. ' I once hoped that my own son might dis-

tinguish himself in the higher walks of finance. Oh, Heaven !

What a thing it is ! I heard on good authority in the City the
other day that Olinthus Gallaway must have made a hundred
thousand already.' A waiter in a City dining-room had told

him. ' Everything he touches turns to gold. No one knows
what a promoter of companies may make. If my son—but he
is gone. Why did he go away from London 1 Why did he
leave the place where all the money is 1 If he had gone to New
York it would have been something. But to go all the way to

China !

'

'It sometimes occurs to me,' said Mr. Skantlebury softly,
' that perhaps Olinthus—I should say Mr. Olinthus—might put
one on to a good thing now and then if he were asked. What
do you say, Massey 1

'

A gleam of light flashed from the eyes of the ingenious Mr.
Massey.

The three sisters of Olinthus regarded him with a kind of

bewildered awe. How could he have become so clever ? As a

boy he had bullied them ; he was selfish, domineering, dogmatic

;

he always took the best of everything ; he made himself the

master of the house. In those days they used to rebel ; they

used to cry, to call him names, to wish he was gone into the

City for good. But how could he have become so clever ? Why,
he was a dull boy ; he cared nothing about books ; he seemed
stupid. Now, however, they found it quite natural that one
who was going to be so great should in his youth bully his

sisters. His stupidity was not real ; it was only that he had not
found out his line. He conferred honour upon them by coming
to visit them ; they sat round him and heard him talk of the
dinners he gave, the men he invited, the houses he went to, the
chambers he lived in, the money he was making. And did he
not give them each a dot, which meant a sweetheart as well 1

And did he not buy the house for them ? And all of it made
out of nothing, by buying what had no existence and selling

what he had not got. Was there ever such a brother ? And he
dined with countesses.

' It is a pity,' said his mother, ' that he will marry Claire. I
Bay nothing against her ; and, to be sure, even for the richest
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man, what she will have when her father dies will come in com-

fortably. But, my dear, if Olinthus were to marry the dear

Countess ! I should really feel his success more—sometimes I

think I don't feel it enough—if I were actually to see him drive

up to the door with a countess on his arm ! Mr. Olinthus

G aliaway and the Countess ! How well it would sound !

'

' Perhaps,' said the eldest, ' Olinthus will not ask Claire any

more. You know he is not obliged to.'

'Let us hope he will not,' said his mother.

'Perhaps,' said the youngest, who was a Fool, and was often

told so, 'Claire will take one of the others.'

They took all their news to Claire. She heard it with a

smile which meant nothing. A strange girl ! She knew that

he was in love with her, but she never blushed or made any
outward signs of confusion when his name was mentioned. Yet
she owned that the gift of the dot to each of the girls was a kind

and generous action. And when they began to hint at the

superiority of Olinthus over the other two boys she instantly

froze.

From time to time Olinthus himself called upon her, and
talked of his own surpassing achievements.

'You see, Claire,' he would say, repeating himself, 'I really

have done most wonderfully well.'

'You have, indeed, Olinthus.'
' Everybody says there isn't a cleverer man in the City

They do, indeed ! I don't tell you that out of boastfulness, but
because you don't hear—of course you can't—what goes on in

the City, and I want you to know.'
'Your sisters tell me.'
' As for other fellows—fellows of my own standing—there

isn't one to show a candle to me; not one, even among Stock
Exchange fellows who started with lots of money. If you only

knew how much we—I mean— I—made last week.'
' Please do not tell me that. You might turn my head !

'

' And, I say, Claire '—he turned very red— ' you know, more
than a whole year has gone. I promised to wait for three years,

I know. But if you could shorten the time '

'I cannot even talk about it,' Claire said.
' As for that, I believe the Countess would take me—I do,

indeed.'

'Then, Olinthus, pray ask the Countess.'
' Now, Claire, don't get up. I did not mean—I assure you

I do not really care for
'

She burst out laughing.

'You may laugh if you like. But, now, do listen for a

moment. If you come to compare me with the other fellows,

where are they 1 One is a clerk on two or three hundred a year

in China. You'll never see him again. And the other's a pauper
fellow who writes. By Jove ! I saw him the other day going
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down Piccadilly with a book in his hand, like a shopman, and a
shabby old hat. I almost felt inclined to stop my horse and ask
him if I could lend him a sovereign, I did indeed.'

'At any rate, I am glad you resisted the temptation,' Claire
replied with impatience.

' Oh, yes, of course ; it was only a passing thought, you
know—poor beggar! Shorten the time, CJaire. You're just
the age to marry, and just the kind of girl for a rich man.
Look here, I'll give you a house in the Cromwell Road, cr
Lancaster Gate, if you like that better. You shall have your
carriage, and your footman and all

;
you shall, indeed.'

' Finish what you have to say, Olinthus.'
' The Countess will call upon you. She will do anything I

tell her. The other day I whispered to her, "Buy Turks;"
she did—she bought a lot ; and she made a little sweep.'—It

will be seen, that the Countess had, after all, begun to operate.

—

' She's truly grateful. When I dined with her the other night
there was a lord, and an honourable, and a major, and a couple
of real ladies. After dinner we had a little Nap, and then a
little baccarat. I lost seventy pounds. What's that ? But it is

just to show you, Claire, that you shall go into tip-top society.'

'Thank you very much.'—What did she laugh again for?

—

' And, Olinthus, if you feel tempted, you know, at any time to

ask the Countess, don't let me stand in the way.'

CHAPTER XII.

THE POWER OP SYMPATHY.

Allen continued to go to the little house at Bayswater. He
went there daily on some pretext—because he had an idea;

because he thought Gertrude might have one ; to take them
somewhere—there are plenty of shows in the early spring ; to

read with them ; simply to sit and talk with them.
When they went to Richmond for the summer he went too,

and lived under the same roof.

There are great possibilities about Richmond even yet,

although it is built over, and approached by a dozen lines. You
may, with a girl so young and so strong as Isabel, tramp un-
disturbed over miles of wild park, where the heron and the wild
duck fly over the broad mere, and the rabbits scuttle away
through the fern, and the deer look up with suspicion as you
pass. It is a place where you may read poetry or make love

—

Allen read poetry ; where you may sit dreaming while tho
silence and the sunshine make your heart calm and restful

;

where you may talk of vast, shadowy, gigantic plans for the
future—the conquest of the world—if you are young and your
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companion be sympathique, as Isabel was. Beyond the park are
great barren commons, which give one a sense of freedom de-
lightful to feel after months among the houses ; they are covered
with yellow gorse, among whose flowers there is kept up a con-
tinual and restful humming caused by the great fat bumble bees
and the heavy drones, who roll in and out among the spikes.

A delightful place and a delightful time ! It is not so wild as
Hainault, but it seems so much farther off from the City and
from money. Or there is the river. Isabel could row, and
taught Allen. They spent long summer evenings on the water
among the swans and the midges and the lilies, floating along in

the twilight, listening to the plash of the current in the leaves
and the leap of a fish. It was best when the sun went down
and they floated down the river in the twilight. Sometimes
they sat in silence, sometimes Allen followed aloud the current
of his thoughts. He was still a very young man, although he
was three-and-twenty ; he was still full of thoughts, speculations,

and wonder. Such a mind as his never passes out of wonder-
land into the region where people go about their business, each
wrapped in his own concerns, with never a thought of the things

around them ; he told all his thoughts to Isabel, just as he had
told them all to Claire. And there came upon the spirit of the

girl a feeling that she was the support and stay of Allen, and a

jealousy of that other woman who would take him from her,

and have no support or stimulus to give him.
In those days Claire was forgotten—she seemed so far away.

Yet to Isabel she was so near, because she stood between Allen
and herself. Of love and its first beginnings, of love's decay
and death, of changed heart, which had promised to be so loyal

—who can fitly speak ?

The summer passed away ; Allen went not once to Hainault,
He wrote, it is true. Was it Claire's quick fancy, or were the
letters constrained and forced ?

' Isabel, I have had a blissful time,' said Allen, when the day
came for their return. ' It has been one long basking in the
sunshine—save for the confounded Organ. How can I thank
you for making me so happy 1

'

' It is enough,' she said, with a slight blush in her cheek and
a quickened light in her eye ; 'it is enough, for us, that you
have been happy.'

4 1 go back,' he went on, ' to carry out some of our plans.'
4 Your plans, Allen, not mine.'
4 Yes, yours ; we have talked them over together. Our

plans, Isabel. Let me associate the work, if it is done worthily,
with the memory of our summer holiday together.'

He spoke loftily, as if the plans were the concern of the
universal world. They were, indeed, vast enough ; but they
were, unfortunately, vague. Yet he was not making love. He
was simply happy with his new-made friends. He was so far



208 ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

true to Claire that he had no thought of love. He was also, so
far, stupid and inexperienced.

'You spoil me, Gertrude,' he said one day. ' You make me
continually talk about my own work and myself. It is your
fault if I am an egoist, I will write a poem about the man who
was spoiled by kindness. Do you remember Coppe'e's poem
about the child who was picked up by two old men, and killed
by their excessive love and kindness ? You picked me up, you
see, and you have been so kind that I have become full of my
own importance. Yet I am only a bladder blown out with wind.'

' Every poet is an egoist, my dear,' said Gertrude. ' It is

allowed him, and we think it is admirable.'
But the holiday came to an end, and Allen returned to his

own lodgings, and began to think about those vast schemes
of work which were to be accomplished.

' Has 'it been wise, Gertrude?' asked Lawrence, concerning
this holiday. He thought of Isabel ; but she thought of Allen.

' I think so, Lawrence. He has learned a great deal ; in-

deed, he learns with great quickness ; he can talk well now

—

even brilliantly ; he knows the small change of conversation

;

he represses his enthusiasms, and yet he has not lost them.'
' He is not likely to lose them, with you.'
' Take him now, Lawrence, and make him work. He wants

your stimulus after our sympathy ; he dreams too much.
Isabel could give him both stimulus and sympathy. But then,

you see, we must consider that she could not be always giving

them to a man already engaged.'
' Is Engledew engaged ?

'

' As good as engaged.'
' Which is, perhaps, another reason,' said Lawrence, ' why

he should not be allowed to go about quite so much with Isabel.'

' The child has no thought,' Gertrude replied, ' of such a

thing. Indeed, Lawrence, you do her wrong.'

He shook his head with preternatural wisdom and went his

way. But he waited an opportunity to find Isabel alone, and
then he spoke to her cautiously. He talked of their summer
holiday and of Allen. She answered him without any blushing
or confusion, in her quiet way. Allen stayed with them, she
said ; they were together all day long ; they read poetry and
talked over all kinds of literary plans. They had a very de-
Lghtful time.

' Is he really engaged, Isabel?' he asked. ' If so, do you
think she would like it ?

'

She blushed at this unexpected thrust.
' He has proposed to a young lady who will give him an

answer in a year or two. Why do you ask, Lawrence ?

'

' There was a time, Isabel,' he replied, ' when there was
another young man who might have asked for sympathy.'
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* You, Lawrence ?
' she laughed, but not freely. ' But one

cannot give sympathy to a mathematician.'
' But you can to men who make literature.'
' Of course.'
' Then, Isabel, you may give it to me, if you can. I am

also—even I—of the literary trade. Yes : do not look as-

tonished. Listen. My science is a sham and a flam and a
humbug. I am a writer of tales and things, as my father and
my mother and all the rest of them were before me.'

' You, Lawrence ?

'

' Even I. What will Gertrude say ?

'

' You to write stories, Lawrence '? You, the only man of

clear head in the family ? Oh ! it is impossible.'
' Stories in prose and verse, Isabel. 1 have even sent things

to a comic paper. Comediettas, feuilletons, vers de societe, all, I

produce. It has been on my conscience for a long time, but I

never before had so good an opportunity of telling my secret.'
' Oh !

' she gasped, ' you—too !

'

' It is like gout or early baldness. You can't get it out of

the blood. Now, Isabel, for some of that sympathy which you
give this fellow Engledew.'

She laughed and blushed.
' Shall I row you in the evening in the Serpentine 1 Shall

we walk together in the Gardens? Shall we sit on a pair of

penny chairs side by side beneath the trees 1 I have many
plans to tell you. I am full of thoughts. I can even read you
my poetry.'

She blushed again, Mephistopheles himself could not more
artfully have conveyed to Isabel the plain truth, which she

would have hidden.
' Sympathy can only be given to a sympathetic subject,' said

the girl.

' I have been a great fool, Isabel,' said Lawrence. ' I

thought anytime would do.' Here Isabel blushed again. 'I

thought it was safe to wait. Now you may rest easy, Isabel.

I shall say no more about it unless, in a year or two, this

shadowy young lady—whom Allen once thought he loved— says

yes.'

Isabel gave him her hand.
' You are always considerate, Lawrence,' she said. ' Please

never say anything more about it at all, because it will be

impossible, even though that young lady should say yes—which
of course she is sure to do.'

' Why is she sure ?

'

' Why ? Oh ! Lawrence. The other two who proposed at

the same time are City men. Would any girl take a City man ?

Think of it—a money-making man, a man who buys and sells,

when she might have a poet— like Allen ?

'
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CHAPTER XIII.

TELL ME WHAT.

' Engledew,' said Lawrence that very same day, ' let ns have
it out. You have been wasting your time all the summer.'

' I know I have,' Allen replied. ' But I have come back
to work.'

' Gertrude is sentimental ; if you go there too much yon

will become flabby. Man's work and woman's work are dif-

ferent. You must keep your work out of that house. Come to

my club and see the men who work. They do not hang about

apron-strings/

There is a table d'hote at that club every evening. The
tables on this evening were full.

' Look round you,' said Lawrence, who knew them all.

' Three fourths of these men are writing-men. Most of them
are journalists. There are one or two novelists among them,

and some are specialists. If you listen to their talk you will

hear nothing about the glory of their work, and they are mere

Sadducees about its immortality.'

If you think of it you caainot draw any face which shall

immediately be recognised as that of the litterateur. Perhaps

his characteristic face has not yet been determined by long

generations of work. The profession is the youngest of the

learned callings. One can draw for one's self the typical

solicitor, the typical barrister, the typical clerk, the typical

physician, the typical ritualist even ; but the typical literary

man has not yet been been figured. Mostly, however, he wears

spectacles or pince-nez.
' There are,' said Lawrence presently, ' fourteen thousand

persons who live by literature in London. Fourteen thousand !

How many of them succeed in the way you would call success 1
'

' Why this preamble ? ' asked Allen.
' Because the time has come when you must make your

spoon or spoil that horn. You have got to do as well as the

half-dozen best of those fourteen thousand men and women.
That seems a considerable ambition, doesn't it ? Because, you
see, you take it seriously. As for mo, I take it carelessly.

I write my little comedies, and they get printed, and I am paid.

I am content. Life should be made up of a little light comedy,
a little love-making, a few epigrams, a little champagne, and ;i

little verse-making. That is enough for me. You, glutton that
you are, want to do good work and get what you call fame.
You won't get much by magazine articles on French poets.'

Allen replied not.

' You must be a dramatist, or a novelist, or both. Go at it



ALL LN A GARDEN FALR. 211

therefore, hard, as if you were going at physic or the law.

Gertrude has done a good deal for you, now go and do the rest

yourself.'

It was true. Lawrence's words implied a great deal more
than appeared on the surface.

' I know,' said Allen humbly, ' what you and your friends

have done for me. It seems incredible to me that I could

have dared, being so ignorant of the world, even to dream of

success. I know more, now, but ' he sighed, ' what is the

use of knowledge if it is only to make one feel one's insig-

nificance 1
'

' No man,' said Lawrence, as wise as Solomon, ' is insig-

nificant who can write, and has ideas. As for knowledge, you
know everything that was to be learned, except what your friend,

the Frenchman, could not teach you—the ways of the social

world. Isabel has told me something of your plans. Was it

pleasant to dream away a summer on the river with a pretty

girl 1 You poets get the best of everything. Up, dreamer.

'

He laid his hand upon Allen's shoulder. ' Go and work.'

He went away uneasy, dissatisfied, waiting for inspiration,

his brain filled with vast fabrics which crumbled to dust when
they were touched—a romance, which should be a joy for ever

;

a great and magnificent play, which should never leave the

stage—do we not know the poet who wants a great subject, the
painter who has got a beautiful piece of canvas on his easel

but cannot decide what to fill it with ?

He was so restless that he found the house at Bayswater in-

tolerable. Gertrude's reverence for literature made him feel

like an arrogant pretender. Isabel's cpuestioning eyes seemed
to reproach him for having done nothing, whereas she only
wondered what was troubling him. He was so restless that

he was fain to the Forest and seek consolation of Claire.

She might have had a great deal to tell him, but he asked
for no news of herself ; she might have shown him her new
house and all her pretty new things, but he regarded them not,

being full of his own trouble. She was more beautiful than
before, but he paid no heed to her beauty ; the sunshine of

good fortune lay upon her face, it had lost the line of care which
always settles on the forehead of women who do daily work,
but he saw it not ; she was sympathetic, and he took, without
returning, all the sympathy which she had to give. In such a
frame of mind a poet is sublimely selfish. Perhaps, as Gertrude
said, it is allowed to him.

'Tell me, Allen,' she said, ' what it is.'

He had come for consolation, but it was necessary to explain
why, and he could not explain. How tell anybody, even Claire,

that he was burning to write a splendid thing, and was miserable
because the way was not yet clear 1 The sunshine of September
lay upon the gentle slopes and the old trees of the Forest, but
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it might as well have been a day in November ; Claire wag
holding his hand and looking into his face with her sweet, frank

eyes, but he saw and felt nothing.

'Are you not satisfied with what you have done, Allen?'
she asked. ' Yet it seems to me so good a beginning.'

I believe there is nothing more wretched, more humiliating,

than the feeling that you are not, and never can be, the one

thing in the world you ardently desire to be.
' I am not satisfied,' he broke out. ' Oh, Claire, what things

I hoped to do ! And see Nothing. Half-a-dozen papers.

That—and the confounded Leather Organ.'

He left her abruptly without another word and strode off

through the Forest.

Claire looked to see him return in the evening, and made a

little feast for him, and her father promised sympathy with the

work. They waited dinner till the sun went down at eight, but

he came not ; for he was walking, dinnerless, full of a kind of rage

as of one who possesses a great art yet cannot exercise it, along

the road to Abridge, and from there along the north of Epping

Forest to Copt Hall, and so by a long round to Chingford,

where he took the train to London, and went home and to bed,

tired, angry and horribly hungry.

For Claire could not help him. Sympathy will not make a

man succeed ; he must work, he repeated. And what to do %

He must work, or he must creep back to his own place and die

in obscurity.

CHAPTER XIV-

IT IS THIS.

Relief came to him after many days. One evening it chanced

that his restless feet carried him to that broad thoroughfare

which runs through Islington. It reminded him of White-
chapel ; it was a busy and crowded time, between nine and ten.

The day had been hot, it was in early autumn ; the people
streamed along the pavement in a never-ending procession ; the
workmen lounging with pipes in their mouths, the work-girls
hastening as if there was not a moment to be lost, and talking
to each other as they went in voices of exasperation

; the
married women carried baskets ; there was the bustle, turmoil,
toil, and roll of the streets, which he remembered of those days
when with Will he roamed about the place. The years rolled
backwards, the old thoughts returned to him : if one could only
keep the magnificent thoughts which come to boys and to early
manhood ! if one could only remember them in psirt ! To
Allen it seemed suddenly as if he had been forgetting Cr
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neglecting the only thing worth following. His brain reeled, he
was fain to stop and lean beside a lamp-post. Then he stood
still and watched. And then there befell him, again, a strange

and wondrous thing ; the crowds of people became a long and
never-ending procession of human faces. He gazed . upon each
as they passed him by ; there were faces worn, faces sad, faces

eager, faces anxious, faces sensual, faces pure, faces young,
faces old, faces animal-like, vulture-like, snake-like, ape-like,

leonine ; faces remorseful, faces expectant, faces conscious,

faces doomed—where were the happy faces gone 1

Then there fell upon him a strange feeling, which seemed
as if it was an old feeling, and that he must have felt it once
before—of trouble and sympathy ; each face in the long pro
cession was alone ; it looked neither to the right nor to the left,

it looked straight before as it went past him. And while ho
looked and felt no surprise or wonder, save that he should have
waited so long for this thing to happen to him, he saw among
the multitude one face that he knew and remembered. Alas !

he had forgotten that face too long. This face turned and
looked straight in his eyes ; he saw the rest no more, but
followed walking side by side.

It was the face of the girl whom he had seen so long ago

and forgotten ; but then she was younger, and her features-

like those of a girl of fifteen—hardly formed ; and her figure

was then indistinct, a thing of sun and shadow. Now, she was
fully grown and shapely ; he saw that she had sweet eyes, large

and beautiful, but they were full of tears and wonder and
reproach. She asked him why he had neglected her so long

;

she said that she had been waiting and looking for him ; then

she took him by the hand and led him along the road among
the passengers, who made way for her though she was but a

spectre of Allen's brain ; and she talked with him ; her voice

was low yet he heard it above the roll of the carriages. He
listened as she spoke ; he had heard her story before, but never

before had he realised the strengh of it, the sorrow of it, the

splendour of it. While she told it, with details which before

he knew not of, with surroundings which before he had not

understood, he heard another voice which said, ' All your

verses, all your essays, are foolish things. Listen to this girl's

story.' He listened—he heard that story told all over again

from the beginning ; he saw that when he heard it before he
could not wholly comprehend it ; now he understood all. And
he knew that he was going to do a splendid thing, because he
felt and saw that it would be a real thing. How simple it seems

and yet how hard it is—to see the truth !

He went home ; he could not rest ; the story of that girl

fired his brain. It had been lying there, forgotten, for three

years ; it had grown without his knowledge ; it had been fed

and nourished by every walk he took in the streets of London,
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by every conversation -which took him out of books and taught
him something of life. And suddenly it had sprung up fully
grown ; it was a tale now of genuine flesh and blood, warm,
natural, full of love and passion, hope and fear. Oh ! wise
Hector ! Oh ! great philosopher ! thus to discern that the best
part of education lies outside the wisdom of books

!

Yes ; it was a great thing he was going to do. As he paced
his room the story unrolled itself : he seemed to see, actually

before his eyes, the scenes ho was going to describe ; he heard
the voices of his characters ; he laughed and wept ; he threw
his arms about and acted the story ; in dumb show he played it,

without words he constructed it.

Happy the man who thus beholds, almost in the flesh, the
creatures of his imagination ; happy he who is possessed by a

story. Allen had found among the meanest streets of the
meanest part of London a rose of maidenhood, as tender, as

true, as sweet as if she had been the descendant of a hundred
earls. It was not to be a story with the false, old, foolish ring

of the wicked duke and the virtuous dressmaker, but a real

story, with human life and love and shattered hopes, and the

suffering of the innocent for the sins of the fathers and mothers,

of women for the sins of men.
But, as yet, it was not written. In fact, Allen discovered—

.

a great many people have made this discovery—that it is not

enough to conceive a story, enough even to work it all out in

your own mind, so that you know perfectly all your characters,

with their faces and figures and secret thoughts : the difficulty

is to shape it in dramatic form, and, above all, to begin it. You
know how Hector Philipon was seized with that great thought

of his which so mightily buffeted him. As were Hector's

struggles, so were Allen's. The babe was ready for the birth,

but the hour of travail was not yet come. In the telling of a

tale, well begun is half done. You may be dull in your second

chapter—in fact, you are pretty sure to be dull, because things

have got to be explained—but to be dull in the first chapter is,

indeed, a fatal thing.

Allen made a hundred different attempts to begin his story

—a hundred times lie tore up his work disgusted ; it was as if

his heroine was imploring him, with entreaties which could not
be denied, to tell her story, yet he could not.

There was once a man who, like Allen, had conceived a
story ; like him, he could not begin it. I think he could never
fit a name to his leading character, which was the principal
reason why he did not begin it. Now, by reason of long wait-
ing, his story dried up in that man's brain, and as it dried it

killed, somehow, all the firm qualities of that brain, so that it

became incapable of any more good work at all, and finally went
soft. And the poor man had to be locked in a little room of a
great house. They said it was hard work, but tlmf i.m» --- :^Q
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case— it was Suppressed Story, which is as fatal as Suppressed
Gout.

Allen reached that point when his story must be told or else

it would begin to dry up and so destroy his brain. If that had
happened, I suppose he Avould have presently returned to the
Forest and wandered about for the rest of his days playing a
melancholy strain upon an oaten pipe, a blighted shepherd.
F'ortunately, the moment came when the struggle ceased and
the tale could be told. He wrote it in a kind of rapture, work-
ing without pause or rest, even neglecting the Organ. He
wrote, without correction or revision, chapter by chapter, until

it was finished. And then he put his manuscript away and
returned to the streets, as one might seek the fountains of

Helicon. He walked about now, watching the people with a
purpose—he wanted to know more exactly how they talked,

what they said, what they thought, what they did, even how they
were dressed. There is no detail in the comedy of Humanity
too small to be noted ; nothing, hardly, that cannot be quoted,
described, or suggested.

After a week or so he returned to his story and wrote it all

over again, every word. Before, it had been an outline sketch
;

now, he made it a picture. He might add touches here and
there, but it was finished ; he could do but little more to im-
prove it. He put it away, his mind at rest, and began, with
interest, the study of another French poet.

A strange thing happened to him then. The girl whose story

he had written, who had been living in his brain so long, sud-

denly vanished clean away and died completely out of his mind
;

if he thought of her at all it was as of a person in some far-off

country whom in olden time he had known, much as an honest

tar, all of the olden time, with a wife in every port, might while

at Wapping think of his wife at Calcutta. Nor did he, for the

time, even look at his manuscript again.

I do not think that Allen will ever know a happiness greater

than that which he enjoyed during this time when the fountain

ho had opened ran with a swift and steady stream full and clear.

Other writers have shown us the rustic life with the rustic

speech ; others have shown sailor's life, soldier's life, artist life,

society life, clerical life, all kinds of life. Allen was the first to

portray the life which seems so monotonous and so mean, yet

is so full of possibilities, so varied in its types. Not for nothing

had Allen tramped those thousands of miles with Will and listened

everywhere for the Voice of the People. He had found it at last.

Allen kept his story a secret. He would tell nobody, not even
Isabel. After a time he took it to his friendly editor, who re-

ceived it without any enthusiasm and with obvious distrust. He
said that such things are a drug in the market—which is only

true of bad stories—and he told Allen that really he had better

Btick to his own line of light and appreciative criticism. So



21

6

ALL LN A GARDEN FAIR,

great a pity for a man to go outside his line ! And he presently
sent the story back, and Allen was perfectly certain that he had
not taken the trouble to turn over the pages. Now he knew
very well that this monthly magazine was always wanting good
tales, and he knew that his own was good, and that if his editor
could only be got to read it dispassionately he would take it

with joy. He therefore invented a little plot, for the carrying
out of which he secured the services and secrecy of his old friend,

the foreman.
He had the story set up in type, the same type as that used

for the magazine, and when the next packet of proof was sent to

the editor he contrived that his story should be sent by mistake
with them. The editor received his proofs and presently read
the story. Now, when it was read, that editor fell into a strange

doubt and trouble of soul ; for he could not remember, for the

life of him, that he had ever read the MS. of that story. Yet
it was a good story, an excellent story, one of the best stories he
had ever read. The more he read it the more he was struck

with its power. He took it home with him and showed it to

his wife. The influence of woman in editorial is as great as in

political circles—only it is not yet suspected. His wife said it

really was a most powerful and real story.

He then sent to the printer for the manuscript and name of

the author. The foreman came himself to explain that it was
the work of Mr. Engledew, who had had the tale set up for

himself, and that it was, he added mendaciously, a mistake of

his own, which he deeply deplored.

Then the editor saw that he had been the victim of a heart-

less deception, and would have wept had he not been too busy.

He therefore wrote to Allen asking for the use of that story
;

and when, a few days afterwards, he gave Allen an excellent

dinner at the club, he refrained from any words which might

lead his guest to guess that he was discovered.

This was the beginning ; this the way in which Allen found

—himself. The rest was easy, though it might take time, be-

cause, with a short story of twenty or thirty pages, one does

not advance at once to that enviable level at which one finds

editors holding out their hands and asking—positively asking

—

for contributions.
' Allen,' cried Gertrude with effusion, ' I congratulate you.

My dear, you have made a noble beginning in the best of all

ways. We are proud of you.'

'I kept it a secret,' said Allen, ' because I was resolved that
if I failed I would go away and never come near you any more.
I would treat myself as an impostor.

'

' Never come near us again '! Why, Allen, my first three
novels all failed, but yet I persevered. And you—oh ! my dear,
mine were poor things, indeed, compared with what yours will
be. Go away 1 Why, what little faith is here !

'
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'What does Claire say?' asked Isabel quickly.

'I have not seen her yet,' said Allen. 'I am going to see

her to-morrow.'

' As a beginning,' said Hector, ' you have written verses. All

men of genius write verses. Most abandon them. You have
studied human life

;
you, therefore, in the next place tell a

story. Most men of genius tell stories. You may next advance
to the better work.'

' Better work % ' asked Allen blankly. ' What better work 1
'

' You ask 1
' Hector replied. ' You who know what the

people want 1
'

' How should I know what they want ?
' said Allen im-

patiently.
' How else could you write this story 1

'

This question ought to have afforded the young writer bound-
less satisfaction. There is this quality in a good work of art, that

it tells more to those who study it than to him who made it.

Hector read this story, and forthwith began to consider it from
points of view not contemplated by the writer, and especially as

if it was designed with a view to things practical.
' Why,' he replied, ' I was telling the story of a girl. What

else was I doing ]

'

' You had no purpose, no design in studying this—model 1
'

' I told her story. What more 1 When I had told it she

—

she went away.'

He appealed to Claire with a puzzled look of disappointment.
What did her father mean.

'Tell Allen, mon pere,' said Claire, 'that you are proud of

him.'
' I am—proud,' said Hector with a gulp. 'You are satisfied

with your art, Allen 1
'

' I am more than satisfied,' he replied.

Hector sat down. He had then failed. Claire looked at

him with imploring eyes. Allen, alone, of the three understood
nothing. Then Hector rose again and began to speak, address-

ing the whole world.
' Is it,' he asked, ' that the artist thinks of nothing but his

work 1 When Raphael painted a beautiful woman, did he not

fall in love with her? When Dante wrote the "Inferno," did

he drop no tears for the unhappy, or did he think of rhyme and
phrase? It is a magnificent world—for the artist. Allen, you
have a splendid chance before you. For you know the proleta ire.

He is at your feet. You have heard his cries ;
you know his

voice
;
you know his pains. Take your sketch-book with you.

Behold ! There is a boy in rags—ah, pretty boy with rags and
dirt, and uncombed hair, and hungry eyes. You paint him.

Ah ! What genius ! What a portrait ! Let us go on, we are

artists—all the Levites followed that nrofession—let us go on.
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Is that not the girl you have already drawn? You have for-

gotten her already. Yet you painted her only a week ago. Her
eyes are as full of tears, and her heart is as heavy as then. The
poor girl ! The poor girl ! Here they come, all of them—the

thin man who asks questions—a dangerous man; the brute man
who drinks rum and kicks his wife—you can easily draw him

;

enfin, the whole procession of those who toil. Make your

sketches, listen to their talk. Let your work be faithful. Oh,

it is great ! It is noble ! Art is the only thing worth following.'

' My master !
' cried Allen, overwhelmed.

Claire breathed freely. Allen had not seen the delicats

satire of the words. Afterwards he might remember, but now
he was too full of his story and its success.

' Allen,' Hector added, ' I have made a mistake. I dreamed

that you might become a Luther. Happy boy \ You have be-

come, instead—a Lamartine.'



Part III.—THE REWARD OF THE MAN.

CHAPTER I.

A woman's reasons.

I wish to tell, in my own words, how I chose between the
three men who had done me the greatest honour that a man can
confer upon a woman—the offer of his love and service. It is,

I know, just as true that no greater honour can happen to a

man than the confidence and love of a woman. And yet—to

me—because I am a woman, I suppose, it does not seem quite

so great a thing. My father, in the gallant and old-fashioned

way with which he always talks of women, reminding one of

old books, powdered wigs, patches, and hoop petticoats, says,

that the highest distinction and glory for a man is to have it

recorded that he was loved by many women. I suppose, how-
ever, that any man would be more than contented with the love

of one, if he loved her in return.

At the age of eighteen I was told by these tliree young men
that they were in love with me. I was myself too young at the
time to comprehend all that this meant. Perhaps, too, my
lovers were themselves too young and too ignorant of the world
to understand the importance of what they offered. If my
mother had been living she would have taught me that these

young men proposed to give me nothing less than their whole
lives, with the fruits of all the work they would ever do. Can
any man offer more ? But my father did not teach me this : he
spoke a little about the favour of my smiles and the great happi-

ness which awaited the one whom I should accept—things

which, I dare say, turned my head—and then he said no more
about the matter, but carefully avoided it, until the time was
close at hand, when the decision had to be made. I do not say

that I never thought about it : there was not a single day, to

tell the truth, in which I did not have it on my mind. But
always, until near the end, as of a thing far off, which need not

disturb my mind.
No one must think that I made, consciously at least, any

difference between two of the boys. As for the third, I knew
very well, even at the beginning, what answer I should hava
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for him. But I speak of the two in whose delightful society 1
had spent always, in all seasons and in all weathers, some part
of every day. Yes ; every day ; for on half-holidays, if it was
fine, we walked or ran in the Forest ; and if it was wet they
came to the Cottage and we read or played ; and in the evening3
they came to talk French ; and on Sunday afternoons they came
to talk or to walk. Every day I saw them ; they were my
brothers ; I could not love one more or one less ; both were
kind and thoughtful ; both were as dear to me as one human
soul can be to another. I have made my decision, now, and
made one contented, I hope, for life—yea, and for the after-life

as well, through all the ages, when we shall together, and side
by side, grow more and more in the spiritual life. Yet, still,

when I think of the other my heart goes out to him, and I wish
that he, too, were with us in the house, as in the old times. I
could never refrain or cease from loving both these boys.

Their own homes were not happy. Their parents were
dreadfully poor. I do think that there is nothing worse for a
boy than the continual pressure of grinding poverty. I have
seen Will clench his hand.3 as he spoke of the shifts to which he
was put in order to make a decent appearance at school. I have
seen Allen weep with bitterness for the same cause. Allen, at

least, had the satisfaction of knowing that his own poverty was
due to no fault of his father, unless it be a fault to trust an old

friend, your partner. Poor Will had not that consolation ; he
knew that his father had ruined himself and thrown away a
fortune in the pursuit of mad-brained schemes ; it was difficult for

him, remembering his father's folly, to keep the fifth command-
ment in spirit as well as in letter. We, to be sure, were poor
enough, but then we had the French thrift, and so we seemed
richer. At all events, we lived contented with quite simple
things, and did not repine at what we. could not prevent. Mr.
Massey, on the other hand, continually lamented the ill-fortune

which had robbed him of the vast wealth he looked to make,
grumbled daily over the plainness of his food, and spent his

evenings in examining the papers relating to each scheme and
its failure. Allen's mother, for her part, could never recover
from the shock of her husband's dreadful death, brooded over
his calamities, and lost no opportunity of exhorting her son to
wipe out the disgrace of his father's misfortunes by making
money for himself. Poor woman ! She was brought up to
consider poverty a sin, and failure as the greatest offence
against her fellow-creatures and himself that a man can commit.
So poor Allen's boyhood was made wretched, save for the happi-
ness which he enjoyed with my father and myself. And so, in
this way, from the very first, the boy was led to conceive a
deadly hatred of the City and all that belongs to money and
money making.

Never any boy, I should think, was so fond of books as
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Allen. He read all that lie could lay his hands upon, in French
and English. When he first went into the City he used to save
half, out of the shilling which was meant for dinner, in order to
buy books. He read all that we had, all he could borrow from
everybody in the village ; though I suspected nothing at the
time, it seems to me now to have been quite certain from the
beginning that he must become a man of letters, and I can
never sufficiently thank my father for finding this out and for
training him in literature and style, and afterwards in Art, and
in the knowledge of actual life, which fitted him for the work
he was to do. Of course I knew very well that Allen could
never, never take up the active political life of which my father
dreamed.

When first he read us his verses I thought that I had never
heard anything so bad as they were. But my father saw
promise, and encouraged him and led him on step by step to

love letters and books more and more. He waited till he was
past twenty-one before he could follow the profession of letters,

and then he tore himself from the City and plunged into the
new world of print and ink with a heart full of courage.

When he refused the appointment in China and told his

mother of his resolution, she first implored him to accept the
post and then upbraided him, and when she could not alter his

purpose she came to my father and begged him to use his in-

fluence. When he refused, and assured her that her son was
taking the best step to insure his happiness and success, she
flew into the most violent passion that I had ever seen. I

would not repeat words used in wrath by an angry woman. My
father listened without changing his countenance or losing his

politeness, though she reproached him for his poverty, for his

country, for his profession, for having led Allen away from the

business of his life, and even for making him think of love when
he ought to have been thinking of money, and for throwing his

penniless and des'gning daughter in the boy's way.
When she went away, with white cheeks and quivering lips,

my father shuddered.
' Against the words of an angry woman,' he said, ' there is

no reply but silence. Do not cry, Claire, my child. Play music
for the peace of our souls. Poor woman ! Yet she must have
been beautiful once. It is only the happy woman who remains
beautiful.'

A few days later I met her in the village ; she begged to be
forgiven, saying, humbly, that all her hopes had been for her
boy to follow in the footsteps of his father, and by his own
success to make that disgrace to be forgotten. I told her that,

as for the anger, it was forgotten already ; and as to the dis-

grace of which she spoke, that was long since forgotten, and
only the pity of it left, because everybody knew how good and
honourable a man was Jipf >>""'b"rd. ™ ahook her head and
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said I was a girl and did not know all. Then I told her what
we hoped of Allen, and how bright and clever he was, and what
great prizes in reputation, as well as in money, await those who
write beautiful things in prose and verse. But this she could
not understand.

Allen did not come back to us for six months, but he wrote
telling of the bad luck which his poems encountered every-
where, and the unanimous opinion of publishers about their

merits. When, at last, he came, it was to tell us that he
had actually got work of a humble kind, yet better than
nothing.

And soon after this he told me of his new friends, to whom
he owed all the success which he has since obtained. I was
very curious about them. There was his friend, Mr. Lawrence
Ouvry, who was so wise and knew everything, and especially

everything about literature, whose father and mother and all

his relations had been poets, editors, novelists. How strange

to hear of such a family ! And then there was Miss Gertrude
Holt, the best and kindest of ladies. It seemed as if our boy
was actually on the road to success when he was invited to ' At
Homes ' crowded with literary people, and it looked like real

success when Isabel recited his poems before them all. Then
came his first paper in the magazine, which gave him a chance,

and this was success ! Yet still we were not satisfied ; it was
not for papers of criticism that Allen entered the profession of

letters ; nor was it until his first tale appeared that we knew
for certain that he was in the right line at last—the line for

which his genius was fitted.

He was always the same Allen to me, yet he changed—oh !

how much he changed. We lost our eager boy, ignorant of the

world, full of enthusiasm and rages, his large eyes aflame with

hope or indignation—he was gone. Gertrude—let me call her

at once by her name—and Isabel, between them, changed him.

They calmed him ; they made him fitted for work by praising

some of his enthusiasms and cultivating others ; they intro-

duced him into society ; they led him on, developed him, kept
him from trying impossible things, and advised him wisely. It

was what most he wanted, the society of ladies who could advise
him and give the kind of sympathy which helps a young man.
Nothing could be greater than his gratitude. His letters were
full of his friends. He was always making excuses to be with
them ; he was always trying to do something for them ; and
when he called upon me it was, after he had told me of his own
affairs, to talk about Gertrude and Isabel.

' Claire,' he would say, ' we must make up a plot to brin^
them here. I want you to know them

; you will like them as
well as I do, and better, if that is possible. Of course, every-
body falls in love with Gertrude at once, but you must know
both of them.'
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I promised I would do what I could to help him in bringing

them to the Forest.

Isabel, I could understand, encouraged and pushed him on,

y/hile Gertrude kept him back. Now I knew that Gertrude
was an old lady, and I always, until I saw her, thought that

Isabel was old too, but not so old. This was, perhaps, the

reason—though I would fain think otherwise—why I was not

in the least jealous of either of them. It is true that I thought
little about the decision before me, but yet—when a man has

said that he is in love with you—to hear him praise continually

another girl might make any woman jealous.

Isabel encouraged him to work, pointing out how this man,
or that man, without half his abilities, was pushing his way into

notice. Gertrude encouraged him to wait, urging him to give

nothing but his best, and letting him understand that his work,
as yet, was immature. It was delightful to think that he was
so carefully looked after. When I heard that Isabel recited his

poems I ought to have known that she was young ; a sense of

incongruity came over me as I read his letter—one would not

like to think of elderly ladies reciting
;
yet actresses, I suppose,

like other women, become old.

As for Will, he, too, wrote to me once a month—long and
beautiful letters, telling me everything that he thought I should

like best to hear and that would interest me : all about the

strange people of China, and the colony of English, Germans,
and Americans among whom he lived, so that I seemed to know
them all. Then he told me— if this would interest me—what
he read, and what his thoughts were upon all kinds of things-
nothing, I am sure, improves a man more than to go away and

be made to do responsible work by himself. And of the parties

that went on, how he had learnt to dance and to ride, and of

the dinners and picnics—why, what a life of pleasure and excite-

ment he was leading compared with what he had left behind !

And he used to send me presents, such as silk, and things in

carved wood of strange fragrance, and chests of choice tea, all

with a chivalrous resolution not to say or do anything which

might perchance prejudice Allen, which made Will keep praising

him and prophesying greatness for him, as if he would rather

—

though I knew he never really wished—that I would accept

Allen than himself. I thought a great deal of Will, almost as

much as I did of Allen. And oh ! it is so great a pleasure to

think of a man as strong, self-reliant, and full of good principles.

I pictured to myself the tall, handsome lad becoming a tall and
handsome man, stronger than most, braver than any, honest as

the day. It would be a cruel thing to wound that noble heart.

I am sorry to say that, when these two went away and

Olinthus remained for awhile, he endeavoured to take advantage

of his position and presumed to talk to me about abridging the

period of waiting. This was ungenerous in him, and when he
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found that I thought so he desisted and presently went to
London, where he took chambers and lived alone. I saw him
very little after this for some time. His sisters did not, in those
days, call upon me, and, I think, were greatly displeased that
their brother's affections were bestowed ' beneath him.' To be
sure I was only a teacher of French—and of everything else—
in a girls' school. I had never thought of being called upon or

recognised by the ladies in the village. In time one lives down
even the sense of social inferiority. My father, for his part,

never felt that he could possibly be considered as socially inferior

to any one, especially in a village full of bankrupt bourgeois.

Presently we heard, to our great surprise, that Olinthus was
making a great fortune. It seemed quite true. He actually

became suddenly clever, he who had been always thought so

stupid.

He even came himself to tell me so, puffing and swelling his

rheeks like a turkey.

'It is really true, Claire,' he said. 'Where is your clever

Allen 1 Starving in a garret. Where is Will Massey ? Clerk

in a silk house. Where am I ? In West-End chambers. I've

got a cab and a tiger ; I drive into the City every day ; I've got

a Club ; I buy the best cigars and drink the best champagne.
When I choose to say the word there is the best society in

London open to me.'
' We are very glad to hear it,' I said.

' What has done this 1 ' he asked grandly. ' Reading books ?

Riding on bicycles 1 Walking about the streets ? Brains,

Claire. Brains. Remember that.'

I believe that when he visited his mother and sisters plain-

ness of speech was used as regards the daughters of French
masters, and he was given to understand that young men in his

position should look higher—very much higher. But he had
always been a headstrong boy, and opposition only made him
more obstinate. Besides—yes—I am sure that Olinthus was
always fond of me, after his fashion.

I did not quite know, then, how he was growing so rich. I

was told, but one does not easily understand these things, that

it was by buying with nothing and selling for a great deal, or by
buying what did not exist and selling what there was none of

;

which seems absurd. Perhaps it was by pretending to buy of

one man and making somebody else believe he was selling ; and
this, too, seems a strange way of making money. However
that may be, he was greatly envied, and Sir Charles, with tears
in his eyes, prayed that he might live to see a failure which
promised to be greater even than Mr. Colliber's.

It was somewhat less than a year after the boys went away
that our good fortune came to us.

I suppose it is ridiculous to confess the thing, but, in truth
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we did not at first understand how such an enormous income
could possibly be spent. I know by this time that the income
is not large at all, compared with what English people generally
call large

;
yet to us it was a great and splendid fortune, and

our eyes were dazzled.

Remember that all we had in the world to live upon was the
cottage, which was our own, and some thirty or forty pounds a
year, which I believe was mine, and had come to me from
my mother. Then my father received seventy-five pounds a
year from the school, and I had twenty-five. Altogether a
hundred and forty pounds a year. We lived with the greatest
simplicity. My father had no expensive tastes at all. Our
garden provided us with fruit, vegetables, and flowers. I made
my own dresses and trimmed my own hats. I should have made
my own boots, too, if I had known how to get inside them in
order to sew on the soles. It is dreadful to think so much
about such things as boots ; and I wore out an immense
quantity.

Fancy, if you can, the change from a hundred and forty
pounds a year, which means calculation by pence, to twelve
hundred pounds a year, which means calculation by sovereigns !

The magnitude of the thing once over, we began to feel

how, in a hundred different ways, we might expand our mode
of living without changing the simplicity to which we were
accustomed. We first resigned our work at the school—I am
ashamed to think of the happiness with which I looked forward
to doing no more work for money—then we moved into a larger
house, a pretty house, too, with gables and a porch, and a grent
garden. I found one room into which I moved all the dear old

shabby furniture of my old room. And then we went up to

London and saw all the sights which I had last seen in company
with the boys ; also, I was able, for the first time in my life, to

buy music, books, ribbons, lace, and all the gloves and pretty
things I desired. It is such a happiness to buy pretty things !

I wished to publish Allen's verses for him, now that we were
rich, but my father would not permit it. He would have Allen
owe to himself the whole of his success, if he had any ; and
this my father, full of his own project, refused to consider

possible. I think now that he was right. It was certainly

better for Allen to acquire hardness by fighting and temporary
defeat. And then all the ladies of the village, Lady Withycomb,
Mrs. Massey—she was a very stately person, and always looked
forward to the time when her son would find money enough to

start some more of her husband's schemes again—Mrs. Galla-

way, and the rest, called upon me. They came and made
pretence as if I had only just come into residence, and were
kind as to a stranger, and spoke of my father as an interesting

foreigner whom they should study with pleasure and advantage,

and of whom they had just heard for \\\p fi^t time. When they
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went away they shook hands warmly, and said they hoped that
they would be able to see a great deal of us, and that we would
call often. It really was delightful ! My father shrugged his
shoulders and asked if we were really more virtuous to-day than
we had been yesterday ; and I laughed. Yet I was pleased.
Whether people have small minds or not, one likes being recog-
nised. They only treated me as they treated each other. No
one called on Mrs. Skantlebury because her husband had mado
money in the retail way, but they all called on Mrs. Massey
because her husband had failed in the wholesale way.

I was especially pleased with the behaviour of Olinthus's

sisters. Before the arrival of the fortune they always got out
of my way if they met me, to avoid speaking. As soon as the
knowledge of our accession to wealth was established they all

three called together, and were most friendly, and begged that

I would consider their home my own—for the sake of dear
Olinthus."

When we were fully established in our new house, and had
received the calls of our neighbours, my father opened a subject

of considerable importance. He began one morning by remark-
ing that in France, even in the provincial towns, ladies have
their evenings, and there is society. Again, that in some parts

of London, as he was credibly informed, there were clubs or

societies for singing, and young people danced, and the evening
was not considered as a dull three hours of preparation for a
long night of bed.

'In this village, my daughter,' he said, 'I observe, with
regret '—he had got into the habit of speaking about himself as

Sir Charles and everybody else spoke about him, namely, as a

new comer— ' with great regret, that there is no society at all

;

no lady has an evening. Claire, it is for you to reform this

state of things.'
' What can I do ?' I asked.
' You will, my child,' he said with solemnity, ' create a

salon.'

I was to create a salon. Alas ! where were the materials ?

My father left me to think over the idea. Of course, I thought
about it. By this time I had heard of Gertrude's 'At Homes.'
Could I not create a salon in the same manner 1 But then I

should have to make my evenings pleasant, and we knew no
interesting people at all.

' Can I '—it was after a sleepless night— ' can I be at home
on Saturday evenings ?

'

'Nothing more easy,' said my father. 'In fact, you arc
always at home on that and on every other evening 1

, except
when we go to the pit—I beg your pardon, Claire—since our
inheritance—to the dress-circle, of the theatre.'

' And could we get any one to come 1
'

' Nothing, again, more easy,' he replied, just as if he had



ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. 227

been in English society all his life. ' You will attract the elder

people with a little supper, and the younger'—he paused in

order to give point to the advice, but then he loves an epigram
so much—'with a little love.'

' The supper is easy ; but who is to make the love 1
'

'That, my child, they will make for themselves.' And
then he spread his hands, and smiled as if he had said something
happy.

These general maxims in which my father delights are very
well, but they do not help much. For instance, how can the
girls make love if there are no young men 1 Now there were
no young men in the village at all, since the boys went away.

Nevertheless, I thought it would be delightful to have an
evening, if people would come. What could we do ?

I remembered how Isabel recited Allen's verses, and I made
up a little plan for an evening's amusement.

It was difficult, because, though everybody came, they were
awkward and not accustomed to be amused. You may very
easily get quite out of the habit of being happy, if you like. I

got some of the elder girls from the school, with Miss Billings-

worth's permission, to act a little comedy, which the girls

played with a great deal of spirit. This made everybody
laugh ; I really do think that some of those poor girls had not
laughed for years. Then we had some singing ; and then,

though there were no young men, we cleared the room and
danced, and Sir Charles said it reminded him of the famous
Calico Ball he gave at the Mansion House in the year when he
was Lord Mayor. Then there was a little supper, and claret

cup, and they all went away well pleased.

That was the beginning of my evenings, and in this way we
introduced society into the village.

They only wanted somebody to start them. Once started

we went on easily. Every week we invented something for the

evening's entertainment, and on every occasion we ended with

a dance.

Then my father's wise sentence proved true. We did not
find the love-making, which was found by the girls for them-
selves. For they brought young men from far-off places, such
as Chigwell, Loughton, and Buckhurst Hill. It appeared that

there are everywhere quantities, really large numbers, of young
men who are always ardently desirous of a dance, and respond
with the greatest alacrity to the chance of getting one every

week, summer and winter. Naturally, therefore, flirtations

began, and though the peace of the village vanished, the

anxieties and flutterings, the whisperings and confidences, the

anticipations of the evening, and the pleasure of wearing one's

best frock, being in one's sweetest temper, and, better still,

living in that delightful sun-lit haze which precedes an engage-

ment— all these things tocpflioT- f^n- -ompensated. Besides
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the peace of the village had been only a monotonous and
sluggish calm, like the smooth surface of a duck-pond, which
the girls regretted not.

In this creation of a salon, in receiving and reading the
letters from Will and Allen, in visits to London, where we saw
all the best pieces at the theatre and all the pictures, and in
reading and music, the weeks passed swiftly away. At the end
of the first year we were in our new house, the richest people in

the village ; at the end of our second year Allen had already
struck the vein by which he has won recognition, and Olinthus
was at the height of his success. It was in the beginning of
the third year that my father took me for the first time to
France. It was a delightful time, if only the boys had been
with us ; but I could not at all feel as if I was French by birth.

We stopped a day or two in Paris, and I saw the spot where
the shop had stood which supplied the barricade with my
father's poems. Oh, those unlucky poems ! There had been
the long period of the Second Empire since then, and another
Revolution ; but my father folded his arms as he stood upon the
sacred place, and was once more in imagination Philipon of the
Barricades—Philipon, the Poet of Revolution. He is the
kindest-hearted man in the world, and the most forgiving.

Yet I am sure that at the moment the fierce desire of battle

was upon him, and he felt that strange joy of the fight which
we women read about but cannot understand.

Then we took the train and went to Orleans, and from
Orleans to Tours, where we stayed, and whence we wandered
about in the pleasant country of Touraine—why were the dear
old provinces ever turned into departments ? We saw Cham-
bord and Chenonceux, Loches and Amboise, Chinon and Saumur,
Azay le Rideau, and Blois. We went on to Poitiers and to

Angouleme, where one could dream away a life on the terrace

overlooking the sweet and sunny plains, and to La Rochelle,
the strange old town with the stone arcades in the streets and
the shields of the Huguenot gentlemen. We were three

months on our holiday—the first I had ever had. I learned, at

least, to understand one reason why a Frenchman loves his
country.

Then we returned, when the autumn colouring was on the
Forest, and the sad, rainy English summer, which promises so
much and gives so little, was over.

Allen had spent his summer at Richmond with Gertrude and
Isabel, writing stories and poems, and getting daily better
known ; Will had done something, the nature of which I do
not know, which greatly pleased his seniors ; and Olinthus was
simply dazzling. I forgot, because it is a little detail which
really does not matter, and is not a part of the story, that
several of the young men who came to my evenings made the
mistake of falling in love with me, and I had the very disagree-
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able duty of advising them to think about it no longer. I dare
say they are cured by this time ; but one or two of them, I
remember, gave me a great deal of trouble.

Then the autumn slowly passed away, and when Christmas
came and the new year, there remained less than six months to

the time when I must make my decision. It is the story of

that six months which I have to tell.

CHAPTER II.

HIS FIRST BOOK.

Allen's first book of collected tales appeared in February of

that year.

Nothing that a writer ever does seems to me quite to come
up to his earliest and freshest work. Yet one could see that
his touch was becoming firmer, the grasp of his art stronger,

and his powers more developed. As yet, he confined himself
wisely to short studies. They were not sketches at all, but
careful and finished pictures. Some of these stories were sad,

some humorous, some satirical ; but they were all, one felt,

true. Like all true stories, they suggested things which were
not in the pages. They reminded me of what Allen once said

about the theatre.
' The actors on the stage, if you can forget their acting and

see only the story, tell a hundred tales besides the one which
they represent. The study of Mercutio is a tragedy in itself.

The story of Tybalt is as touching as the story of Romeo. What
of Romeo's first mistress ? Do you not think that she, too,

sometimes came to weep over the grave of the lover who had
been faithless to her, but whom she loved still, remembering
the days when he sat at her feet and played with her golden

tresses % Even the nurse and the apothecary and Friar Law-
rence, especially the apothecary, could tell their tale.'

And thus he sketched the story of the apothecary. He was
a student, Allen said, of Salerno, the great school for medicine :

he went from Salerno to Montpellier, in order to attend the

lectures on anatomy of Rabelais, the great anatomist and
physician : he knew Servetus, that other great physician, and
had talked with him. He was a poet and an enthusiast.

But he failed, somehow. It was probably through lack of

common-sense, a thing which has caused many to lag behind

or go out of the way : and because he was too often running

after the shadow instead of picking up the substance ; for

instance, he used to read books on alchemy, and sought the

Great Projection; he wrote poetry which nobody read; he
dangled after patrons who neglected him and gave him nothing

;
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finally, he became a lean and hungry seller of drugs and misan-
thropic. As for poisons, he would gladly have poisoned the
whole of mankind, could he, by a potent draught, have made an
end of all. He went on to sketch the end of that apothecary's

career : how he hit upon a cosmetic which all the ladies of Verona
rushed to buy : how he grew rich and sleek, forgot his old

misanthropy, married the daughter of a wealthy merchant,
burned his poetry, put his books on alchemy into the hands
of the Inquisition, said nothing at all about that little transaction

with Romeo, and, when he died, left money—to the disgust of

his heirs—for the erection of the most beautiful tomb, all jasper,

a miracle of marble, with a lovely little chapel, to be placed over

the bodies of the unfortunate lovers. Thus, no one but Shake-

speare knowing his history, he showed, in the end, his repentance.

I always thought of this story when I read one of Allen's, because

he had the art of finding materials for a human comedy where
most people would see nothing at all but a squalid street with

mean houses and cabbage-stalks. He was like a child who can

play with two bits of stick and pretend everything. His work
was a collection of all his stories. It was published in two
volumes first, though now you can get it much more cheaply in

one. He sent me a copy, but I had read the contents already in

the magazines. Yet I read them again.

Then Allen sent me the criticisms. How hard and unappre-

ciative they seemed to me ! but then I could read between the

lines, and I saw Allen's soul in the book, and that he had put

into it his noblest and best. Yet I believe they were really

kind and helped the book greatly. One or two spoke slightingly

of the new writer. I was indignant. The men who wrote such

things were unworthy, I thought, of the name of critic.

Isabel afterwards told me all about the reviews and the

reviewers. She knew the names of the writers, even the un-

signed reviews. This one, she told me, was the work of a man
born to be a critic ; not an unkind or harsh critic, but a just

man, though sometimes hard in his judgments. Another was

the work of an unsympathetic and unimaginative writer, on

whom the pearls of fancy were thrown away. Another was
written by a well-known novelist, and this was the most
generous of all. So it is pleasant to think that there is no envy
anrong novelists. Another was written by a man who wrote a
leading article every day of his life for a daily, and two every
week for a weekly, and one article at least every month for a
monthly, and one long paper every quarter for the 'Quarterly,'
and brought out a book or two every year, and was suspected of
being a London correspondent to a colonial paper : and yet
found time to read novels and to review them. What a wonderful
thing is the world of letters ! Some day writers will insist on
signing all their articles in newspapers and everywhere else.
Then, at last, we shall see them take their right position in the
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world. As for the notices in half-a-dozen lines, Isabel told ma
that it was absurd to look at them, or to consider them, because
at a guinea or two for a column, who can afford to read the half-

dozen books with which they have to fill up that column 1

Yet an injury may be done to a writer even in half-a-dozen

lines.

'You are proud of him, then, Claire?' said my father, as I

stood with the book in my hands.
' Yes—but '

' The drop of bitterness which is in everything. What is it,

Claire?'
' I should like the book better if he had not told us—if I

thought that he loved his character.'
' The girl told him her story and went away, and he remem-

bered her no more.'
' He makes us love her so much that we feel we ought to

love her still.'

' There was an artist once,' said my father, 'who tortured a
slave in order to paint the agony. Do you think he felt those

pains himself 1

'

' JSTo—but yet— And he was a Wretch !

'

'Many artists paint beautiful women. Do they love them
all ? My child, be reasonable. Our boy is an artist—only an
artist,' he sighed, 'who might have been a Luther.'

Allen wrote so truthfully and so tenderly that we ought to

have been satisfied. Yet—I suppose because my father had
talked so much about it—it seemed to me a smaller thing to set

forth the life of the people than to study it, and to learn what
they want to make them happier. Yet it was a beautiful thing

that he had done. The volume, daintily bound, stood before

me in mute reproach. When I opened it, the pages reproached

me still more. It was Allen himself who seemed to say, ' Claire !

did you believe that I could do this—even when you encouraged
me most ? Are you not proud of me 1 Did you think your
old playfellow would ever write so well 1 If I move your heart

and compel your tears, and force you to love these puppets of

my brain as if they were living creatures—more, because if they

were living, you, with your small imagination, would see only

common working girls and working men, and you would not

love them at all ;—if I have this mastery, will you still look for

more, and waste regrets upon an idle dream 1
' It was un-

grateful : and yet the thought possessed me that there was
something nobler in my father's dream. It is very good to

write of men and women truthfully, and with love and com-
passion ; but, perhaps, better to work for them. One thinks

more of the poor soldiers who rush into the fight than of the

piper who keeps up their spirits.

' I have not yet,' said Allen, ' sent my mother a copy.

Gertrude is going to take one. Will you, too, dear Claire, ba
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with my mother when Gertrude calls ? I cannot tell you how
much I want you to know Gertrude and to love her.'

The house occupied by Mrs. Engledew was one of the smallest

in the village ; a house of white boards with a porch covered

over with honeysuckle and jessamine. There was a flower-

garden in front, yet with few flowers. Outside, the house was
clean and trim as becomes the house of a widow lady ; within,

its silence and sadness fell into one's heart. You wished to

whisper—to laugh would have been wicked—the very furniture

seemed to have caught the sadness of the poor woman, who had
no hope left at all, since her son had left the City. I used to

take her all the things that Allen wrote—but she read none of

them. As for his papers on French literature, they might pleaso

some, she said, but she did not want to know about foreigners
;

and when the stories began and I tried to interest her in them,

she said that there was quite enough misery in the world without

inventing more ; and as for making people laugh, Allen was not-

brought up to become a Tomfool at a fair, but to make money in

a proper and becoming manner in the City. It was wonderful

that a woman could be so fixed in her ideas.

I think that when she was young she must have been

beautiful ; one afternoon in summer when I called I found

her sleeping in her chair— her head lay back and the reflection

of the sunlight fell upon her cheeks from the open window.

I stood looking at the face on which I had never seen sunshine

before, and I understood how the thin cheek and wasted features

might have looked when, four-and-twenty years before, she was

a young and beautiful bride. Four-and-twenty years ago ! and

for three-and-twenty of them she had been a widow, with the

dreadful recollection of a ruined husband, bidding her go home,

kissing her for the last time and then . then . . the suicide.

And after that the long struggle with poverty, made tolerable

only by her hopes—poor woman !—of the boy who would redeem

the family honour.
I went to see her on the day of the visit, thinking I would

prepare her mind. I told her how Allen's tales were now
collected into a volume, which was so well received that it

seemed as if his future was assured.

She heard me coldly. She seemed to take no kind of interest

in the subject.
' As for the boy's future, ' she said, ' that cannot be assured

by writing books. I am glad to hear that he is not starving.
It is not the life for which he was brought up, and I can never
think of it without disappointment.'

' Oh !
' I said ;

' try to think of it with pride.'
' No. I cannot. I looked to see him winning good opinions

in the City ; he came of a business family ; all his relations have
always been in the City, none of them ever ran away to sea, or

or anything. Why should he want to be anything different 1
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If he was in a line which leads to money I should not mind so

much. But he is .not.'

I told her next of the ladies who had been kind to Allen,

and were coming to see her and bring her the book that very
afternoon.

' They must come, I suppose, if they like,' she replied

ungraciously, and then went on as if defending herself, ' I do
not blame you, Claire ; I blame nobody any more ; not even
your father, who encouraged Allen most. Because he is a
foreigner, and cannot know the mischief he was doing when he
filled the boy's head with nonsense.'

While we talked there was the sound of carriage wheels, and
our visitors came. They were two ladies ; one of them—I knew
her at once— must be Gertrude—an old lady with white hair

and the kindest face imaginable. With her was a young lady
—who could the young lady be ? Then I suddenly remem-
bered that Allen had never told me what Isabel was like. Could
Isabel be young ? Could this be Isabel 1 It must be—it could
be no other ; and instantly I felt the truth. This beautiful

girl, with the indefinable cachet of London, beautifully dressed,

was the reader of Allen's poems ; she it was who rowed with
him, walked with him, talked with him, encouraged him ; of

whom he spoke and thought continually. Should I not ba
more than woman if a pang of jealousy had not caught my
heart and held it still for a moment ?

The elder lady— Gertrude—it was who spoke.
' I am a friend of your son's, Mrs. Engledew '—the widow

bowed stiffly
—

' I am a great friend of his. I love him as if he
were my own son. Is that a sufficient excuse for my calling

upon you ?

'

She held out her hand, which Mrs. Engledew took coldly.
' My son,' she said, ' has made many friends in his new pro-

fession whom I do not know. Will you take a chair ?

'

We sat down, the widow in her arm-chair beside the fire.

Do you know how, in very quiet houses, the fire is always dull,

never goes out, never flames or cracks or burns cheerfully 1

That was the kind of fire that Mrs. Engledew always had. I

sat behind her. The two ladies sat on the opposite side, and
I became conscious that the younger one was looking more
curiously at me than at Mrs. Engledew.

' You do not know my name, perhaps ?

'

' Claire—Miss Philipon—this young lady—has told me you
were coming.'

' Thank you, Miss Philipon,' said Gertrude. ' I made Allen's

acquaintance nearly two years ago. He is so bright and clever,

so certain of distinction, that it has been the greatest joy to

me, I assure you, to know him.' She paused, and looked for

some word or smile of response, but there was none. ' I have
never before known a young man with so much promise.'
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' Oh !
' I said, taking the widow's hand, ' does it not make

you proud to hear this I

'

' When my son,' she replied, ' was in the City, he showed so
much promise that they offered him a post of the greatest re-

sponsibility in China. This would have led to a partnership in

one of the best houses. Yes, he is a boy of great promise,
which makes my disappointment the worse.'

'But, my dear lady,' Gertrude continued, 'it must be pride

and thankfulness, not disappointment, that you should feel.

He may become—he shall become—one of the best writers of

his age. You could not pray for a better son.'
' He should have become one of the leading merchants in

London ; a grave and serious man, with a character. Not a
play actor, to make the people laugh and cry.'

Gertrude sighed.
' I have brought you his book ; we have had it bound for

you. See Y Allen has written in it :
—" For my mother. The

first copy of my first book."' Mrs. Engledew received it pas-

sively. ' We brought it ourselves, in order to tell you what he
cannot, how good and clever it is, and how much it is already

praised.'
' I do not read what is called light literature,' the mother

said. ' I am no longer young. I think of my soul, and my hus-

band in heaven, where I wish to join him. I have no desire to

laugh. There are sorrows enough of my own to cry over. Tell

Allen, if you please, that I thank him for his book. Claire has

tried to read me some of his things, but they do not interest

me. The boy's business in life was in Silk, not in story telling

;

he had excellent chances in Silk ; he has thrown them away in

order to write stories. He will never make any money now.

Do not ask me to read his foolish books.'
' My dear lady,' Gertrude pleaded, ' it is not, believe me, a

question of money. Yet your son will make an income which

will enable him to live comfortably. Do not doubt it.'

' I think of what he has thrown away,' said his mother.
' Think rather of what your son has gained. Oh ! Mrs.

Engledew'— she leaned forward and took both of the cold re-

luctant hands— ' such a writer as your son will be is a gift of

God ; he teaches while he touches the springs of tears and
laughter ; he shows the world what it is, and makes us discon-
tented with ourselves. Can you doubt that it is better to be
such a teacher than only one who buys and sells ?

'

I felt myself guilty while this enthusiast for literature pleaded
Allen's cause. Yes ; it was not only a story that he would tell

but lessons, exhortations, example, admonitions that each reader
might draw from his page. Only a story teller ! Only an artist !

Why, how ignorant was I even in thought, to underrate the
power of Art

!

Mrs. Engledew replied, unmoved by this appeal, that as for
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teaching, there were schoolmasters for the young and clergymen

for the grown up. Allen was neither a schoolmaster nor a

clergyman.
' But your son will be loved by everybody,' said Gertrude.
' His father did not want to be loved by everybody ; nor his

grandfather, who was also in Silk. They desired to do their duty,

have the approval of their conscience, to increase their credit

and their balance, and to find safe investments. What more
should a man desire 1 As for people's love, I do not see why a

serious man should care whether he is loved or not.

'

This was very discouraging, and presently, after a few more
vain attempts to make the poor frozen woman understand, Ger-

trude rose.
' You will not read Allen's book, perhaps,' she said. ' Yet it

will remain here for you to look at. It will remind you that he
is a man now who has done something already, and will do
a great deal more. You will begin to feel differently about his

work.'
' Never,' said the mother, bitterly. ' His work is not his

father's work. His friends are not his father's friends. If he
gets talked about in all the papers, which you call getting honour,
I shall feel no pride in him ; not any. I should have been proud
of him had he never been mentioned in any paper at all, but
had risen in the City, and become a partner in his House. But
now—never !

'

So Gertrude said no more, but left her. I went with them.
' My dear,' she said outside, ' Allen told me you would be

here. I know all about you. You are Claire. Claire,' she
repeated, taking both my hands in hers, ' take us to your house.
Let us call upon you. Allen has told you about us, I know.
Isabel wants to know you as much as I do.'

It was Isabel, then. But, of course, I knew it could be no
other. And how stupid I was ! How could I have gone on
thinking that Isabel was not young? My little jealousy had
nearly vanished by that time, and I could think to myself how
good and true she looked, and worthy to be loved by such a
man as Allen ; while, as for myself—oh ! it was only schoolboy
and schoolgirl. Of course, Allen could never think of me beside

this girl, whom I knew already so well, because he had told me
so much. We shook hands and became friends at once—and if

one was unworthy and jealous, she felt ashamed of her mean-
ness, when the other two were thinking, not of themselves at

all, but of the boy whom all three loved. They came with me,
and I showed them all the treasures of the bygone time of which
they wanted to know so much. There were the photographs of

the two boys when they were fourteen. ' Oh, look ! ' said Isabel,
' at Allen's great eager eyes '—and when they were eighteen and
when they were twenty-one, just before they went away. There
were Allen's first verses—I gave some to Gertrude. There were
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Will's drawings
; there were the books we used to read in, the

Lamartine and Chateaubriand, the Montaigne, the old Plutarch,
m Amyot's French, Be'ranger, one or two of Victor Hugo's
novels, Moliere, and Racine, Boileau, and our English Milton,
Shakespeare, and Pope. There was Allen's own copy of Keats,
which he gave me when he went away, because he loved it so

much. Then there were the presents which Will had sent me
from China, and the drawings of the people and the places

which he made for me, and his letters. I showed them all the

things belonging to the boys, kept with the shabby old furni-

ture of the dear old room.
' When the summer comes,' I said, ' I will show you the

Forest. Come with Allen. We will walk where we used to

play together under the trees and among the hawthorns. I

have no heart to go there by myself.

'

' My dear,' said Gertrude, ' it is a truly beautiful thing for a
girl to have the love of two such men. I say so, who never had
the love of one.'

Her eyes glistened. One could not choose but kiss her.
' It is an idyl,' she said. ' It is like Paul and Virginia, but

Virginia remains behind.'
' And it is Paul who goes away into a far country,' said Isabel

;

and afterwards I wondered if she quite knew what her words
might mean.

CHAPTER III.

OLINTHUS.

I suppose that it must have been early in this year that Mr.
Massey and Mr. Skantlebury yielded to temptation, and went
up to town to make money in the easy way which Olmthus had
adopted. Mr. Colliber had been gone nearly two years ; he

began to go regularly to London about the time when Olinthus

had entered upon his career of greatness. First he went in

the morning and returned at night ; then he went on Monday
morning and returned on Friday evening. The little party
which met daily on the Green was then reduced to three. Now
Sir Charles alone was left. My father, for his part, seldom
joined a parliament which talked of things whereof he was
profoundly ignorant.

One morning in March I was crossing the Green and passed
Sir Charles, who looked so lonely that I stopped to talk with
him. Where, I asked him, were his friends ?

'They are gone to town,' he replied gloomily. 'They are
gone to make their fortunes.—Ho !

'

I begged him to explain.
' Colliber,' he said, ' has left us a long time. I don't know
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where he is, and Massey tells me that he isn't seen about tlio

City. But he is doing something, Collibcr is. lie is pulling

strings in a corner, I expect, and raking in the money. I knew
he would go back to it. Men like him can't keep away. Then,
you see, none of us except Massey, who doesn't care, like to be
seen much in the City ; so that Collibcr keeps in the back-
ground. There are always, my dear young lady, disagreeable

people in the world who won't take the right view of —of the
pluck and enterprise which led to their losing money. I was
myself, you know, so full of enterprise that I lost an immense
sum of money—other people's money it was chiefly.'

' Yes, Sir Charles.' I was afraid he would go on to dilate on
the glory of his failure.

' So,' he went on, 'none of us can very well walk about the
City. Now Colliber's case is worse than mine, because he too
let in so many—I mean lost so much more money. He is

pulling the strings—I know he is pulling the strings some-
where. He is up to devilry. There was always something
unnatural in a man who failed for so much and took so little

pride in it. But as for Massey and Skantlebury, especially

Skantlebury, I must say
'

Nothing in the language means more than this little phrase,
' I must say,' unless, perhaps, it is the corresponding expression,
' I do think.' It is, in itself, an interjection, meaning quan-
tities of things.

' What have they done, then 1
'

' They have gone off, my dear young lady, actually gone off,

at their time of life, to speculate in Stocks. Massey has got
nothing at all to lose, because what little there is was settled on
his wife. Skantlebury has got about twelve thousand pounds.
He says that when he has doubled it he will rest content. Ho,
ho ! And they've gone—being as ignorant as mice about the
ways of Capel Court—they've gone in a mean and sneakin'
manner to young Gallaway.'

' Gone to Olinthus 1
'

' They've gone to young Gallaway. There's a man for you !

For that matter, Claire, I hope he is for you. Bless you, my
dear ! I know all about the three lovers. Will Massey is the
best set up, but he is in China. Young Engledew may be
clever with books, but he is only a literary scrub after all ; and
his stories, which I have tried to read, are, I must say, despe-
rately low. Whereas, with Olinthus Gallaway, you will be a
happy woman if money can make you happy. And a good-
looking young fellow, too, though a little coarse in the gills,

from too much champagne. You will cure him of that, my
dear, and any other faults he may now possess. He has cham-
pagne for lunch and champagne for dinner ; and on Sundays, I

am told, he does not go to church, which is wrong, but has
champagne for breakfast. Well, youth must sow wild oats

;
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and he makes a splendid income ; and no one, not even Colliber
in his best days, ever had such a head for finance. "With him,
my dear, you will be happy/

' Thank you, Sir Charles. And about Mr. Massey ?

'

' What Massey has done is this. He talked it over with
Skantlebury, and they made up a little plot together. First
one was to call on young Gallaway, and then the other. They
would communicate to each other their information, and so

double their gains. I didn't think Skantlebury had it in him.
Well, they went up. First Massey went. Gallaway told him
he had five minutes and no more, pulled out his watch and
kept looking at it. Massey said that he was come as an old
friend to ask a favour. "I never grant favours," said Gallaway.
•' To me you will," said Massey. " Why, I've known you since

you were a boy. Come, Olinthus—I still say Olinthus for old
times' sake, you know, but one ought to say Mr. Gallaway, or
Lord Gallaway, or Duke Gallaway—hang it ! to such a fellow
as you." You know Massey's manner. If he'd got a hundred
thousand to his name he couldn't be more so. Well, he bluffed

young Gallaway out of a straight tip. He did, indeed. Galla-

way just turned red—I don't know why—and whispered, "Will
you promise not to tell Mr. Colliber 1 Sell Egyptians." '

' And did Mr. Massey sell Egyptians 1

'

' He did. He told Skantlebury ; they both sold Egyptians.

And Egyptians turned up trumps. Very well then. It is

Skantlebury's turn next. He goes humble—you know his way
—and asked the favour, if so small a man as himself may ask a

favour of Mr. Gallaway, who has always been as generous as he

is brilliant. And it would be the making of him, it would.

And so on. Well, he gets his favour, too. Oddly, too, on the

same promise not to tell Colliber. Why shouldn't he tell

Colliber? Professional jealousy, I say. Colliber was in the

same line, and greatly distinguished himself, but not a patch on

Gallaway.'
' Did Skantlebury, too, sell Egyptians ?

'

' I don't know what he bought or sold. But he told Massey,
and they both made money. Massey made quite a sum, but
Skantlebury is cautious. Massey talks of reviving his projects ;

nothing short of millions will satisfy him. Well, we shall see ;

meantime, my dear, it is very hard on me, in my old age, to
lose all my companions—first the boys, though we saw little of
them. Yet it was pleasant to watch them going off to town
every morning—their future all before them—what was it to
be ? The City is a wonderful place : there's a fortune for every-
body who will work, and a splendid failure in store for the most
lucky. Dear me ! and then Colliber went. Colliber is short in
his temper, and he's got a sharp tongue, but we missed him
very much. He never seemed to understand his own great-
ness ; he wasn't proud of his failure. I think he would rather
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not have failed at all. But Colliber was full of information.

Well, he must needs go to the City—he knows why,' the
garrulous old man went on talking. ' Then Massey and Skantle-
bury went. Massey is a conceited sort of a man, but he failed

well ; and he has ideas, though he is wanting in the respect due
to rank and position. Skantlebury is a great loss to me ; a
most obliging creature, and deferential to his betters. I miss
Skantlebury greatly.'

' Do they go every day to London 1
'

' Every day. They can't keep away. When men go off in
that line they must always be in the City. I knew a man once,
a clergyman he was, who used to speculate on the changes every
hour, and stood at the window to see that his broker ran.
Walking was too slow for him. Massey and Skantlebury go
every day too ; they sit and watch ; they sneak one after the
other to young Gallaway, and sometimes he swears at them,
and sometimes he whispers a word. It is a gambling game, and
it will end badly. It is tossing for sovereigns. It is a game
which a respectable man like Skantlebury, who knows what
saving means, ought not to take up. A bad business, my dear,
a bad business.'

I saw Olinthus very seldom. He came, however, one
Saturday afternoon early in the spring of that year. He had
only come to see me, he said ; his mother and the girls could
wait. I observed that he was looking ill at ease ; his cheeks
were flabby and pale ; his eyes were red ; his face was gloomy.
I asked him what was the matter.

' Nothing that you can do any good for,' he replied roughly,
but not rudely.

I asked no more, and he went on sucking the knob of his

stick moodily.
' I did think, Claire,' he presently remarked, ' that I should

have some sympathy from you at least. You see I am down in

the mouth, and yet you don't even ask me why.'
'I did ask you, but you refused to tell me.'
'I can't tell you, Claire,' he groaned. 'That is what makes

me low. If I could tell you—if I could tell anybody—I should
be better. But I can't. I can only wait till I am in my own
rooms, and then swear at him.'

' If you want to tell me about it in order to swear at him—
whoever he may be—I would rather you did not tell me anything.'

' I can't tell you anything,' he repeated. ' I am like a man
in a prison. Ah ! you think it is all skittles, I suppose. Much
you know ! Look here, Claire,' he said with a sudden burst.
' I lead the life of a dog, I do, and daren't bite, because, if I

did -' Here he stopped suddenly, and turned ghastly pale.

We were standing in the garden, and just then Mr. Colliber

passed slowly by. He looked round, raised his hat to me, and
nodded to Olinthus.
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' What is the matter, Olinthus ?
' I asked, for he was quite

white, and trembling. I thought he would faint.
' Nothing/ he replied, ' nothing at all. Do you think,' he

whispered, 'do you think, Claire, that he heard me when I
said—when I said—that I led the life of a doc ?

'

' Mr. Colliber 1 No, I should think not.'
' I don't want him to hear such words as these. He might

—he might—put some wrong construction on them, you know
In the City credit is everything—yes, everything.'

4 Your great fortune does not seem to bring you happiness/
I said.

' No, not yet ; but it will. I say to myself that when you
consent '

' Olinthus !

'

' Well, then, if you consent—you know—I can then tell you
everything, and it will be easier to bear. It's the dreadful
loneliness " of the thing that preys upon me. Other men can
talk to each other ; I've got to shut up as tight as wax. Other
men can drink and be jolly ; I've got to keep sober, except in

my own chambers and by myself. Oh ! it's dreadful. But the

money comes in—yes, the money keeps coming in. Perhaps
some day there will be the enjoyment of it.'

* And how is the Countess 1 ' I asked.
' There again. Oh, Claire ! I've been most cruelly de-

ceived by the Countess. I thought she wanted my society
;

she only wanted my tips after all. I gave her one or two,

and she plunged and made a little pile ; and then she

went on without me, and lost it all. Then she came to

me again, and asked for more, but I couldn't give her any
more. I dared not. If was as much as my berth—I mean

—

well—I couldn't—that's flat—and I told her so. And then she

went on her knees—she did indeed. I never thought to have

a Countess on her knees to me. But I couldn't do it ; I'd

been warned not to ; and I refused. When she found that

crying did no good she sprang up in a rage—you never saw a

real Countess in a rage ; Claire, it's truly awful—she boxed my
ears, she did indeed—who would have thought I should live to

have my ears boxed by a Countess 1—and called me a con-

temptible City cad—but of course her ladyship could say what
she liked, and words don't break bones—and said her brother-
in-law, the Honourable James, should come to the office with a

horsewhip and cowhide me ; and then she flung out of the
office, and left word among the clerks that they had better not
go away early, because a gentleman was coming with a cowhide
for the contemptible cad within—meaning me. They grinned—the clerks. Hang 'em ! I pay them their salaries and don't
order them about half so much as I am—never mind—and yet
they grinned. I wish I had given them all the sack there and then.

'

' And has the Honourable James called ?

'
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' No ; I sent him a letter. You see, Claire, when a

Countess boxes your ears you can only grin and bear it. But

as for her brother, whether he is an Honourable or not, if he

conies with a horsewhip ycu can meet him with another. So L

wrote to him and tossed the letter into the basket open for the

clerks to read it. I told him first that he owed me seventy-tive

pounds, and I should be obliged by a cheque at once. Next, I

was informed by his sister-in-law, the Countess, that he was
going to cowhide me. I was going to lay in a guttapercha cane

and a bludgeon, and was ready to accommodate him with either.

He didn't call, and he hasn't sent that cheque.'
' It seems to me, then, that you have got rid of a very bad

set of people.'

'And to think of the money they've won of me ! Night
after night it was baccarat, euchre, nap, ecarte', poker, through
the pack for sovereigns—every kind of game. I knew her
ladyship was a gambler, well enough. But then'—he sighed

heavily— 'she could be very charming to a fellow, Claire. She
was the only woman who ever made me feel that I could forget

you. She had a way of pleasing a man and looking at him.

Ah ! those eyes of hers !
' He sighed heavily. ' Then there are

those two old idiots, Massey and Skantlebury. They keep
coming to me. Sometimes I send them away. But if one goes
the other comes. As for Massey, he won't go. He sits down
and crosses his legs and says he will wait as long as I like.

But he won't go. They'll get me into an awful row one of these

days. Why, if he should meet them this afternoon—any day—
and they should tell him.'

Always this mysterious person in the background of whom
he was so much afraid. However, he said it had cheered him
to let me know how miserable he was, and he presently went
away. One thought of the copy-book moral maxims, and re-

flected that riches will not always make a man happy.

CHAPTER IV.

foe. allen's sake.

When Gertrude—you must now let me speak of her by her
Christian name—asked me, a few days later, to pay her a visit,

I took it as another act of kindness to Allen, and accepted with
the anticipation of going into a world quite new to me. ;f,

however, it had been intended to confer a kindness on inv'*-lf

rather than on Allen, I could not have met with a more co> I d

welcome.
'Above all, my dear,' said Gertrude, 'call me by my

Christian name. Let me still feel young—among the young
;

it



242 ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

and recall my youth among the old. Nothing helps so much
as to retain your Christian name. And now, my dear, how shall

we amuse you 1
'

' We can get a box for any theatre you would like to see,'

said Isabel, ' or tickets for any concert ; and there are a few
galleries open, and there are always the streets if the weather is

fine.'

' I like the streets best,' I said. 'But, indeed, I do no -J

want amusement. Let me watch your kind of life and learn

why Allen loves it so much.'
It was easy to understand that, at any rate. After such a

youth as the poor boy had passed, which made him loathe the

name of money, he would love any kind of life which seemed
free from the desire of making money or the fear of losing it, or

the irksomeness of not having enough. The very last topic of

conversation with Gertrude would be that of money. And then

Gertrude's was a life spent among books and the talk was about

books : and it was a life with many sides and sympathies, and
keen for culture of many kinds. In this house Allen met with

the appreciation and encouragement which I could not give him,

because I never understood that « orship of form and expression

which to some makes a poem beautiful and delightful though it

contains not a single new thought or a happy idea.

The first evening was Gertrude's evening at home. The
rooms were very full, and most of the guests were men and

women of some distinction, however small. It was exactly what

Allen told me ; all of them could do something ; in the talk and

instruction and discussions of the day they all took some part.

What a difference—oh ! what a great gulf between the world of

Art and Letters, with its cleverness and brightness and apparent

sinking of selfish interest, and the world of the City.

' Allen,' I whispered, ' can you picture to yourself Sir Charles

set down in this drawing-room '?

'

' And his consternation when no one recognised the greatness

of his colossal failure ? Think of the universal stare ! Tell me,

Claire, do you like it 1
'

' It interests me very much. It seems so bright and clever.

Oh ! Allen, this is indeed better for you than the City.'

He answered with his quick bright smile.

They all seemed to know each other and talked freely, and
they all knew what was going on and what everybody was doing.

Some of the ladies were dressed in aesthetic extravagances—

I

thank heaven, sometimes, that I am half a Parisienne—but
many were dressed quite poorly, because, as I learned after-

wards, the following of Art in its various branches is not always
lucrative, and many of Gertrude's friends have to continue in
poverty all their lives. As for the men, they were mostly
middle-aged or old men who had done their work and made
their mark. If you listened to them you would hear them
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talking of Lady Blessington and Disraeli and the Count D'Orsay
and Lord Palmerston, when he was still a gay young fellow of

sixty, and Taglioni and Madame Celeste and other people who
flourished in the theatres and the forties. I think it is delight-

ful to get old people who can talk and who have played a part

in the things we read about, especially in the impossible time,

the time just before one was born. When wo were in France we
went to see a certain Marquis of the ancient time, who had been
a page in Napoleon's court. I expected to find a man who
would remind me of Be'ranger. I found an old old gentleman
sitting beside a stream fishing for gudgeon, and he could
remember nothing at all. As for young men, the promise of

the future was represented only by Allen and one or two
others.

All the girls, for their part, seemed ready to contribute

something to make the evening pleasant. I suppose there were
some among them who only had the ordinary accomplishments,
but those who performed for us exhibited a skill which was very
far indeed beyond the amateur displays which one heard at my
evenings, when some of us, including myself, could play prettily.

For instance, there was one young lady of eighteen who played
the violin in a duet with her sister. What would they think in

the village of a girl playing the violin 1 It would be considered
'unladylike.' Yet she played very beautifully, and looked as

graceful as the Muse of Music. And another played the zither

(which I at once resolved to learn), while two more sang a
Tyrolean song. And another played a brilliant piece on the

piano, and another sang a most difficult song, with a sweet voice

and highly trained. Whatever they did was done well. At my
evenings everything was done only tolerably. It was as if they
had resolved on the mastery of the art, not the mere acquisition

of an accomplishment. The violinist, for instance, presently

told me, that it was her one occupation and the work of her life,

so far, to play the violin well. There was a portfolio of draw-

ings—finished, beautiful drawings—lying on the table. They
were the fruits of a journey made by a young lady present.

This, too, was the chosen work of her life. I am quite sure

that there used to be and still remains in some circles, a kind of

prejudice that to do a thing well is below the dignity of a ' lady,'

and savours of the ' professional.' But here, those who were
not professional wished to be ; and I am quite sure that the

lady who played the violin, the lady who painted the water-

colour sketches, and the lady who sang, would have liked

nothing better than a public exhibition. Why not 1 ' Art

should belong to all,' said Gertrude ;
' it is treason to your

genius to keep things hidden.'

J*i pleased me to observe how everybody knew and seemed

to like Allen, and how my dear, shy, sensitive boy had developed

into a young man who bore himself with confidence if not with
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assurance, and could hold his own with any, and was accepted
as a man who was sure to rise.

'I am going to recite presently,' Isabel whispered to me.
'I always do, you know. It is my one poor talent. I cannot
sing, nor can I write, nor paint ; but I can recite. I have taken
one of Allen's poems, which I hope will please you. But first I

want you to sing.'

'Indeed,' I replied, 'I would rather not.'
' Allen tells me you have got the sweetest voice in the world

and the most beautiful collection of French songs. Do sing one
for us, only one.'

Perhaps the sweetness and novelty of the old French melody
would make the people forget the want of training in the singer.

I sang then, to my own accompaniment, because I could not
stand up before everybody with the music in my hand, first one
and then another of my French songs. One of them was set to

an air taken by Clement Marot, when he translated the Psalms.
I have heard it sung in the Protestant Temple at La Pochelle :

it is a strange, unexpected air, with a sad yearning in it, which
suggests thoughts and brings tears to your eyes. Will always
loved it, and Allen used to walk about the room when I sang it,

silent, dreaming, his eyes far off. I sang it to-night to please

him. Happily, it pleased everybody.
' Claire,' said Allen, ' your voice was never sweeter, and you

never sang that song better.'

Amid the talk of the room I heard a voice, it was Gertrude's,

saying—'And for once, believe me, nothing to do with literature

or art at all. Yes ; she is, indeed, very beautiful and sweet.'

Was she talking about me ? Well ; it is very pleasant to

think that people call one beautiful and sweet. Yet it was all

for Allen's sake.

Then Isabel stood up to recite. Surely the power of acting

is a most wonderful gift. Isabel could act so well that we forgot

a lovely and graceful girl was standing before us—at least, I

did. I thought only of the words she uttered and the characters

she assumed. As she stood before us, her slight figure swayed
gently as if in rhythm with the verse ; her hands were some-
times clasped and still, but sometimes lifted with quick, sharp
gesture ; her clear hazel eyes gazed through us and beyond us,

as if she was, indeed, inspired, and saw nothing but the scenes of
which she spoke, heard nothing but the words of the poem. She
endowed the verse with an intensity of meaning, a fulness of
purpose, a directness which I, who thought I knew all Allen's
poetry so well, had never even suspected or felt.

When she finished there was again a murmur of applause
and the talk began again. And again I heard a voice this
tune not Gertrude's, but the voice of a girl sitting beside me.

' Whose poem is it ? Whose should it be ? Of whom doea
Isbael think all day except of him ?

'
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Yes. I had seen it already : in her eyes when they rested

upon him ; in her voice when she spoke to him ; in the
brightening of her colour when he approached her ; in the
jealous, inquiring glance when she looked at him ; in the very
attentions which she lavished upon me, who had robbed her,

she thought, of Allen's heart. Poor Isabel ! Yet, who could,

live with Allen so much and not love him 1 Of course she loved
him.

Sometimes I think, considering how many men have to wait
till they are far on in their thirties before they marry, whether
the women who were young with them, and must have loved
them, ever forget them. Could I, for instance, ever forget Will
and Allen, even if the time had gone by and they could not offer

to marry me, and I had accepted—if that were possible—another
man 1 I think there must always, where there is a man who
marries at thirty or later, be some woman—perhaps more than
one—who loved him in his youth, when as yet he had all the
world before him, and was unformed, and will never forget him
as he was then—young, ardent, full of life and laughter and
belief in the world, and love and hope. I shall always remember
Allen as he was in those days : and so will Isabel.

1 You know those verses, my dear 1
' asked Gertrude.

'I thought I knew them well,' I said, 'but now I see very
clearly that I did not know them at all.'

' There is no test,' she said, ' of good work so certain as the
test of reading aloud or reciting. Always read your verses aloud,
my dear. But I forget. You do not write. Oh ! what a pity !

I should like everybody whom I know to write. Let me tell

Isabel what you have said.'

'It is quite true,' said Allen, who had joined us. 'Isabel

has given the words stronger life and more reality than I could
put into them. She knows that I can never thank her enough.'

Isabel smiled, and said that she was glad to interpret Allen's

verses for me.
Then Gertrude, between the talk around her, began to speak

of Allen.
' He is sure to succeed,' she said. 'He will become famous,

if you care for fame ; but of course you do.'
' Yes,' I replied, ' I suppose every woman must desire honour

for her friends.'
' And he will do good work, lasting work. Is not that better

still 1 My dear, tell me, do you think we have improved Allen
for you 1

'

This assumption that it was all for me—the fame, and the

good work, and the change in Allen—vexed me. Why should

it be assumed that one does not like to finish the question

even in thought.
' You must not say for me,' I whispered low. ' And besides,
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if it were for me, would it not be too much ? What could I
give him in return for so much ?

'

' You will give him what you have always given him

—

sympathy and encouragement, and—and love, my dear. He
will want no more. Besides, you give him your beauty. Do
not undervalue woman's most precious gift.'

' Gertrude, look at Allen, now.'—Allen and Isabel were
talking together earnestly. ' Can I— tell me—can I give him
more than Isabel can give him 1 Can I give him half so much 1

Her beauty is better than mine, and she knows—what I do not

—what he wants.'

'My dear, my dear,' she laid her hand in mine. 'Do not

say such things. You must not say them. Indeed you must
not; do not think them, even. We have always thought of Allen

as your own. Isabel can have no such thought, believe me.'
' Yet, if I were to put such a thought into her head——

'

' And Allen has no such thought.'
' Perhaps not

;
yet.'

Gertrude's face was troubled. She looked again at Isabel.

No thought as yet. Her sweet face calm and untroubled.
' Tell me, my dear,' she said, ' is—the other—Will— is he,

too, clever?'
' Not clever, as you count cleverness. But others would call

him full of cleverness. He is not a man of books but of active

work.'
Then we were interrupted, because Allen brought his friend

Lawrence to me, and our talk for that evening was stopped.

Nor did Gertrude speak about it to me again for some time.

I found Mr. Lawrence Ouvry a very pleasant fellow, and
quite as Allen had described him. He could not possibly be so

wise as he looked, and beneath his thoughtful brow there dwelt

a pair of eyes which seemed perpetually twinkling. He, too,

began to talk about Allen, and seemed to regard him as already

belonging to me. But one could not very well explain to a

young man the exact situation. No one, among them all, I

believe, conceived it possible that a mere country girl could
refuse a man who had achieved literary distinction.

' We have done what we could for the illustrious poet and
Maker,' said Lawrence. ' We have dragged him out of his

solitude and made him go into the world. It was a recluse you
sent to us, Miss Philipon, the hermit of Hainault. Have you
preserved the original hermitage ?

'

' All Allen's friends ought to be very grateful to you, Mr.
Ouvry.'

' Well ; it is not every day that we get such a chance as a
man with the real ring. Anybody can write ; that is nothing—the current literature of the next generation will, I am quite
certain, be written by the Board School boy—but only a few
can write as Engledew writes.

'
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'You write too, he tells me. Scientific papers—and

—

and '

Here 1 laughed, because his 03
tcs began to twinkle.

'You mean to say,' lie whispered, 'that he has betrayed

me ?

'

' Yes. He has told mo all. I know your secret. But I

will not reveal it.'

' The malady is hereditary,' he said. ' Sons take after their

mothers. My mother wrote novels. That is the reason why I

write—scientific papers.'

Tlien he began to tell me how he met Allen at a restaurant

and how he began to talk with him, and how—well, I knew it

all, but it was pleasant to be told it over again.

It seemed as if a great many people wanted to be introduced
to me that evening. Could they all know that I was such an
old friend of Allen \ That was impossible.

'My dear,' said Gertrude to me next day, 'do you not
think that the beaux yeux, had something to do with it 1 As if

the men—selfish creatures—were thinking about Allen !

'

Somehow it had not occurred to me that men of letters and
art should bestow a thought upon the face of a strange girl.

' It is strange, is it not 1 ' said Gertrude. ' But men are
wonderful, my dear. At every age, every man is ready to leave
the most important things, put by the most wonderful work, in
order to talk with a pretty girl. And the more nonsense they
find to talk, the better they like it. The only chance for them
is to lock themselves up in a study.' And then she began to

say kind things about my face and figure, I suppose, to console
me for not being an artist.

The next day we went to some studios and saw unfinished
pictures on the easels. As for the pictures one can say nothing.
They are finished by this time and have been exhibited and
bought, and are scattered over the whole world. The studios
were charming, hung about with tapestry, bits of armour,
trophies, weapons, brass things, old glass, mirrors, and all

kinds of wonderful things. There were costumes lying about,
and the artists seemed not at all disinclined to stop work and
talk a little. As for the talk it wras all about their work and
their friends—artists seem to care for nothing else. One of

them made a sketch of my head and face for me, and said it

should be used for Helen of Troy—men talk nonsense, yet one
likes these extravagancies. And always, everywhere, the same
respect and deference shown to Gertrude, and the same cama-
raderie with Allen and Isabel.

One evening we went to the theatre and Lawrence Ouvry
gave a little supper in his rooms after the performance. A
young actor was one of the guests—we had seen him playing in

the first piece. He had the most delightful manners, and kept

Us amused while he made me understand for the first time how
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his profession, like every other, wants hard work and constant

study, and is a very serious profession indeed.

It has got nothing whatever to do with the story—except
that Lawrence Ouvry had been so extraordinarily good to Alleu

that one likes to talk about him —but I cannot forbear to men-
tion with what respect he was spoken of by his cousin as a man
who had departed from the traditions of his family and gone otf

in quite another direction, as a cold, hard man of science who
had no sympathy with Art.

'My dear,' said Gertrude, 'in all the practical concerns of

life, and in every question connected with science, the calm
judgment of that balanced mind is invaluable to us all—we
greatly depend upon Lawrence, Yet it is a most surprising

thing that a scientific man should come from among us. I

suppose that he has by this time made a great name in science.

Have you heard, Isabel, of anything that he has done 1
'

'Lawrence told me,' she replied, 'about a year ago, that

he was thinking of a paper on the Validation of the Higher
Kinetics—I remember the title because I made him write it

down. But I have heard no more of it.'

I stayed with them for three or four days. Allen came
every day, and of one thing I became daily more certain. What
that was I will tell you presently. We talked on two subjects

only. When Allen was with us we talked of literature, and of

men and women of letters. When he was not with us, we
talked of him.

I found, as I already suspected, that Allen's views on the
subject of his profession were greatly modified. He thought
more highly of his art and less highly of its followers. But to

him, as to his friends, there were no interests worth considera-
tion except those of literature. It was a new world to me, and
it seemed as if, art being only one form of work, too much im-
portance was given to one kind of work. But it was a congenial
atmosphere for Allen ; though it developed in him a spirit of
separation which might do harm to his work. The world for

such a man exists in order to supply him with materials. Men
and women do all kinds of things ; they live, love, work,
quarrel, fight, hope, suffer, die—without any regard it is true
to artistic grouping, yet in order to provide subjects and
models for the painter. It was pleasant to hear this old lady,

so kind of heart, speak of people as if they were all lay figures

and puppets for the artist.

Allen must never give up his acquaintance with the people
;

he must always go about among them and learn their manner of

life. 'Remember that, my dear'—always as if the future
of Allen lay in my hands— ' mankind affords an inexhaustible
study

;
you can find a picturesque bit of life in every street.

I have always lamented that women cannot get about like men
;

if we had greater freedom in this respect we should show greater
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breadth of treatment and more firmness of handling. If I were

young I would go as nurse to the London Hospital for six

months. Oh ! what chances a nurse must have ! Yet, my
dear, I do not remember hearing of any nurse becoming a

novelist. To be sure the profession of nursing is only thirty

years old.'

' Do you not think the life a pleasant one, Claire 1 ' Allen

ashed.
' It is very pleasant, Allen. And it suits you as no other

life would. And you really think that your position i3

assured 1
'

' That I cannot say, but I hope so. What other hope have

I ? "What other hope can I have 1 I am afraid to go on with

the tales. Isabel wants me to undertake a three-volume novel

;

but I doubt my strength—yet—to write a good novel. And
then, then—the Play !

'

'Oh! The Play!'
' Gertrude does not know of it yet. We shall show it to her

when it is finished.'
' You have arranged it with Isabel, I suppose.'
' Yes. Isabel knows all my plans—Isabel and you, Claire.

Tell me if you like her.'
' She is a little reserved with me. But yet I like her. She

is clever, is she not 1
'

' Yes ; she is very clever.'
' And I am sure she is sympathetic'
' Yes ; she has been a great help to me. Claire, I cannot

tell you what I owe to these two ladies.'

' Shall I tell you, Allen, how to repay their kindness V
' That is impossible.'
' No ; it is very possible. And I will show you the way,

Allen, but not this morning.'
' I thought continually of Isabel and her secret ; which she

hardly knew herself. Allen filled so large a part of her thoughts
and yet she did not know—I am sure she did not know—how
much she thought about him. And if she considered me with
curiosity and a little jealousy, it was only because she felt as if

no one could be good enough for Allen.

'My dear,' said Gertrude, 'we grudge you our poet; not
because you will not make him happy, but because a grande
):ast>ion disturbs and hinders the current of his work. Allen
has not yet caught that mysterious faculty which brings a man
the best success—the love of the world. It is better, far better

than success in a literary circle. We hope it for him. I am
sure he will get it—some day. Strange quality ! Many of the
greatest artists have never arrived at it. What can we call it 1

I think it is tottc/i.

'

Then she began to talk about a poet's wife.
' She must,' said Gertrude, ' be content to become Ks
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shadow. She must remember that every help she gives her
husband is sympathy and apprehension. She must receive hi3

first thoughts.'
' His tirst thoughts,' Isabel repeated. ' They are the best

and most beautiful,'
' Yes,' Gertrude went on very seriously, ' the most beautiful

because they are the first fresh conceptions, the very inspiration.

His wife has, therefore, her reward, if she wants any. It

ought to be reward enough to see the work growing with the

fame and honour, and to know that he will live long after her
life is gone. My dear ! It is a great thing : it is the greatest

thing for a woman. It is better than to be a poet one's self,

because, in all woman's work in any art, there is none which
touches the highest point. And there never will be.'

On the last morning of my stay, Isabel spoke more freely to

me. Of course she began on Allen.
' I am glad,' she said, ' that you think him improved. We

see him so otten that we are not conscious of the change which
you find in him.'

I said what I thought best to say about her own share in the

work of improvement, and she blushed very prettily as she

hastened to explain that Allen was like a brother, or a son of

the house. ' And oh !
' she said, ' I have wanted to say it ever

since you came ; but I dared not, until now.'
' What is it, Isabel ?

'

'I understand now why Allen loves you.'
' Are you quite sure that he does %

'

' Of course he does. And I am glad, too, that you are

rich, because now he will not have to trouble his mind about

money.'
' But, Isabel—do you not know % Has he not told you all

the story?'
' A gambler in stocks and shares : and a merchant in China :

•—and Allen,' she replied, with a little laugh of contempt at the

contrast.
' Does Allen ever talk to you about the merchant in China?

Ask him, Isabel, to tell you about Will.'

CHAPTER V.

FROM WILL.

And now the days lengthened apace ; the first spring flowers

were over, the primrose lingered yet in shady hedges, but the
crocus and the daffodil were gone : the spring was ready to

come upon us as soon as the east winds should cease to blow
;

already the lilac was in leaf and the blackthorn in flower, and
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the hawthorn ready to follow, and the great buds of the horse-

chestnut were swelling. It was April, the month of which we

expect so much and get so little. It wanted only two months

more to the day when I should be asked to make my choice.

Later in the month I received a letter from Will. He was

coming home. 'I have asked and obtained afurlmigh. Another

man has been sent out who will carry on my work while I am
at home. There are many other reasons besides the chief 0110

which fills my heart day and ni^ht, and has filled it for three

years.' This was the only time that he had ever alluded to his

' chief reason.' Poor boy ! His heart was filled with the thought

of a simple girl. How can men so think of girls, when they

have all the splendid work of the world before them 1 I thought

when he went away to China that he would carry with him a

kind memory of his old friend and playfellow, but not that he

would always think of her. What a strong and constant heart !

' There are many other reasons,' said the letter. ' First, 1 hear

privately from one of the junior partners that I may be inme
useful to the House at home, and that my work here has been
appreciated. Next, I want to know what my father means.
He writes that he is now on the eve of repairing his fortunes

;

that a great future awaits him : that he shall be able to die

happy when his time comes, because he will leave me a colossal

fortune. I know that every one of his schemes was going to

lead to boundless fortune, and I tremble. But my mother's
money is held in trust. He cannot lose that. My poor father,

with his imagination and ingenuity, might have made an excel-

lent novelist, but in the City he was thrown away. Perhaps in

a better ordered society men who are failures will be treated

with the pity which should attach to those who have got into

wrong grooves. A grocer who has compounded with his cre-

ditors, for instance, should be examined in order to find out
whether he should not have been made a statesman or a divine,

or a cobbler, perhaps ; and so be instructed in the line for which
nature intended him. Then everybody would be happy. Good-
bye, Claire. Good-bye, Claire. Good-bye, Claire. It is nearly
three years since I said that last, with Allen, in the dear old
Forest. In four weeks more I shall be on board the mail. In
ten weeks more I shall be in England again. Will.'

I showed the letter to my father, who read it with a serious
face. ' Will is a brave and gallant lad,' he said. ' He is

stronger than the artist. Yet Allen has a quick eye and a ready
brain. And the third 1 He is very rich. He devotes himself
to the robbery of the greedy, the credulous, and the ignorant.

Admirable trade ! Thus nature, who neglects nothing, finds

pirates to pillage thieves and fools. Worthy Olinthus ! Thus
he gains the admiration and respect of the world. My daughter,
will this illustrious maker of money join the other two in

June 1
'
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' I do not know, but I think he will.'

' He does us infinite honour. Claire, child.' My fathel

took njy head in his hands and kissed me, with soft eyes. ' I3

it possible that in two or three months—only two or three
months—my daughter will belong to some one else 1 Alas !

why do we have daughters who go away when they are loveliest

and best, and desert their old fathers for their young lovers ?

In a better world a woman's beauty will last her life, so that

there shall be no excuse for falling in love while their fathers

are living, unless they are not only old but also foolish and—
and

—

maussades, and not worthy of a good daughter. Then they
might go away and rejoice their husbands.'

He was always the kindest and most thoughtful of fathers,

but in those days it seemed as if he anticipated every wish, even
the slightest, and was continually devising some little surprise,

some new gift for me. It rained gloves ; there were showers of

pretty trifles ; he went to town and came back loaded with
books and music; he would 'have ruined himself had I not
begged him to give me nothing more. And I knew that he was
counting the days left to him of his daughter's undivided heart.

The jealous, fond father ! As if there does not always remain
as much love in a woman's heart as ever was taken out of it !

' With each child,' said once to me a poor woman of the village

who had twelve, ' with each child I felt as if there was no more
love left.' But the love came—yes—the love came ! Love is a

fountain which can never dry.

Will was coming home in order to ask that question again.

Will and Allen would both ask that question. Did ever before

a girl have to choose between two men, both of whom she loved

alike ? But then this girl was presently to discover that she did

not love both these men alike but very differently. And how
that came about she does not quite know, even now, and does

not care to question herself too minutely.

In those days, with Will's letter in my hand, I used to

wander alone in the recesses of the Forest, those places known
only to the boys and myself, and try to take counsel of my
heart, which would give no advice or counsel at all and remained
obstinately silent.

Allen wrote to me as usual and told me of his work, how the

play was advancing and would soon be finished, and how he was
planning that three-volume novel, and how he was asked to

write for a new magazine. At all events, he had the desire of

his heart : he was successful in the only way in which he desired
success. Poor Allen ! one remembered his early enthusiasm,
his hero-worship, his first poor, thin attempts, his eagerness to

work in the way my father pointed out to him, his enthusiasm
and his early disappointments. He was changed, indeed. The
eagerness remained and the industry, but the old enthusiasms
which were the golden haze of morning, the splendid dreams
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and illusions of youth, these were gone ; to the imagination of

a boy the round world and all that therein is seem so much mora
splendid than they are. He sees the type, the perfect model,

and thinks that eacli individual example reaches perfection.

As for me, I remembered also my father's illusions and designs.

Allen was to have such a teaching as never any poet had before
;

he was to learn the unknown wants and wishes of the People •

he was to lead the People—dream of an enthusiast who ha<l

never grown beyond the age of barricades. To lead the People !

a noble dream, indeed, but not for Allen. Never at any time
could it be possible for such as Allen.

It was in this month, I think, that in my daily walks and
wanderings I became aware of a strange man. Even in the

village, quiet as it is, the presence of a stranger does not excite

universal interest ; but this stranger came so often, and prowled
about so mysteriously, that one got to suspect him of some
design. He was about fifty-live years of age, rather a short

man, with broad shoulders and a large grey beard ; he wore
coloured spectacles and a broad soft felt hat, rather like a

clergyman's hat. He always smoked a cigar, and he sat about
a great deal on stiles and gates looking always up and down the
road as if he expected somebody. He seemed to come every
fine day to the village, but I knew not where he came from.

One day as I passed him he took the cigar from his lips and
addressed me.

' I beg your pardon miss. May I ask a question ?

'

I permitted him to put his question.
' You know, I suppose, the names of most all the people who

live in this village, now 1
'

I said that I knew them all, or nearly all. He had, I

noticed, some touch of the American in his voice.
' Do you, now, happen to know a lady named Engledew ?

She would be a widow, and about five-and-forty by this time.'
' Yes, certainly I know Mrs. Engledew. Do you want to

see her 1 I can take you to her house. It is close by.

'

' I should like to see her house, thank you. As for seeing

her ' here he stopped short.
' The Mrs. Engledew I mean,' he went on, ' had a baby, I

am told.'
' She has a son, now grown up.'
' Yes ; it's four-and-twenty years ago. That seems a long

time to you, no doubt, because you are young. It is a long

time, whether to work out or look back upon, for people who
have done things. But it isn't a long time for people who
haven't done anything, and are consequently happy. For such

it passes free and quick. Mrs. Engledew, now, is pretty happy,

I dare say, being one of that sort ?

'

'No ; she is not a happy woman. She has cause to ba

very unhappy. If you know her you know why
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' I don't know her myself. But I am asked by one who does
to come and make a few inquiries on the spot—cautiously, you
know.

'

' Cautiously ! What is the need of caution ? Mrs. Engledew
lives here. You may see her any day. What do you mean by
caution ?

' He avoided the question and made answer by
another.

1 Is her son, may I ask, in the Silk Line 1

'

' No ; he is a man of Letters.'

The stranger whistled.
' Then I suppose they must want money, both of them, pretty

badly '. A man of Letters !

'

' Neither of them wants any money. Come down this lane

and I will show you the house.'

He walked at my side in silence.
' There,' I said, when we came in sight of the cottage where

Mrs. Engledew lived, ' that is her house, and there you will

find her if you want to see her.' »
' I don't think I want to see her to-day,' he said. ' Not to*

day. No. I think I shall just look at the house and then go.

That will be enough for once. Another time I can call. When
you know where to call there's a great deal done already. No
hurry about the rest. Not any hurry, you know.

' There is Mrs. Engledew. You can go and spean: to her.'

The widow stood at the door. She was going to tidy up her

garden, and stood in the porch for a few minutes as one stands

who is irresolute where to begin. The man with me began to

tremble, and he dropped the stick he was carrying. He really

was a most mysterious stranger.
' There is Mrs. Engledew.'
' She is thinner than she was, but then she is older. Many

people get thin as they grow older.'
' She has grown thin from suffering and sorrow.'

'I did not think,' he said, ' that she would age so much.
' If a woman's husband commits suicide on the eve of bank-

ruptcy, caused by his partner's villainy, do you think that she ia

not likely to suffer ?

'

' No, no, of course '—he cleared his throat— ' of course she

must suffer in such a case. No one can blame a woman under
these circumstances for getting thin. Through a partner's

villainy. That's sad, now, isn't it ?

'

' You seem to know something about her.' I looked at him
with increased wonder and suspicion.

' Yes, but she would not know me. It is no use my speaking
to her, not a bit of use. I am only sent by another man to

find out about her. Now that I have seen her I think I will

go.'
' This is very strange,' I said.

' You say that she is in no need of money.'
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'I believe not.'
' Nor her son either.'
{ I believe not.'
' Is she hard and unforgiving, now ? Does she still feel bad

—about that business we were speaking of—the partner, you
know.'

' Do you come from the man Stephens 1
'

'Maybe I do, maybe not. Does she feel bad about it

still 1

'

' What can you think ?

'

' To be sure, to be sure ; not a doubt of it. You would
yourself—naturally—and yet she does not want money 1 No.
And so, even if she had all the money that the partner ran off

with, it wouldn't help her, would it? No, certainly not.

Wherefore, I may as well go.'

He left me abruptly and walked away.
Two days afterwards I saw him again, sitting on a gate in

sight of Mrs. Engledew's cottage. He was looking as if he
waited on the chance of her coming out again. When he saw
me he got off and walked away. Yet a week later I saw him
again—and again after that. He was always sitting on the gate

gazing steadily at the cottage, or he was walking backwards and
forwards in an uncertain way, as if he was hesitating whether to

go to the cottage door or not. He always came in the morning
;

in the afternoon he was gone.

What did it mean 1 I was so full of my own affairs at this

time that I thought little about this strange visitor. Yet he
gave me some anxiety. What did he watch the cottage for 1

Who was this man, who knew Mrs. Engledew and remembered
her as she was twenty-five years ago 1 Why did he lurk about

the place 1 And had I done right to tell a strange man where
this poor widow lived 1

CHAPTER VI.

WITH ALLEN.

In those last weeks I was grievously troubled in my own mind
about Allen. Let us not ask too carefully whether there was
jealousy. Why should not these ladies love Allen? To be sure

one of them was young and beautiful. They had done far more
for him than I could do ; he was right in loving them in return.

Who (not being in the City) could choose but love a young

man so full of genius, so handsome, so modest, so free from affec-

tation ? And they began with what seemed perfect safety, be^ a
;

se

Allen was already in love with another girl. Brother and sister

from the beginning ; and so—and so—they went on without
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fear or caution, reading, talking, advising, planning, taking
counsel together, till the heart of one was gone.

And the heart of the other? It was this that I wanted to

find out. In order to do so I asked Allen if he would give me a

whole day. It was already early May ; the east wind had gone,
and the showers of spring had begun. I contrived a little plot.

I would make Allen feel exactly what coming back to me might
mean. There was a broad gulf indeed between the Allen of the
present and the Allen of three years before. I would make him
step back and realise what life in the village would mean for

him. Perhaps he still thought that he loved me ; indeed, I am
sure he did ; he had been thinking so for a good many years

;

you do not easily break off such a habit of thought. Very well

;

then he should understand, without my telling him, how it

would be to him were he to become my husband.
He came about noon. He brought with him his still un-

finished play. He proposed to read it to me—always, he knew
that I should like to hear what he was doing—and began at once
upon the plot and the dialogue. But I put it aside, and talked
of the village and its affairs. First, we must go and call upon
his mother, a duty which he was perfectly willing to defer until

the play had been discussed.

I think there is nothing more miserable than such a visit

when confidence has been lost between mother and son. Mrs.
Engledew asked no question about his prospects or his work, nor
did she ask after his friends, she only said that he was looking

well.
' And you, mother 1

'

'I am as well as I can now expect to be,' she replied ; and
one really felt quite certain that if her son had remained in the

Silk trade she would have been quite well.

The visit was constrained, and short. When we came away,
Allen gave a sigh of relief.

'It is too late now,' said Allen afterwards, 'to hope that

things will ever be different ; but I wish my mother could see

things in a different light. If one were to become another
Shakespeare, I suppose it would be the same thing. Oh ! the

City ! the City !

'

He shook himself impatiently.

We passed the Green, where Sir Charles was basking in the
sun.

' You must go and speak to him, Allen,' I said.

Sir Charles received him kindly. He said that he was glad
to hear that Allen was getting on, so far as people in his line

can be said to get on, considering that the profits, if any, go t<»

the publishers. It was consoling to his friends to feel that,

though he had left the plough after putting his hand to it, lie

was earning an honourable pittance. Allen smiled feebly. Sir
Charles went on to say that he had not read the book called
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' With the People,' and that he did not mean to read it, because
he did not like the people, and found them low—contemptibly
low. One of them at a Lord Mayor's show once broke his car-

riage window with the neck of a bottle ; they were a very low
class ; but if Allen would write a book on the Lord Mayors, or
on knights, baronets, great merchants who have failed, and,
generally, on the lives of gentlemen of exalted rank, he would
promise to give it his very best attention.

When we left him, Allen seemed to me—but I may have
been mistaken—to murmur strong words, as if he was choking.

And then we met Mr. Massey, ponderous and important.
He was on his way to the City, but stopped to give Allen a con-
descending salute.

'You are looking thin, my boy,' he said. ' If you had re-

mained in the City you would now be looking fat, like Gallaway.
You should see young Gallaway. Well, it can't be helped, and
I hope you won't fret over it. Perhaps—but I suppose it is now
too late. Literature is but a poor trade, a poor trade.'

' Rich or poor,' said Allen, ' it is all I have.'
' All you have ; very true. Tut—tut—tut. Dear ! dear !

All you have. Your poor mother feels it very much, I assure
you, Allen. I tell her, whenever I find an opportunity, that
literature is not generally regarded as disgraceful, though a sad
falling off from the City. No literary man ever has a position,

you know. If he goes to a City dinner, where is he to sit %

Below the sheriffs, of course ; below the aldermen ; below the
Common Council.'

' Of course,' said Allen, with a grin.
' I have now, myself, returned to the City. For some years

I have been resting. I am, however, engaged in retrieving my
fortunes. My son, I am happy to say, will, after all, be en-

riched by his father's exertions. I shall, on his return from
China, buy him a partnership in one of the best Houses. Per-
haps Brimage and Walton's. Good morning, Allen, good morn-
ing to you.'

' Venerable old jackass ! ' Allen murmured. ' Claire, let

us get into the Forest quickly. Ugh ! what a place it is !

'

In the Forest I heard all about the play, and we decided

that it would be a delightful thing to have it read in the old

place where we used to run as children.
' Isabel shall read it,' cried Allen, kindling at the thought.

' Gertrude shall sit on the old trunk with your father.' Here a

look of doubt fell upon his face. ' Do you think, Claire, that

your father will like Gertrude 1

'

' You mean, Allen, will Gertrude like my father ? I think

she will.'
' Well, we will choose a fine day. What time of the day

will be best, Claire ? Shall we read it in the morning 1
'

' You will all dine with us. and aft»" dinner we will walk
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into the Forest, and there Isabel shall read it. Will that

do?'
He stayed all that day -with us. I was curious to observe

how my father and he would get on together. In the old days,

when the boy was ignorant, he accepted his master's maxims as

words of wisdom. Now, however, how would it be %

What actually happened was that Allen showed, involun-

tarily, how far he had drifted from the path in which he was
designed to go.

My father began to talk of the things which were in his mind.
' For thirty years and more,' he said, ' I have been as one

who sits upon the bank and watches the current of the river.

It is not without its charm, the life of contemplation, though I

own that the active life would be my choice had I the power to

begin again and to choose again.'
' It would be a very good subject,' said Allen, ' the man

who could begin again if he chose, and at any time he chose.'
' In these thirty years, what a change ! How great the

work achieved for the people ! How stupendous the work that

is to be done by the people !

'

' And how monotonous the effect when the general level has

been complete ! ' said Allen. 'Art is made up of contrasts.'

' I forgot,' said my father coldly, ' I forgot that you are now
an artist.'

He proceeded to ask Allen about himself and his progress,

but made no more remarks about the People ; and after dinner

he left, and went to smoke cigarettes in the garden.
' How does the village strike you, Allen, when you come

back to it ?

'

'It is detestable.'
' But there is the Forest.'
' True, the Forest. Yet it seems so much smaller than of

old.'
' That is because you have grown so much bigger, Allen.'
' Is it better, for instance, than Burnham Beeches, or

Windsor, or even the Lake of Richmond Park ?

'

' I do not know. It is good enough for me, even now.

'

'To me,' he said, 'the memory of the Forest will always be
dear. It seems a pity, almost, to disturb the old recollections

by coming back at all.'

' Your new life, Allen, has made the old impossible. You
would never return here with any pleasure. The talk of the
residents would be intolerable to you.'

He shuddered.
' You would not live happily so near your mother, unless,

which seems unlikely, she would change her point of view.'
'No, I could not.'

'Even my father, Allen, whom you used to respect so
much '
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'Oh, Claire ! to him, at least, I have not changed. I

respect him as much as I ever did. I am as grateful to him as

I ever was. Believe me, there is no man whom. I love and
respect more.'

' Yet, Allen *

' Yet we have so little in common. His views arc not mine.
That is all.'

' And, Allen,' I went on, ' you could never give up, for the

sake of anyone in the world, your new life, your club, your
new friends, your new talk, to come back and live among your
old friends in the old way.'

He turned pale : he shuddered.
' Ah, Claire,' he said, ' some things are worth life itself.

This, my new life, is all the life I desire
;
yet I would give that

up even at your bidding.'

'Poor boy ! "What would you have left if that were gone 1

What if I were to bid you say farewell to Gertrude, and to sco

Isabel no more ?

'

He blushed, and raised his eyes with a guilty look of sus-

picion.

' Isabel 1
' he asked. ' Isabel is a part of the life I would

resign. She is my sister, Claire, my very dear sister. That is

settled between us. You do not think—oh, Claire ! you must
not think—that there can be between Isabel and me any-

thing '

' Allen, I will always believe every word that you say ; but
the time for saying that has not quite come. It will soon be

here—and, Allen, I asked you to come here to-day with a serious

purpose. I want you, before Will comes home, to look round the

old place again, to think of what you were three years ago, and
of what you are. It will be good for you to think of this very

seriously.'

He looked about him : he blushed and stammered.
' I cannot say what I should like to say, Claire. It is not

quite time. You are always thoughtful for me. It was kind of

you. Yes, I am changed, indeed, or else the place is changed.

But you have not changed, except '

' The place is so small. Is it not 1
'

' Yes, small, and its thoughts are mean. Yet there is the

memory of the Forest and the place where we two dreamed

away the summer evenings, while the bees droned and the late

cuckoo called and the blackbird sang. Oh, happy time !

'

' Go, make a poem of it, Allen. It will make a charming

poem. Put in it your best and highest thoughts ; then it will

be a great poem. Isabel will recite it for you at one of the

evenings.'
' I will, Claire,' he said quickly, ' I will. Oh '—why, ho

seemed to begin the poem already—' do you feel the warm soft

air, as it used to fan our cheeks 1 Do you hear the buzz of the
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insects, which was all our music ? Do you catch the fragrance
of the Forest, which kept our souls sweet and pure ? Do you
see the shadows lying across the glades, as they used to lie in

the evenings, sinking into our hearts and filling us with thoughts %

Do you see the boy and girl—such an eager boy, Claire, so

eager to do far far greater things than ever he will be able to

do % I think of him sometimes with a kind of awe that he
should have grown into so small a man. And the girl, too, so

sweet a girl, so full of sympathy—the sweetest friend that ever

boy had !

'

' Allen,' I interrupted, ' write the poem, and I will come
when Isabel recites it. Go now and think—think of what I have
ventured to say.'

' I go, Claire ; but in a few weeks '

' Go, Allen. Good night.'
' Art,' said my father presently, ' should be represented as a

sorceress, who takes the strength from the hands of her lover,

go that he can do nothing by himself but leaves him his eyes
and ears. Then he watches and listens, and presently he
imitates, groups, and copies. She is a beautiful sorceress, or

else no one would fall in love with her. Yes, she takes away
their strength ; they can work no longer, and they have no
heart for fighting.'

' They can sing and paint, and write romances and plays.'
' That is their reward, my child ; but it is better to fight than

to make songs of battle. Allen does not think so. Well, he
has his reward.'

'And you yours,' I said. 'Why, who made the boy a

poet ?

'

He lifted his shoulders and spread his hands.

The very next evening I had a visit from Olinthus. He
came through the garden and walked through the open window.
I did not see him at first ; and, when I did, instead of offering

me his hand, he began to groan in ;i most heartrending manner.
' What is the matter, Olinthus ?

'

'Nothing—that is, everything. But it doesn't matter. You
will only say it's a pity ; and the girls are provided for, and so

is the old lady. It won't really matter to anyone.

'

' But what is it ? I suppose you are come here on purpose
to tell me, are you not ?

'

' I have come to tell you, Claire, because you are the only
person in all the world who will not jeer and sneer and grin.

Even the girls will sniff. Oh ! I know I should have grinned
myself and sniffed, very likely, if it had happened to anybody
else except me. Everybody in the City always grins when a man
goes wrong.'

' Have you gone wrong, then ?

'

' Hush !
'— he stole like a conspirator to the door and

looked into the hall— ' hush ! Where is your father, Claire J

'
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'He is in the garden with Sir Charles. We are quite

alone.'
' It's a dreadful thing. After two years and more of such

success, it's a cruel thing— and I told him so— and a wicked
thing. The man must be a devil. Yes, that's it. He can't bo

a man, he must bo a devil ; and he looks it.'

' If you will explain a little
'

He went on incoherently rambling.
' He led me into it ; he gave me the taste for it, and made

me feel the pride of it, and to seem clever and all ; and then ho
wouldn't teach me how to do it, and I couldn't find out for all

the trying in the world. Then he taught me to pretend. Ah !

Claire, there's the sting when they find out that it was all pre-

tence. The smash I could bear—anybody may smash—but it is

the pretence that I can't stand up against. I shall go away to

some place where they never heard my name. And live there
for the rest of my life. I must. Why, they would laugh at me
in the very streets if I were to go about. Oh, he's a devil ! He
must be.'

' What is pretence ?

'

' I will tell you all, Claire, just exactly as it happened,
because you won't laugh. Besides, it was all done for your
sake, every bit.'

' Every bit 1 Oh, Olinthus ! And the Countess and the
baccarat ?

'

' Very nearly all. The baccarat doesn't count. But I will

tell you all, though I know very well what the consequence
will be. I looked to coming here in two or three weeks with a

diamond spray and an emerald ring. Yes ! I've had my eye
on the spray and the ring for a long time. And I've been
looking for a house. Xone of your common four hundred a
year Cromwell Road houses, but a palace in Kensington Palace

Gardens. There is one to let now ; a marble palace fit for a

queen, or even for you, Claire. I was just going to close with
the agent when I found that the place was let, and let to that

—

that man. Yes, I know what you were going to say, Claire,

and it is like yourself to say it, but love in a palace is ten

times as good as love in a measly villa.'

' I was not going to say that at all, Olinthus. I was going to

say that it would have been a great pity for you to have built

upon any hopes that—that
'

' Why, the other fellows are nothing at all : one of them
only a literary scrub ; and the other '

' Will you please go on with your story ?

'

' And now it's all over. It's just as well that I did not take

the house and order that spray, because now you won't even

think of me. And yet I shall not be a pauper like Allen, or a

clerk like Will. Perhaps you will consider that. Look here,

Claire,' his voice sank to a whisper. ' I may be smashed, but
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it won't all go. There's a snug little sum in my mother's
hands : I gave it to her to keep for me three months ago, when
we had our last great shindy. And besides, you've got plenty

of your own, and perhaps your father might live with us. I

should not mind it much, if I had the buying of the claret.'

' Do pray get on with the story, or I will get up and go away.'
' No, no, I will go on. Listen then. I am a ruined man.

That is the first thing.'

'But I thought you were so rich and so successful.'
' So I was. Now I am ruined.' His voice broke down, and

he began to cry like a school-boy. It was undignified, but he
could not help it, and indeed it was a very pitiful thing after so

much greatness. I could think of nothing in the way of com-
fort. However, presently he recovered a little, and went on to

tell me all.

It was a truly wonderful story that he had to tell. The boy
whom we had first thought dull and stupid, and had afterwards

been compelled to consider a miracle of cleverness, had never
really done anything at all to make the world change its opinion.

He was, indeed, so dull that he was persuaded to lend himself

to a most extraordinary deception, entirety for the advantage of

the contriver. He was believed by everybody to have a wonder-
ful genius and insight into finance : he knew nothing whatever
about it ; while he was making thousands he knew no more of

the science than any school-girl ; he ivould not even learn it. He
knew only the talk or jargon of it. I looked with a sort of

amazement at a man who had so little dignity and self-respect

as to play the part which he had played.

'I've made for Colliber,' he said, with conviction, as if he
really had made the money by his own sagacity and wisdom,
'I've made for Colliber over a hundred and fifty thousand
pounds in two years. Why, my own share came to fifty

thousand.'
' And where is it—all this money ?

'

' Some of it is spent ; some of it is—where I told you,' he
jerked his thumb in the direction of his mother's house. ' Some
of it the creditors will get.'

'But even now,' I said, 'you have not told me how it is

that you are ruined.'

He then proceeded to explain with a great fulness how there

was a rascally company established through the wicked clever-

ness of Mr. Colliber first, and next by himself, acting under
Mr. Colliber's directions, and thirdly by a selection of modern
brigands, for the purpose of plundering English investors. The
company was rotten, he said, from the beginning ; it had not
the slightest chance of success as soon as the real facts were
known. But in order to get the shares taken up it was neces-

sary to hide these facts very carefully. So the prospectus was
drawn up by Mr. Colliber himself, and was a masterpiece of
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suppression. Also in heightening and bringing out the few
facts which could be of use to the new company the prospectus

was unrivalled. The effect of this prospectus was that a great

many of the shares were taken up and the company floated.

And then began Mr. Colliber's usual game, which was to keep
on forcing the shares by creating a demand and making a clatter

about the company. More shares were taken up. But the
facts came out. Then the shares went down to nothing at all,

and the shareholders began to clamour.
' There is alwajrs some one,' said Olinthus, 'who won't losa

his money without a fight for it. No one can deny that the
prospectus was a bundle of lies. Colliber drew it up, so it must
have been. All the prospectuses came out of my office, but at

first nobody knew it. And now they've found it out, and they
charge it upon me, and I've got to stand the racket/

' What does that mean ?

'

It appeared that it meant this. He would have to take up
the whole of the worthless stock. Now all his available money
would not suffice to take up a fourth part of the stock. There-
fore he must go bankrupt, unless Mr. Colliber stood by him.
And at this juncture Mr. Colliber deserted him ; told Olinthus
that he had given him every opportunity for making his fortune

;

that for his own part no one could come upon him, because he
was not mixed up in the business at all, and, in fact, he was not
known to be concerned in any part of the business ; but he had
for some 'time been satisfied with the results of the partnership,

and was, in fact, about to retire. He wished his partner success

in the future ; if he had to go bankrupt over this unlucky com-
pany it was only what he, Colliber, had done several years

before ; and that Olinthus, like himself, would be able to reflect

with pride on his bygone greatness. Doubtless too, he added
with a sneer, Gallaway would before long return to the work,

bringing with him his old experience and the extraordinary

sagacity which had astonished the whole world. He really was
a most wonderful man, Mr. Colliber.

When I began to understand the story, I perceived that one

was as much a robber as the other. I told Olinthus so. His

sisters' dowries, the gift of a house to his mother, the money he

had placed in her hands—all these ought to be restored and given

to the creditors.

'As for my sisters,' said Olinthus, 'if I know the clear girls,

they will see the creditors farther first ; as for my mother, she

won't give up her house unless she knows the reason why, nor

the money, so long as she can stick to it. And as for me, I

mean to stick to every penny that I can.'

He could not understand the iniquity of his own share in the

matter. That Mr. Colliber was a clever rogue, he knew, and

greatly admired his cleverness ; but that he himself was anything

but a deeply injured man he did not know or understand,
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' If I had refused to put out that prospectus,' he moaneclj
' he would have dissolved partnership at once ; if ever I refused
to do blindly what he ordered, he threatened that. And he was
so greedy, and took three-fourths. And after all to make me
liable !

'

Mr. Colliber had then gone away. ' He has gone,' said his

partner, ' with a hundred and fifty thousand in his pocket, and
I have got to go bankrupt. As for consideration from the share-

holders, not a bit, if you please. They'd tear me to pieces if

they could. And if they did Colliber would look on with a grin.'
' Well, it is all over then.'
' All but the bankruptcy. That will happen in a few days,

I suppose— or weeks—or something. I don't know. I've been
to a solicitor, and put my affairs in his hands. There's enough
for him at any rate.'

' Then, now, Olinthus, you can return to honest work.'
' Oh ! the old trade again. No, thank you, Claire. I've got

enough to live on, and I shall do no more work, honest or not.'

He was resolute upon this point. As for dishonest work, he
could do it no longer, because he did not know how to do it.

And as for honest work and drudgery, his three years of riotous

living and easy gains made it impossible to take up again the

monotony of steady work and slow thrift.

It really was no use telling him that he might now turn hie

attention to honest work.
' There's one good thing I've done '—he began to laugh, and

the effect was like a gleam of sunshine on a rainy day. ' This

morning, while I was sitting in my office, pretty miserable,

wishing Mr. Colliber would come back if only to call me an ass

and a fool, who should call but the Countess 1 She pranced in,

smiling sweetly, and she said she came to apologise for her bad
temper six months ago. But I knew what she wanted. She
had never forgiven herself, she said, after my kindness to her,

and that she couldn't sleep at night for thinking of her ingrati-

tude, and would I forgive her ? Nobody can tell lies so sweetly

as the Countess. Well : I said I would—I knew what she wanted
very well : and would I forgive her brother, who, she heard with
pain, had written an intemperate letter. I said I would—I knew,
of course, what she was driving at—if he would pay his debt of

honour, which was seventy-five pounds. Would I then shake
hands ? I did shake hands with her, Claire, knowing what
would come next. So then her ladyship sighed and looked
friendly—she's got the most beautiful eyes, I must say—eyes
that go straight through a fellow and make him feel groggy in
the knees—and said that as we were now good friends again,
and she meant never never never to lose her temper any more,
she wanted to consult me about a little transaction. She had
been rocommended to buy Argentines or Brazilians. Which
could I recommend ? Now it was only two days before that
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Mr. Colliber told me Brazilians would fall rapidly—lie knew
why, but did not tell me the reason. So I saw my chance.

[ was a cad, when she quarrelled with mo : I was her dear
friend when she wanted mo. And so I told her to go away
at once and buy as much Brazilian stock as she could get. She
sailed away with the liveliest smile, I do assuro you. I wish I

had asked her to give me a kiss. And both she and her brother
have put on a pot for Brazilians and are telling all their friends

;

and won't there be a row in a fortnight ?

'

Then I asked him if anybody else had been told the whole
story.

He said no one.

Would Mr. Colliber talk about it ?

He said that he supposed Mr. Colliber' s interests lay rather
in keeping dark.

In that case I advised him to tell nobody else, unless, which
perhaps might be best and yet would be a hard thing to do, he
made a clean breast of the whole business.

_
It gave him great consolation to think that he might perhaps

still, though bound to future obscurity, pass honourably for
having been once a great financier. In~the first dismay caused
by the disaster he felt as if all must be found out.

'I suppose,' he said, ' that it will take two or three months
to get through the Court,—Oh ! they are a vindictive crew.
There's one man, a clergyman, who ought to be a Christian,
and because he's lost a paltry five thousand pounds he heads
the lot—says I made false representations. There's a pretty
Christian for you ! Well, Claire, I am glad I told you. Will
that ten thousand make any difference in your views l

'

' No, Olinthus. None.'
'And we might have been so happy together. We were

made for each other. My mother says so, ever since you got
your money. Before that, she said it was marrying beneath,
and I ought to look higher.'

'Well—never mind. Thank you for thinking so much of
me, Olinthus. I could never have married you, not if you had
continued in your great success.'

' Never married me ?

'

'No ; never.'
' Not if I'd got the house in Palace Gardens 1

'

' Not even then. Oh ! Olinthus, can't you understand that
I would rather marry you in your poverty than when you were
heaping up riches by defrauding and plundering widows and
children and credulous persons ?

'

But that he could not understand,



266 ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

CHAPTER VII.

A. SECOND VICTOR HUGO.

Then the time began to pass swiftly towards the end. If you
Tratch the flow of a river over a weir you will see that the
water seems to linger and go slow a little before the point where
it leaps the little cataract ; then with a rush it sweeps forward,

and is gone. For three long years I had waited in patience,

yet never forgetting what was before me ; at last the time
seemed to move more slowly ; to others, no doubt, it hastened
forward, hurrying the old towards their end, the dying towards
their death ; but to me it seemed to linger so that every hour
could be felt and remembered. Outside was the promise of

the early summer in the gardens, and in the Forest the first

fluttering foliage, on which the sunshine always, year after

year, seems to lie like the bloom upon a peach.

I remembered a day long gone by, when we made a little

picnic, one of many little picnics, in the Forest, and played

about the glades, and the boys ran a race for what my father

called the Prize of the Golden Apple, which was only an orange

after all ; and I held it for the victor. Now, after ten years

and more, the boys were to stand before me again. Why, just

as before, one of them was out of the race altogether ; and of

the other two, just as before, no one could say which of the

two came in first. I knew not, who was the appointed judge ;

and yet the prize was no longer a golden apple, but a life's

happiness. Not so much my own, but that of two men. Yet
—the happiness of both ? Of one there could be no doubt. He
was so loyal, so steadfast, so true. Though he said no single

word of love in his letters, it was clear of what his mind was
full. And he was coming home—all that long way !—on
purpose to keep his appointment. Poor Will ! could one send
him empty away, and with a bleeding heart 1

It was of Allen that I doubted. I am quite sure by this

time that poets and men of imagination, who are always creat-

ing another world of their own filled with imaginary people,

who are always studying those people, and watching them, and
thinking about them, take less real hold upon tilings of actual

life than men of action. They dwell continually in the unreal,

so that things actual may grow to look like things imagined.
They think much less about themselves than ordinary folk

;

they desire for themselves little beyond the success of their
work ; they are not troubled with the ambitions of ordinary
men, except as on-lookers, who are sometimes angered by the
badness of a performance ; the world is a stage to them, and
men and women players. This is the reason, I suppose, why
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they do not grow old like their friends, but remain young in

heart, and at fifty are still full of youthful thoughts. All their

waking hours they spend in dreams, among ghosts and shadows.

When another man is in love he thinks all day long, and per-

petually, of the girl he loves ; but he who writes romances is

always thinking of another woman as well, as well as of her

whom he has married or is about to marry. She who marries

such a man must be content to take a second place in her

lover's heart without jealousy, because the first is occupied by
the girl of his story, much lovelier, younger, cleverer than
herself, and quite as real to him as the wife of his bosom.
Again, a man who does not write can give all his best thoughts,

if he is capable of fine thought, and his sweetest words, if he
knows any sweetness of speech, to the girl he loves ; but the
man who does, keeps them for his own pages. Ho is a man of

a thousand amourettes ; he coquets with every little insigni-

ficant girl who crosses the stage in his dramas ; he secretly

entertains, and continually feeds and fosters, for his heroines,

grandes passions ; he is never out of love so long as he writes.

What spare love can such an one find for his wife 1 It is a
strange life. Does, one wonders, the man who has written
many stories ever sit down to think of the long procession of

beautiful girls, tender, sweet, and true, with their brave and
gallant lovers whom he has created for the world's delight 1

Do they delight him only to think of them 1 Does he raise his

own heart by repeating to himself the wise and noble things
which his puppets have said 1 or is he ashamed in meditating on
the foolish things he has allowed them to say ? or does he—it

makes one sad to think that he may do this—does he go away
when his work is finished and straightway forget it all—the
characters and their story, the lovers and the maidens, the
sadness and the joy ; and put them out of his mind lest they
interfere with the grouping and the dialogue of the next story 1

I thought of all this, and perhaps thought too much of it. I

remembered how Allen forgot and put out of his mind the girl

whom he had made to live for ever in the memories of those
who read his story. He must have loved her, while he wrote
her life

;
yet he forgot her. Would he not forget me, too, if I

were to go away out of his sight 1 And yet, on the other hand,
why should one think of Allen in this way 1 There have been
many poets, artists, and writers of fiction married happily for

all that the world could see ; and, after all, a mistress of flesh

and blood must always be a very different thing from a mistress

of the imagination. There was no change in Allen. He came
to me for advice and help as he always had done—a man who
must always lean on some one, and be encouraged by praise and
pleasant words. Never for a moment had I suspected the least

change in Allen's feelings. To make those eager eyes sad would
be indeed a dreadful thing,
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Yet there was Isabel. Should not one think of her ? For
I had learned her secret, and she was born to be the wife of

such a man. She would live for him, divine his thoughts, lead
him on, console and sympathize with him in the way that only
one who knows the mystery and craft of literature can do,,

What could I do for Allen compared with what she could do 1

Then it occurred to me that a way was possible in which the
true state of Allen's mind might be discovered by him as well

as by myself. It was simply that Gertrude should pay her
long-promised visit to us before the day of Fate instead of after

it. I wanted to watch Allen with Isabel again—even to question

him, because it is difficult for a woman to read the mind of a
man.

There wanted only a week of that day. I declare that I

knew not, even so late, on whom the choice would fall ; nor did

I suspect in the least that there would be no choice to make.
Only a week ? Why Will must be through the canal. The ship

must be driving through the water day and night to land him
on the Italian shores. Only three days and he would be rolling

across the Continent ; only six and he would be among us

again !

Gertrude was so good as to give up her evenings and her

engagements, though it was the middle of the season, and the

talk about the pictures and the concerts and all still in its

freshness. It seems terrible to think that for the finest pictures,

on which men have spent, it may be, years of work, there cannot

be found more than a week or two of talk, even among people

like Gertrude and her friends, who do not waste their time in

society and scandal, and to whom the fashionable world is

merely a spectacle when they choose to look at it for awhile.

Only a week or two ! And it is the same with the most beautiful

book, the bravest deed, the finest work of music—only a week
or two of talk, and then it is forgotten ! But still it lives. In

the world of London where new things follow each other so

quickly needs must that to-day's event drives out the recol-

lection of yesterday : but there is a world outside where new
things last longer. Isabel brought with her Allen's manuscript
play, now completed and intended to be read as a surprise for

Gertrude. I was so foolish as to feel a little jealousy that she,

and Allen with her, should be so eager about the play when a
matter of so much importance was awaiting to be decided.

' You are wrong, my child,' my father said, reading my
thoughts. ' To the artist his work is of more importance than
his love. Let us read the play.'

Perhaps Allen had forgotten the nearness of the day. Ger-
trude, at all events, had not forgotten. She took both my
hands in hers and pressed them as soon as we were alone.

'My dear,' she said in her sweet soft voice, 'I think it is

wonderfully good of you to ask us at such a time. I thought
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you would wait until—until we had sent Allen to learn his

fate.'

' Has Allen forgotten the day ?
' I asked, with a little

jealousy.
' We talked of it yesterday,' she replied.

I suppose I looked surprised. Could Isabel have discussed

the subject? There is sometimes in women, a courage greater

than the courage of man.
' My dear,' she added, ' you were quite wrong. Indeed you

were. Isabel looks on Allen as her brother. Wo talked of you
in the twilight. I think the twilight in a London house at this

time of the year is delightful. There is the scent of the lime-

blossoms— of course I don't mean a house where there are no
trees and flowers—in the air, there are ilnwers in the open
windows, and as you sit in the dusk, strange thoughts come
upon one. Yes, even to me, my dear, old as I am. And then
outside there are the mysterious voices and steps of the people.

What are they talking about 1 Whither are they going '] Arc
they spirits or are they real 1 Yes, we sat beside the window
and talked of you, my dear. Allen told us over again the story

of his childhood and your early loves, and your sweet sympathy
with him. Oh, Claire, it is an idyll of love.'

' Gertrude, you would not care for it unless you could dress
it up and make it in your mind romantic'

' It wants no dressing. There are some things which the
imagination cannot improve. Why, you are a part of his life,

Claire.'

'Yes, Allen loves me, I know that well enough. But
yet '

' But yet ?

'

' Will he not love me just as well and just the same if
'

'No, Claire—no, my dear
;
you must not think so.'

' Oh ! Gertrude, can you not see ? Are you blind 1 But
listen, I have asked you here in order that Allen may find out
for himself the difference. Gertrude, I could never make Allen
so happy as Isabel will. And she loves him ; I am jealous for

Allen's happiness. I know that she loves him, even if she has
never dared to let herself know the truth.'

Gertrude made no reply for a few moments ; then she said,

thoughtfully,
' Poor Isabel ! and I never guessed. And you would let him

go ? My dear, it seems impossible. You would let this genius

—

this poet—go to another woman ?

'

' I would not if I were Isabel ; but I am not—and—be-

sides '

' Besides, there is the other ; but what is he like, then, the

young hero ? Is he an Apollo 1 Is he the Sun God ? How does

he outshine my poet 1
'

' You shall see him ; he will arrive now in a day or two.'
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'Before I knew you, my dear,' Gertrude went on, ' Xwas
curious to find out who and what the girl was who drew all

hearts. Now I know
;
yes, my dear,' she took my hands in

hers, ' now I know very well indeed. But this Will, I cannot
understand him yet.'

' You shall see him, Gertrude ; but even then you may not
understand him. Perhaps he will not be interesting to you,

until you know him as Allen and I know him.'

Then my father came with Isabel and Allen, and our talk was
stopped.

Naturally, we began with the Forest. There is one fault,

and only one, which can be alleged against my Forest. It is

sometimes undoubtedly wet under foot. The soil is clay, and
the water lies in little pools. One cannot deny the charge.

This day, fortunately, it was dry ; there had' been sunshine for

nearly a week, a most wonderful thing for this rain-plagued

climate of England. We could walk anywhere ; through the

narrow lanes arched over with the tender foliage of the spring,

among the old trunks where there were no lanes at all, and over

the broad stretches of turf which once had been our playground,

our race-course, our theatre.
' This is the Forest,' said Gertrude, looking round her,

4 which made Allen—what he is.'

'Nay,' said Allen, 'not the Forest only, my Master is

here.'

Said my father

—

' He who teaches a young man sows an unknown seed in an
unknown soil. He knows not what may spring up. I thought

to make a statesman, and behold ! I make a poet.'

'You could not,' said Gertrude, 'oh ! you could not make a

greater than a poet. To be a statesman ! to make large pro-

mises and not to be able to do the smallest things ; to be con-

tinually reviled and held up to ridicule ; to sacrifice truth and
honour for the sake of Party—you would not, M. Philipon,

desire such a life for Allen ?

'

' I did, mademoiselle, and still I would desire such a life.

To a strong man blame would be nothing. But the strong man
will not get blame, because he can perform what he promises.

Do you know why your statesmen are continually reviled and
ridiculed, and why they have to go out every three years 1 It

is because they pretend to be, but are not strong. The statesman
of my hopes was one who would draw his strength from his own
knowledge, not from the ignorant people who would send him
to power. I dreamed of the strong man whom we all look for,

but who never comes.'

'And then—and then,' said Gertrude, 'literature is the
natural ladder by which young men may climb.

'

' That is, pardon a thousand times, perhaps the least sus-
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picion of prejudice. It shows that the Republican idea lias net

yet touched the heart of mademoiselle. Why not a boy from a

quiet and obscure village, taught by a Frenchman, as well as a

young earl or the son of a cotton man 1
'

What my father said was true. Gertrude would have thought
it a laudable ambition in a rich man to train his son for a
political career. Yet it seemed to her absurd in the ease of a

poor lad born to be a city clerk. We know so little of the depth
and reality of the Republican spirit which is abroad, outside

our little island. It did not seem absurd to my father— tin*

ambitious project.

'All statesmen,' said Isabel, ' seem to me false and treacherous.

Better the smallest ballad, if it is good, than the longest

speech.'

'However,' said Gertrude, 'it was a noble dream, and this

is a beautiful place. If you had not lived here, iM. Philipnii,

Allen might have realised your hopes, and made speeches to the
people. Let us sit a little and feel the silence. This is better
than Richmond Park.'

It was so silent that afternoon, that we might have been
fifty miles from any dwelling-place of man. No one was in the
Forest except ourselves. We sat upon the fallen trunk which
had been our friend so long, and were silent. There was a lark
overhead, and there was a twitter of birds from the trees ; a
blackbird and a thrush were not far off, a cuckoo was close

beside us ; a long way off we heard the tinkle of a bell. I had
never known the Forest more silent or sweeter. As we sat, the
lark suddenly dropped straight down ; the twitter of the birds
ceased ; there was a stillness which made itself felt, while over-
head there hovered, motionless, a hawk. Presently it darted
away and the birds began again.

'In this place,' said Gertrude, breaking the silence, 'one
might dream away a lifetime. Of course Allen became a poet.

Why did you not all dream in sweet verse 1 We must come,
Isabel, and stay here a long summer through.'

' The Forest is not always so gracious,' I said ;
' sometimes it

is wet and muddy ; sometimes in cloudy weather it loses its

colour, and in cold east winds it loses its perfume.'
' A forest is like the sea,' said Gertrude. ' Its moods are

many ; they are never quite the same : and one never tires of it,

and one is always tempted to say something about it ; something
which shall be new, a thing never said before. Like the sea, it

satisfies ; it is sympathetic ; it responds to every thought.'
' And yet,' I said, ' you would long for London and your

evenings after you had been here a month.'
She laughed. ' I believe I should. That is my punishment,

to love nature much, but society more. After all we are gre-

garious.'

Then it grew time to leave the Forest, and we came slowly
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back. I lagged behind with Gertrude, and Isabel between my
father and Allen.

' Does your father never desire more society—a more active

life?'
' Not now. I think he did at one time. When we became

rich, that is, what we call rich, his habits were formed ; he
desired nothing more than to bask in the sunshine and to work
in his garden. So we remained here.'

' But you will not remain here now '

' I do not know.

'

' You would not—oh ! Claire, you could not take Allen

away
;
yes, I know you have told me, but I cannot believe.'

' Could I take him from you, and from his present life,

and from Isabel ? Do you think I could if I were to try ?

'

' I think you can do with him what you please.'
' I can do a great deal, but not quite that. Without you,

dear Gertrude—and Isabel—he would have no life.'

'Ah, Claire ! do not make him unhappy.'
' Perhaps I will make him the happiest man in the world. Is

he not a man who wants constant encouragement and sym-
pathy?'

' Yes ; more than any man I have ever known. And he
seeks it of you.'

' Yes ; he tells me of his anxieties, but he finds his encourage-

ment—from Isabel.'

After dinner, we had arranged for Isabel to read Allen's

play, of which Gertrude knew nothing. It was a three act

drama, a tale of the present day. We converted the drawing-

room into a little theatre, of which the stage was one end. I

was the orchestra at the piano, and we placed three chairs for

the audience, consisting of Gertrude, my father, and Allen.

My father was as yet not advanced much beyond the stage of

compliment ; he had made a great many of the dear old-fashioned

kind about wit and beauty, and Venus and the Muse, but I have

suppressed them. Gertrude, however, liked them, and said

that a woman never became too old to value a compliment, and
that in the dear old days of the salons it was a man's chief study

how best to turn a compliment. I think indeed that my father

would have been better pleased if we had proposed to spend the

evening in these harmless gallantries, especially with Isabel.

But we gave him no choice, and he had to sit down and listen.

I remembered a former occasion when Allen read his first verses,

which were so execrable that I could have cried. My father

assumed exactly the same critical attitude with a certain bene-
volent kindliness, as if he was prepared to sacrifice truth to

compliment, because Englishmen, as is well known, cannot
write plays, but must needs steal them from the French. Allen,

doubtless, would be no exception, still he must be heard.

Then Isabel began. I suppose it was an easy thing for her
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to do, but to me it certainly seemed a very great tiling. She

had actually learned the whole drama ; she rolled up the

manuscript, holding it in her hand as an aid to gesture, and
began to act the play. She acted it so well that my father

quite forgot his critical attitude and his benevolent expression,

and became, naturally, the Frenchman at a play ; in other

words, he sat with parted lips and wonder-stricken eyes, drink-

ing in the scene. To see an actress on the stage among the

painted scenes, dressed for her part, among the rest of the

company, is one thing. To see her acting in ordinary evening
dress, in a drawing-room, is another and a far greater thing.

For to be carried away by the illusion of a stage is easy, but it

is only a real actress who can carry her hearers out of them-
selves, with no scenic effects, no dress, no assistance of any
kind.

This Isabel did ; she played the parts each in turn herself
;

she became all the parts, one after the other ; we did not want
to be told who was speaking ; by quick gesture, by sudden
change of voice and manner, she sustained the whole. And I

alone knew that she played it for one of her audience. Only
my eye saw her quick glance at Allen, which said, although he
saw it not, 'Is this the true interpretation of your thoughts
Poet, is this justice to your work V No ; Allen seemed not
to see it. He looked nervously from Gertrude to me as if he
read our verdict. Isabel had taken all this trouble for him ;

she was interpreting his thought ; she was giving life to his

puppets. He took her labour as if it was a gift of no con-
sequence. Poor Isabel

!

When she finished, at the very last words of the third act,

her voice broke down, she stopped suddenly, and she fled. To
the others it seemed an artistic finish : the drama ended, the
actress disappeared. It was like the dropping of the curtain.

I, who knew better, followed her. She had rushed to her own
room where I found her weeping and crying.

'Isabel,' I threw my arms round her and kissed her.

'Isabel, I have learned all.'

There was nothing to learn, she declared. It was the

exertion ; she was foolish ; she would be better directly, she

was better already.

She rose at once ; she bathed her eyes and met my look

with a calm and steady gaze. Yet she knew that I possessed

her secret.
' Oh, Isabel !

' I whispered, ' can you think that I would
take him from you 1

'

'But he loves you—you—you,' she replied passionately.

'We must make him happy. That is the first thing. We
must make him happy. Come, Claire, what does it matter

about ourselves ? We have got to make him happy.'

x
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We went back. Gertrude and my father were waiting for

us. Then my father rose and solemnly bowed low to Allen.

'Poet and dramatist,' he said, 'I salute thee. Thou shalt

be a Master, another Victor Hugo, a Chateaubriand.'
Allen blushed and trembled with pleasure.

Then he turned to Isabel. 'Mademoiselle,' he said, 'it is

the province of your art to interpret the art of the poet. Permit
me to lay at your feet the assurance of my most profound
admiration. Rachel could not have acted better.'

' You played it so well, Isabel,' I said, ' because no one
knows Allen so well as yourself.'

' It is a great play,' said Gertrude. ' Give me the manu-
script to-morrow. No, Allen, I will not dare to alter a single

word. But I will suggest, perhaps. Isabel, my dear, you
played better to-night than you have ever played before.'

' What can I say to thank you enough, Isabel % ' asked
Allen.

' Oh !
' she shook her head, ' I want no thanks. If Claire

thinks that the play is good and worthy of you, that is enough.'
' Tell Allen, mon pere,' I said, ' what we think of his play.'

'It is a play so good, my son,' he replied, 'that Claire

shall translate it into French and we will offer it to the Francais.

Can I say more, my dear ?

'

Allen's face was soft and his eyes luminous with the joy of

his work. I laughed in my heart to think that this man was to

be judged as an ordinary lover. There was a mathematician
once who forgot his wedding-day ; there was a German scholar

who so far observed that festival that he only read for twelve
hours instead of fourteen ; there was the case of Sir Isaac

Newton who used his mistress's finger as a tobacco-stopper ; but
I think I cannot remember any instance in history of a poet

three or four days before the question which is supposed to

mean a life's happiness has to be answered, who yet was carried

away and absorbed in his own poem.
Isabel's eyes met mine, and made answer, 'What does it

matter about ourselves ? We have first to make them happy.'

CHAPTER VIII.

will's return.

The next day and the day after, and the day after that, we
showed our guests all our beautiful places ; we drove about
through leafy lanes and past picturesque cottages standing in
the midst of flowers ; we went to the <]uiet little town ol

Abridge, on the river Roding, standing in a circle as if it had
once been within a round wall ; we showed them the wild parts
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of Epping Forest and Copt Hall Park, and the burial place

among the quiet trees of Harold and his brothers ; we tunic

them to Chigwell with its great trees and solemn churchyard,

and to old Chingford Church, falling slowly and sadly to pieces,

with shattered windows and bending roof and bare interior, and

quiet old place of graves, which looks out upon the broad valley

of the Lee. Everywhere there were trees with sunshine,

flowers, and the singing of birds and a sweet calm.

'My dear,' said (fertrude, 'this is the true birthplace of a

poet.'

'Yet at the West-end you know nothing of it.'

'I thought that Epping and all about it was given over to

the mob who drink beer and break branches and shout,' she
said.

' Only a little of the forest. Beyond High l!eeeh you havo
solitude and quiet. At Hainault we are nearly always left in

peace. And the quiet lanes beyond are never visited.'

'I am glad to have come here,' she said. ' Jsabel, do you
feel that we understand Allen better from seeing the place
where he was brought up ?

'

Isabel was thinking about him, I suppose, because she
started and blushed.

'To-night,' I said, 'you will meet some of the people
among whom Allen lived. They, at least, did not help to make
him a poet.'

It was my evening. They all came : Sir Charles and Lady
Withycomb, and Mr. and Mrs. Massey, and Mrs. Gallaway
with her three daughters, and some of the girls from the school
and some from the village, and half-a-dozen young men. I
was very careful that Gertrude should talk to most of them. It
was delightful to witness her bewUdered look when the good
old City knight told her of the glorious failures of the leading
residents and related his story about the Prince of Wales. I
wanted her to understand perfectly, that in this talk of money
and of the City there was no place for the lofty thoughts
and splendid verse on which Allen's soul had been nourished.
I wanted to make her feel that the only house in the village

where such things could be encouraged or comprehended was
our own, and the only man who could encourage them was my
father. He it was, and none other, who had made a poet out
of a City clerk. As for my evening, it was not, to be sure,
like Gertrude's. We had no people who had done anything,
but we amused ourselves. The school-girls played a Proverb
of De Musset's, and Sir Charles went sound asleep and snored

;

one or two of us played and sang ; and presently we cleared
away the chairs and began as usual to dance ; and while I

played the first waltz, I heard Mr. Massey explaining to

Gertrude the folly and wickedness of Allen in giving up hia

place and prospects in the City for the penniless and despised
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profession of letters. This annoyed me for the moment, because
I thought she might be set against Will, since he had a father of

mind so narrow. He also told Gertrude, but this I learned
afterwards, that Allen had no chance with me at all, and his

own son very little, because the third suitor, Olinthus Gallaway,
had arisen to so amazing a pitch of greatness that it was im-
possible for a dazzled maid to resist his attractions. Altogether

Gertrude passed a very astonished evening.

It was eleven o'clock and our friends were beginning to

seys&rate, some of the elder ones had already gone, we were
dancing the last waltz, Isabel and Allen together, and I was
sitting out.

Do you know that there are some sounds which you can hear
above and among all others, however loud they may be 1 The
sound I heard, above the music and the laughter and the talk,

was the sound of a footstep on the gravel of the garden walk.

I had not heard that step for three years. But yet I knew and
heard it amid the buzz of talk, the sound of the piano and the

laughter of the girls. It surprised me for the moment to think
that Allen did not hear it. But he was dancing with Isabel.

His arm was round her waist : her face was lying on his

shoulder. How should he hear 1

I sprang to my feet and stepped quickly through the window,
which was open to the lawn. The night was dark, but I saw
his figure standing within the garden rails as if in hesitation,

and I ran across the lawn to meet him. He seized me as I

came by both hands and held them in his strong firm grasp,

though his voice trembled.
' Claire !

' was all he said. And I said nothing because I

could not speak, and because at that moment I felt that there

was no longer any doubt or hesitation possible, and that for me
there was only one man in the world whom I could love, as

"Will wished me to love him.
Had he taken me in his arms that moment I should have

told him all ; but he did not. He only held my hands for a

minute and let me go.

'Come, Will,' I said, ' and see my father.'
' I have not seen my own yet,' he replied. ' I came here

straight from the station, where I have left everything till

to-morrow. But you have a party, Claire.'
' It is only my evening. Come, Will, I have told you about

my evenings.'
' One moment, Claire. You are well 1 Let me look at you.'
We were on the lawn, and by the light of the room he looked

in my face, and I in his. My heart sank, and I felt humbled
and ashamed because of the great love which I saw in those
brave eyes of his. Never girl had braver lover.

Then I turned away, confused, and led him by the hand into
the room ; and my father sprang to his feet and cried, ' WUi J

'
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and the dancers stopped, and Allen loft Tsahel, and the girls of

the village all ran to shake him hy the hand ; and the school-

girls caught hold of each other and looked at me, because they

knew—dear me! everybody knew—my love-story, and gazed

upon the suitor whom they had never seen, and whispered to

each other that he was the tallest and properest of the three.

Isabel stood by Gertrude's chair watching him curiously.

He was only a handsome lad when hu went away ; he re-

turned to us a handsome man now, linn and well set up, his

cheek a little bronzed with the sea-breezes ; a strong man, his

head erect, his bearing confident, his voice firm, lie shook
hands with all the girls, laughing, and then with my father, and,
last of all, with Allen.

'I knew, Allen,' he said, 'what would happen. Tell me,
Claire, does he know how proud wc are of him V

There was always a great contrast between the two ; the one
so eager, restless, and nervous, and the other so self-reliant, so

calm and strong ; but it seemed intensified. Allen's eyes had,
more than ever, the far-ofl', expectant look of one who lives in

imagination. Will's more than ever the steady, watchful look
of one who works. His eyes were like the eyes of a pilot for
trusty watch and ward. For him, the world was full of work t< >

be done, and it was no place for dreams. To Allen, the only
work was in dreams. Then I led him to Gertrude.

' Gertrude,' I said, ' this is Will ; he landed this very day,
and has come straight to see us. Will, this is Miss Gertrude
Holt, and this is Miss Isabel Holt. They are Allen's very best
and dearest friends, and have helped him to make the splendid
beginning of which we are all so proud.' . .

Gertrude shook hands with him, saying something kind.
After that, the evening was broken up. Everybody felt that
we should like to be left alone, and they kindly went away.
But the eldest Miss Gallaway whispered to me, with meaning,
that Olinthus would be jealous if it was not for the fact that
there were only three days left. She also said that Allen's
disappointment would be easily consoled, and that something
must be done in the village for the consolation of Will. Olinthus,
she said, was talking of a house in Kensington Palace Gardens ;

of course, it mattered nothing to him what the rent would be ;

and he had let fall something about a carriage and pair ; but
that his wife would have every reason to expect, and it was, in
fact, due to his position. Then she went her way. Poor girls !

They little knew that the greatness they thought so much of
was destroyed already irrecoverably.

So they were all gone and we were left to talk.

At midnight Gertrude left us, and soon after my father. I
made Isabel stay ; I wanted to make her feel, somehow, as if

Will belonged to her, as well, already, because he would in a
way belong to her in the future. One could not look forward
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to any severance of the sweet ties of love and friendship between
us all. We went into the garden and sat with shawls about our
heads talking through the short summer night.

First we made Will tell us all his adventures, or as many of

them as he could think of, because it was absurd to suppose
that a man had been away for three long years, and among
Chinamen with pigtails and Chinawomen with flat faces and
pinched-up feet, without having more adventures than he could
tell in a summer night. Ridiculous to tell us that residence in
Shanghai is as dull almost as residence in our village by the
Forest.

' It is, indeed,' he said, 'as monotonous as life in the City
but for the people you meet, the people from all over the world,
the people with stories of adventure to tell. You come across
them on board the steamers ; they are going no one knows
whither and coming no one knows whence, and they live no one
knows how. They are always ready to go on to Fiji, or to land
on Borneo, or to take a place at Shanghai ; only to talk with
these men is worth going all the way to China.'

' And no adventures, Will, among the Chinese ?

'

' None at all, Claire. But a good many talks among them.
Never believe that the Chinese are a worn-out race, or the
Chinese Empire rotten. They are as vigorous a people as any
in the world. Wait till the tug comes of Cossack versus China.'

We all agreed that we would wait, and presently he began
to tell us long stories of the places he had seen, the narrow seas,

the beautiful islands of the Malay Archipelago, Singapore upon
its hills, and green Penang.

' You have heard enough about myself,' he said.

Just then the church clock struck one, but nobody took any
notice. As if we were going to be ruled by clocks on the night

when Will came home !

' Come, Allen, you have done something for yourself worth
doing. Tell me about yourself, and how you have got on ?

'

Then Allen, with much hesitation, began to tell his story,

all of which you know perfectly well already, and how he had
made no money yet but plenty of hope—that is to say, no
longer the vague hope of a boy but the hope grounded on work
done and praise gained. Isabel helped him with a word or two.
All the night she was considering Will curiously, as if wondering
how such a splendid man could come from so mean a place.
Why, it was all my father's doing. He made a man of action
and ambition out of Will and a poet out of Allen, and both by
the same method ; but then there could never be another man
like my father.

And then we had to tell about Olinthus and his surprising
rise, so that he alone out of the three who went into the City
resolved to emulate Whittington seemed to have succeeded. I
for my own part, felt horribly, dreadfully guiltv. because I
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knew the shameful, foolish secret of it all, ami could have fore-

told the conclusion. If a man has been away for thro,' year.;,

there is so much to be told that can never l>e told l>y letter.

We had became rich, Will had been told that by letter, and ho

rejoiced ; we had left our little collate and taken a large house.

Will was told that ; we got together the people of the place and

had a weekly evening, he was told that ; he was told e\ eryt line.,',

and yet until he saw for himself, he did not understand (In-

difference all these things made.

'When I went away,' he explained to Tsabel, ' nobody ever

met ; there was no dancing or singing or any pleasant things at

all, only talk about money and the horrible stories about the

bankruptcies.' Allen shuddered. 'And Claire lived in a

pretty little cottage with rooms about as biy as cupboards like a

doll's house, didn't you, Claire '(

'

'I have shown Isabel the furniture we had,' I said. 'We
have kept it all and put it into the smallest room of the house.'

'And then I come home and find a dance, actually a dance
going on, in the village, and the girls looking as if they enjoyed
it, and my dear old friend like a nobleman of the <ooo/i rojimr.

To be sure, he always had that air, but not so much.'
'And yet a Republican, Will.'

'I know, or rather a man filled with the enthusiasm of
humanity.'

'Oh ! the dream—the dream,' Allen said impatiently. ' It

was fortunate for me that I never knew, until too late, about
that dream.'

'A noble dream,' Will said, 'the noblest of all dreams.
Yet, Allen, you always longed for what you have. Are you
happy at last, Allen i

'

He laid his hand on Allen's shoulder in the old familiar way.
When girls kiss each other, young men lay heavy hands on each
other's shoulders.

' I am as happy as I can be,' Allen replied. ' Am I not,
Isabel 1

'

' How can I tell ? ' she replied, quickly. Then she added,
gently, ' If to have succeeded in what you most desired makes
one happy, you ought to be happy, Allen. For you have
already succeeded.'

Will looked at his old friend with a quick, involuntary
glance of surprise, first at him and then at Isabel. I knew,
very well, what he meant. Could Allen be happy, he thought,
with that question still to be answered ? And who was this girl

who sat with us as if she were one of us, one of the little band
of friends 1 Why did Allen turn to her ? Next day, when an
opportunity came, he asked me what these things meant. I
told him—well, the convenient half truth which left him even
more puzzled than before. In no society of which he had any
experience did the young men and the maidens, who were
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neither brothers and sisters nor cousins nor lovers, call each

other by the Christian name, and talk with an absence of reserve

so complete. ' Can a man be in love with two girls at once ?
'

he asked.
' I think not, Will. Perhaps these are the manners and

customs of the literary world, of which, you see, you know
nothing. It is a pretty custom, is it not ?

'

' For a girl to be called by her Christian name by all the

men 1 I am only a Chinaman, Claire, and know nothing, but I

shouldn't like to see you, for example, called by your name.'
' Perhaps it is only a custom of the house, Will.'

He shook his head and laughed. ' Perhaps it is only Allen's

playful way,' he said. ' Poets must do what they please. They
are privileged. What does it matter if Allen is happy 1

'

Why, here was Will, like all the rest, falling into the uni-

versal plot and conspiracy to make Allen happy !

So we talked, and the short night drew on to daylight. It

was nearly three o'clock in the morning, and the sun rises, in

June, before four.
' No one wants to go to bed,' I said. ' Let us all go into the

Forest and see the sun rise.'

Isabel and I changed our dresses for short walking frocks

and stout boots, and we sallied forth into the still and quiet

morning. We crossed the dewy meadow and plunged into the

Forest, where beneath the trees there were hanging about some
shadows of twilight. I told Will to lead the way, if he remem-
bered.

' As if I could forget !

' he said, and led the way.
I went next and Isabel followed, Allen came last, as Will led

us from the open glade by a wet and narrow lane—but no one
cared for the long wet grass—among low overhanging branches

to where on a high ground we could stand and see the rising of

the sun.

Did you ever see the sun rise ? You may see it, if you are

awake, on an average, I suppose, about one day in six, and in

June, when the mornings are mostly fine, about every other

day. In order to see it in the summer you must sit up all-night,

as we did ; or you must get up very early indeed when you are
in the middle of your sleep. I had seen it from my bedroom
window in the old days, and especially those sad days when the
boys first went away and I used to lie awake at night wondering
how one could live three years without them. Then I used to
sit at the window and watch the east for the first streak of day,
though when it came it very often found me sleeping in the
chair. But it is best to see it in the Forest with the trees
behind you, the grand old trees which seem like yourself to be
waiting for the sunrise, and trees beside you and trees sloping
away before you, and far away in the distance the country dark,
silent and mysterious. But in the trees there is the twitter of
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the birds, they are only half awake and they are dreaming.

And in the branches there is the rustling of the leaves, as if tho

morning breeze was waking them from their slumbers. Then

in the east the grey light which lies all round the horizon on a

summer night begins to put on colour ; and faint beautiful

shades of opal, sapphire, and colours which have no name and

have never yet been caught by painter lie in broad belts 0110

above the other, each for a few moments only, and then lorn;

fingers of light shoot upwards into tho sky, and tho bells of

colour melt and blend together, and all tho birds wake up toge-

ther and break into tho morning hymn of praise, and the huii

rolls upwards and warms the cold bosom of the earth. And
who am I that I should try in feeble words to speak of this

grand pageant of the dawn ?

Suddenly a lark began to sing high over our heads, and wo
started and looked at each other.

' Claire,' whispered Isabel, catching my hand, her eyes

filling with tears, 'I shall never forget this night, never

—

never. Oh ! my dear, I know not what to think or say.'

'It is a fitting end to our talk,' I said. 'Will has come
back and Allen has succeeded, and we are at another dawn, of a
better day. Come, Isabel, let us go home.' We left the boys,
and went back together hand in hand, but silent.

' I have suffered, dear Isabel,' I said, ' because I did not
know ; but now I know and I am happy. It is the dawn of a
happy day for you, dear Isabel, who love one of the two so
much, and for me, because I love—the other. Kiss me, dear.

Let us always be sisters. You have taken Allen's heart from me,
and you have only made me happier for the loss. Remember
what you said, " Above all things we must make him happy." '

' Oh, Claire ! ' the tears came again into her eyes. ' Can
you, can any girl, give up Allen? And besides, you do not
know '

' Hush ! Isabel. I know very well ; but let us keep our
secret.'

It was half-past four by this time. I suppose we ought ta

have gone to bed and lain awake thinking of our lovers. Alas !

we were both outrageously hungry, and we went to the supper-
room and ate cold chicken and drank claret-cup, and went to
bed laughing as if there were no such thing as love in the
world.

As for our lovers, I believe they had cigars and did not go to
bed at all. And I know for certain that temper was exhibited
in certain quarters when it became known that Will, after three
years' absence, actually went first of all to see Claire, with
whom and Allen Engledew he sat up all the night, only calling

upon his own mother in the morning. I went to bed and to

sleep, and perhaps I dreamed the thing and perhaps I heard it,

but when T awoke a voice was in my ears—the voice of my
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father—and words saying, ' She will choose between the two,
the man who acts and the man who writes, and I think that she
will surprise us both. But let us wait, and find consolation for

the others.'

Could Gertrude and my father have talked together in the
garden while I was still asleep 1 and could I, in half-waking
dreams, have heard them 1

The man who acts. Surely it is best for a man to act. Men
have to do the work of the world. That man who does it carries

out the purpose for which he was born better than the man who
talks about the worker. My choice 1 Why I never had any
choice. Although I thought I was going to sit down and
exercise a deliberate judgment, I could not do otherwise, when
the time should come, but hold out both my hands and say,
' Take me, Will, I am your own.' I believe, if you rightly con-

sider it, that this is the case with every woman. She does not
choose, but she gives her love—because she cannot choose but
give it.

CHAPTER IX.

THE OPINIONS OF A CHINAMAX.

The return of one native is, I suppose, a great event in a quiet

village, and here were two natives returned, one, at least,

carrying his sheaves with him, although to the general eye he
seemed as if he was laden with straw and chaff and stubble and
tares, instead of golden grain. So that the return of Will, who
had certainly ' got on ' in a material way, created more general

interest. Besides, Allen had never been really away, and
rumours were always afloat of his starving agonies and mad
ambitions. Most of the residents pictured him as sitting with
a tight belt round his waist, to keep down the pangs of hunger
while he wrote poems which nobody would buy, or paragraphs
for daily papers at a penny a line—they were very eloquent on
that penny a line—Mr. Skantlebury especially, knew all about
it ; or else he was imagined as forming one of a mad-cap crowd
of roysterers, singing and drinking with the accompaniment of

tobacco. Mr. Massey it was who knew how literary men
always sit up o' nights together, and get drunk and sing and
smoke pipes. It was, I think, rather a disappointment to most
of us when Allen came back, certainly well fed, well dressed,
and not, so far as could be seen, greatly given to drink.

* I have been talking to Sir Charles, Claire,' said Will to
rne, ' and I have been having it out with my father. I have
received the congratulations of Mr. Skantlebury on my arrival.

I have been wept over by Allen's mother, who said that I was
the supplanter of her son ; but she did not blame me. I have
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been warned by Mrs. Gallaway '—here I believe I blushed—

'and I have been to town and called upon Tommy—Tommy
the Great—Trismegistus—thrice greatest Tommy !

'

' Did you call at his office V
'Yes, I did, at eleven in tho mornim;. Claire, there is

something wrong with His Greatnoss. Ho looks pale. Ho
pulled out a pint of champagne while T was with him, and be

cause I would have none he drank it all himself. He grinned

in a ghastly way when I congratidated him on his success.

There is something wrong with Olinthus.'

I knew very well indeed what was wrong with him, but I

would not tell him.
' Tommy did not pretend tho ordinary polite rejoicing at my

return ; did not say he was glad to see me ; did not ask me to

dine with him at his club or anywhere else ; did not show, or

pretend, the least interest in my movements, and he seemed
mightily relieved when I came away. But perhaps he had his

work upon his mind—another fortune to make before noon, I

dare say.'

This was just what one would have expected of the pour
man. With ruin staring him in the face, the visit of hia old

schoolfellow would only distract him.
'His cheeks are flabby and his hand shakes, and his eyes

are blood-shot. On the whole, Claire, I would rather not be in
poor old Tommy's shoes. But what a fellow he is ! Fancy his
hiding away those wonderful powers of his ! And fancy < >ur-

selves being such donkeys as to call him stupid ! We used to
laugh at him, Allen and I, because he couldn't understand
things at school. He was stupid, was he ? Why, this finance
business, which I take to be pure plundering and robbery, is a
thing which wants a quicker brain and wider knowledge than
any other trade in the world. Where did he pick up his
knowledge?'

I knew that as well, but I could not tell him.
' When I asked him he sighed and said that he didn't know

whether the thing was worth the trouble it had cost him.
Trouble ! it must have been downright, resolute work of the
hardest kind, coupled with the most extraordinary sagacity.
You see it means nothing more or less than to find out for cer-
tainty the things which are kept in the background. You must
know all the secrets and all the motives. Perhaps he kept a
detective branch in his own service. I asked him what he had
made in the three years ; but he refused to tell me, and
altogether looked so glum that I came away. I expected to
find him swaggering over his money after the old fashion.
What does it mean 1

'

It meant that the great financier was going to be horribly
punished, and perhaps held up to ridicule. But that I could
not. rp.vfinl Will wpnt. on.
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' Coming home in the train I heard some talk which adds to

my presentiments about him. There were two men talking

about some company or other. I heard the name of Gallaway
mentioned, and one of them began to tell a long story about
the way in Mr. Olinthus G-allaway has been making money. I

partly suspected it before. It seems that he has been following

the same game as that carried on ten years ago or so by Colliber.

This man seemed to know something about it. There is a row
impending, it appears. They are going to make an attempt at

fixing a certain prospectus on Olinthus. If he can be proved
to have framed this prospectus, an action will be brought
against him. It is quite certain that he took up and sold tho
shares. I wonder if that is the reason why Tommy looked so

glum. The man in the train said that if such an action could

be brought, and was successful, the result would make one of

the richest men in the City a bankrupt. Another man, who
seemed vindictive, remarked that for his own part he should
like nothing better than to see him and all such fellows on the

treadmill. I suppose he was a shareholder in one of the illus-

trious Tommy's companies.'

I changed the subject.
' You have not told me, Will, how you find the place and all

the people in it. Allen says it has grown so small. The Forest

is only a wood of very limited extent ; he can no longer feel

lost in it, and he has ceased to feel any awe for the glorious

bankrupts.'
' I do not find the place any other than it' used to be, but

the people are changed. Mr. Colliber is gone, which seems a

good thing for everybody. The man used to remind me of a

hawk, with his hooked nose and sharp eyes and quick savage

manner. I never think of a financier without supposing him
greatly to resemble Mr. Colliber ; when I called upon Tommy I

fully expected to find that his features were changed, and I am
disappointed. He might be thought to look a little like an owl,

with his fat cheeks, but not at all a hawk.'
'Yes, Mr. Colliber went away without telling anyone he

was going.'
' As for the Gallaways, I suppose it is quite natural that

they should be proud of their brother ; but perhaps they are a
little more inflated than one would like to see. And they did
dwell upon the contrast between my position and Tommy's. I
wonder if they understand at all what it means. Do you think
they can, understand 1 Why, if they could, the reading of the
eighth commandment every Sunday would strike them dumb
with terror and shame.'

He could not forget the story of the company which he had
heard in the train.

' And I've been to see Allen's mother. The poor lady told

her tale of woe ; her son is no richer, she says, and has no
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prospect whatever before him of making any money. Tt is a

dreadful thin;,' to her. She looks upon these ladies as his most

mischievous friends. As for his book it is only a proof and
visible sign of degradation. How can a book make money, or

even a bare living? Only one thing would reconcile her.'

'What thingV
'If they were to elect Allen, Lord Mayor of London, and

she were to see him in his coach of state with chaplain and
sword-bearer.'

' Poor Mrs. Engledew ! And the rest, Will 1

'

' I found Sir Charles as well as ever. He flourished about
Olinthus, of course, and regrets that lie is not likely to live long

enough to see his failure. This, he says, is sure to be colossal.

He also expressed his hope that I had brought back from China
the true spirit of British enterprise, for which my father ih so

distinguished.'
' Oh, Will ! but you know '

'Yes, Claire, I know.' His face fell. 'I know, and I am
ashamed. My father, at the age of sixty-five, has gone back to
the City with that old donkey Skantlebury, and is gambling,
with nothing to lose, and no chance of getting any scraps of

information, except what Tommy throws him. I am ashamed, I
say, when I think of those two old men going one after the
other and humbly begging for advice and instructions.'

'Will,' I cried, 'please tell your father to take no more
advice from him. No, it is not on account of the shame, but
the danger. Tell him at once.'

' I have no influence with him. I have tried to represent
the danger to him, but he has made a little money by his

transactions, and is full of his former ardour for making a
fortune. The old projects are brought out ; the money he is to

make by his new speculations is to be applied to the revival of

the old. I am an unnatural son because I will advance no
money to push off the scheme at once.'

'Then the end is certain,' I said, thinking of what I knew.
'I suppose it is very certain,' he replied, from his own

knowledge. ' And there will be the glory of a second bank-
ruptcy in which there will be nothing to lose.'

' And now tell me if you think my father much altered.'

'Nothing will ever alter him,' said Will. 'You know that

I was not his favourite pupil. Therefore, I have not disap-

pointed him, as Allen has. He expected nothing from me.'

'Yes ; and yet, it was but a dream—an impossible dream.'
' Impossible—perhaps. But a noble dream. Do you know,

Claire, that the things he put into our heads, the things he

made us see and hear, have always been with me ? So they

have with Allen. I see in every one of his stories the presence

of these ideas. I am not clever in his way. I cannot create a

figure and make her represent a multitude. Where Alien sees



286 ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR.

one girl, I see half a million. Where he sees one couple I
see a million. And I have been thinking about them ever
since.'

' I know you have, Will. I found you out from your letters.

Does my father know too ?

'

' I do not suppose he does. How should he know 1
'

' He reads all your letters, Will.' But it occurred to me
that he had not perhaps read them so carefully as I had done,
and I was confused.

' He seems happier in being rich,' Will said. ' This house
and his large garden are more pleasant to him than the little

cottage. He is proud of his library, and it pleases him to have
no work, especially no distasteful work, to do. I think French-
men become idle more gracefully than we restless Englishmen.
Look at my father and Skantlebury.'

In the evening we had a great talk. It began with Gertrude,
who could see the artistic merit of a picture or a romance
whatever the subject, but had, I think, little sympathy with
the inartistic and ignorant multitude who get through their

lives somehow with so little joy. Perhaps she was too old for

the sentiment of sympathy, which seems to me quite a modern
thing in England and an importation from France, who is

the mother of all ideas. She was speaking of the separation

from the ordinary world which belongs to the literary and
artistic life. ' What,' she said, ' is to other people the earnest

business of a life is to the literary and artistic life only a curious

subject of study. This is the reason why such men are bad at

business. They look on from the outside and draw their

pictures. If they have to go into the fight they get struck down
and come off badly. Their work is outside.'

' Yet,' said Will, with diffidence, ' they cannot cease to be
human. Art without sympathy is like a picture without atmo-
sphere.'

' It is well said,' observed my father.
' The sympathy,' said Isabel, ' comes from the real humanity

of the artist. He would not, if he could, cease to be human.'
' How can a man,' said Will, ' look on without longing to

engage in the struggle 1 We are fighting animals.'

'You are not an artist, Mr. Massey,' said Gertrude. ' The
artist is not a fighting man. He wants an atmosphere of

calm '

' Yet Benvenuto Cellini ' Will interrupted.
' You cannot,' Gertrude went on, ' act as well as observe

and meditate. The artist must keep a steady hand and a clear

eye. He must be superior to the ignoble struggles and am-
bitions of the common life.'

These were the ideas in which the dear lady had been
brought up. A poet or an artist was a sacred creature -who
watched the movements of mankind, but had no part in them.
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Allen murmured approval. Will knocked the proposition all

to pieces.

'A great many poets and writers,' ho said, ' have been men
of action, and even excellent men of business. Shakespeare,

for instance ; Lamartine tried statesmanship ; (.Ynanies was

a soldier; Byron, J'ope, and Dryden were all able to look

after their own affairs. And, then, why should not a man join

in the ambitions of other men 1
'

'Because it is so much more noble to look on than to sti•iiggln

in the ignoble fight,' said Allen grandly.
' I don't know that. But cvon if it were, I do not see that

the fight is ignoble. The people work to keep wife and children.

Work therefore means love, which is not ennoble. The first

desire is to improve the material condition. That is not ignoble.

There is not much art among the mub it is true, and no desire

for art. Art is imitation and representation, and means sinno

kind of ease. As for the people 1 think that the spectacle of

the whole world from the very beginning, looking for some
one who will tell them how equal justice may be had, is not
ignoble.'

'There spoke my pupil,' said my father. But Certrude
shook her head.

' We live in a land where there is equal justice,' she said.

Indeed she had always been told so, and was now too old to

learn anything different.
' You should ask the better-class workman what he thinks

about equal justice,' said Will. ' You remember the old walks
and talks, Allen.'

' Oh ! yes,' Allen replied, going without a blush straight over
to the opposite side. ' I remember, of course I remember now.
The people are always asking how things are to be set right.

There are a thousand wrongs of which we feel hardly any, and
they feel all. I had forgotten. Do you remember, Will, the

shoemaker we met one Sunday afternoon at Walthamstow, and
how he spoke of rich men's law and poor men's law ? I should

have gone with him and learned how he lived. We miss our

best chances. He was a splendid subject and I let him go.'

' But—ignoble, Allen 1
'

' No, not ignoble ; I was wrong. The life of the man who
works is not ignoble. The ignoble life begins a little higher up
—or lower down—with the small trader.'

'Allen does well,' said Gertrude, 'to study the common
people. They are splendid material for him ; they are his work-

shop. As for me, I find them coarse in manner and rough in

Bpeech. I prefer my own kind.'
' Allen might have done better for himself,' said Will, ' if he

had studied the people a little longer. He observed and made

pictures. I suppose, Allen'—he laid his hand on Aliens

Shoulder, the familiar trick—' I suppose that nature made you
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an artist, so that you see picturesque situations where I saw
only things ugly and. mean. Perhaps the more you study the
people the more picturesque things you will see. Let us begin
the old walks again.'

' We will,' said Allen ;
' we will have a thousand walks to-

gether. I shall get new ideas just as I used to get them when
we were boys together, and every walk brought a flood of

thoughts.'
' There are two ways,' Will went on, ' of watching things.

One is, yours, to study the effect ; the other is, perhaps, mine,
to look for the cause.'

'After all,' said my father, 'it was Will who learned my
lesson aright. Then my life has not been thrown away.'

' Yes,' Will went on, 'I have not Allen's genius : but still I

have ambitions. I do not know yet how I shall begin or what
may be attempted. When one lives abroad, far away from the
things which at home distract the thoughts, one can sit down and
think. Then the memory of our old ""walks and talks came
back, and I began to wonder if it was possible to find out a

way.'
' Always for the people 1 ' my father asked.
' Always for the people. It may be that I have found out

some of their wants . I do not say ; only I hope that I have
found something.'

' He hopes,' repeated my father. ' It is modestly said. For
he who leads the people must not expect to be taught by the

people, because the people have no voice or power of speech but
wait for him who can speak for them . Yet, my son, he who
works for the people must trust the people.'

' There is nothing else to trust,' Will replied. ' Everything
else has been tried and has broken down. If this, too, fails,

there will be no more hope. Trust them 1 Why, is there not

the safety of that divine instinct in their hearts which cries con--'

tinually for justice 1
'

' Will,'—my father sprang to his feet and caught his pupil

by both hands,— 'you, too, have heard it. Listen!'—he held

up his finger. 'You too can hear it. It is the breaking of the
wave which will overwhelm the world.'

' Oh !' said Gertrude half-laughing, half in complaint.
' Then there will be no stalls, but all pit ; no half-crown days,

but all shilling days ; no beautiful books, but all cheap litera-

ture ; no place at all, my poor Allen, for you and me !

'
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CHAPTER X.

jn:ix kti: r in: n h.

I was walking across tlic green in the 1 1 1 < > r 1 1 i 1 1 '_r cm sihki 1 household
business, when I saw in the. lane, where stood Mrs. Kne;ledew\i

cottage, the strange man of whom I Ikivo already spoki-u. Ho
was a long way off, but my eyes were good. I'.e>ides it was
impossible to mistake his broad felt hat and his threat heard.
He was sitting on a rail as usual, and had a cigar in his mouth.

I went on to the shop without thinking nuieh about t lie man.
On my way back, seeing him still sitting there and in an
attitude so observant, I reflected that it was a favourable-

opportunity, now that Allen was at home, to ask him why ho
came there and what he wanted.

He did not hear my step until I was quite close to him.
When he saw me he made as if ho would get down and walk
away. But when I spoke to him ho put his hands in his
pockets and remained sitting on the rail.

'This is the fourth time,' I said, 'that I have seen you
watching Mrs. Engledew's house. What do you want with
her? Why do you perpetually sit and look at her door \

'

' The party,' he replied, without looking me in the face,
' who takes an interest in the lady has sent me to inquire.'

' To inquire what 1 To sit on a gate all day and look at the
house 1

'

' I told you about that party,' he replied, ' at the beginning.'
' What can you learn by looking at the house ? "Why do you

not go and see her for yourself ? What do you mean I

'

He said that by standing where he was, he could see very
well, and sometimes the lady sat worhing at the window, and
sometimes she came out into the garden. Very well indeed he
could see her. That was what he did for the party who took
an interest in the lady. The manner of the man was rough but
not offensive. He did not seem to resent my questions.

' But why do you not go and tell her of this person who
takes an interest in her 1

'

' Because,' he replied, ' there are reasons. If this person

knows that the lady is comfortably off and wants for nothing

and that she is happy—that is, as happy as most people can

expect to be at her time of life, and widows of bankrupts and

all—that person is satisfied. If she was hard up now
' Who is the person, then 1 Who can be the man who sends

a stranger to hang about the house and ask questions 01 the

people 1 Mrs. Engledew's cousins and relations do not Hide

themselves. Your employer must have some good reason tor

hiding himself.'
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' Perhaps he has,' the man laughed, a low chuckle without
any mirth in it. ' Perhaps he has excellent reasons. Oh ! yes,

he doesn't want to show at all.'

' The only man who can have such reasons is her husband's
late partner, the wicked wretch who stole his money and ruined
his credit—and murdered him.'

' Which he certainly did, Amen. Of course you mean
Stephens, John Stephens, Stephens is the man,' his voice became
husky, ' who stole and spent and ruined all. If it had not been
for Stephens, her husband would have been a rich man this day.

If it had not been for him, all this grief would never have been.

As for me I always say that John Stephens is nothing better

than a murderer. Very good reasons why Stephens should keep
out of the way ; murderers must lie snug. He was a forger,

too, and it might be proved after all these years—forgers must
sit in the dark ; he falsified the accounts ; he stole the money

;

he ran away with all that was left. Thieves, embezzlers,

falsifiers, and such must at all times lay low, mustn't they ?

You bet, John Stephens has got very good reasons.'
' Then you are employed by this man 1

'

' Put it, if you like, that I am. Put it this way, young lady.

You say to yourself this. If Stephens has got money, it's

Stephens's bounden duty, being a forger and a thief, to give

that money up. But if the lady doesn't want the money and
Stephens does, why give up that money 1 Why give it up ?

What's the good of giving it up 1 It won't bring back the past
;

it won't prevent Engledew being bankrupt. It won't prevent
him—look here, young lady, John Stephens couldn't know ho
would kill himself. Now, could he 1

'

I suppose it was just then that I began to suspect who the

man might be. I remembered, too, the strange knowledge he
had shown of Mrs. Engledew's early appearance. He went on
talking in an incoherent way, repeating himself as if his mind
was oppressed.

' Stephens, you see, young lady, considering all things, does
well to lay low. But perhaps you are quite right. Very likely

it may be John Stephens himself—no other—who put me on
this job.'

I was quite certain now that it was Stephens. What could
he want with the poor lady ? ' You may tell him, then,' I said,
' that he has ruined two lives and done his best to ruin a third.

Good heavens ! that such a wretch should live !

'

' It is no use telling him what he knows. As for his living
with the knowledge of that behind him he thinks he'd better go
on living as long as he can.'

He got down from his gate, when ho had made this grim
reply, and leaned against it, with his hands in his pockets, as if

he was disposed to carry on the conversation as long as I
pleased.
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' Does he repent then, this man ?
' I asked. ' You know him

well ; that is clear. Does he repent 1

'

' As for repentance, now, that is according as you read the

word. Stephens is sorry—he is always sorry that he did it.

Sometimes he gets mad just in thinking about it. But as for

repentance, young lady, when I was young I used to go to

church. When I think of that I laugh. I just laugh. Now
repentance in church meant being sorry and hoping for forgive-

ness. I don't think Stephens ever thought, even when he was
as mad as a hatter, that anybody would forgive him.'

' I see. But he is sorry 1

'

' That is so. It is close upon five-and-twcnty years since he
did it. What he claims is this, though perhaps you won't
believe it : most every night for all these years lie has seen the

face of the man he murdered—yei—murdered. And it looks

upon him with anger. Sometimes, too, there comes the face of

his wife ; but not so often.'

He stopped, looking before him as if he saw that face still.

' It does one good to talk to some one. I've talked to no
one since—well—a long time. Nobody to talk to—that is the

very devil. Then you get to see faces and to hear voices ; when
the voices go on too long people take and lock a man up, and
say he's gone off his chump for a spell.'

He stopped again.
' Five-and-twenty years at three hundred and sixty-five days

in the year. That makes about nine thousand ghosts ; doesn't

it ?
' The man ticked off the amount on his fingers as if he was

adding up an account. ' Nine thousand one hundred and
twenty-five ghosts it is exactly. I counted up this morning.
Wherever Stephens goes the face goes too. Every night when
he blows his candle out the face comes back. If he leaves the

candle alight, the face gets between him and the candle. You
can't dodge a ghost, anyhow, if you try all the time. Stephens
has tried going to bed drunk—but that's no good, bless you !

and sitting up all night, but that is no good either. Always
that face ; sometimes, that other face. There's a curious thing

about the other face. Before Carry lost her husband she was as

pretty a woman as you wished to see. You would have thought
that Stephens would have seen that pretty face. Not at all.

What he sees is a sharp and worn face—see there.'

I looked. The widow at the moment threw open the window
and looked out into tho sunshine. I thought that, set as the
face seemed in sunlight, flowers, and bright leaves, it ought to

have been a happy face, contented with fortune and glad to live.

A foolish thought.
' That is the face he has always seen, growing older and

thinner too. Strange, isn't it ?

'

' Very strange—go on.'
' There are lots more things as strange as you ever heard.
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When Stephens bolted there was very little money left for him
to take because he had lost it all. But what there was he took—
say, two hundred pounds ; not more ; and he went to America
by a French steamer from Havre. You would think that such
a man would spend a couple of hundred in no time. Well, he
did : some of it he gambled ; some of it he drank ; some of it

he fooled ; he kept on throwing it away. Yet, as fast as he
threw away, the money came back to him. Never any moro.
Then, what with the faces at night and the voices, and the way
in which that money behaved just as if it meant to remain with
him, Stephens's head got a little queer and they locked him up.

I think he was locked up for twenty years or thereabouts.

When he came out they gave him back his two hundred pounds.
And that money has stuck to him and grown more. Yes, it's

now just exactly enough to pay back all, at compound interest.

Seems strange, doesn't it?

'

'Very strange.'

'He has been working and saving ; and it occurred to him
that if he were to go and get rid of this money by giving it back
to Carry, lie might get rid of the faces, too.'

'Very likely he would.'

The man pulled a bit of paper with figures on it from hi3

pocket, and he looked at it.

' If you write out that sum at three and a half per cent,

interest, which is a fair rate, you will find that two hundred
pounds in twenty-five years becomes five hundred and thirty

pounds, two shillings and a penny. I've worked it out, though
it's a longish sum. The dollars came in then, and Stephens put
them away till they had got up to what he wanted.'

' Why did he not send the money over %

'

' No ; that wouldn't do. He must bring it himself.'
' And so, Mr. Stephens,' I said, ' you have got the money

in your pocket now 1
'

He made no reply, and seemed not at all surprised that I

knew him.
' Why do you not go and give it to her 1

'

' It is always in my pocket. If she was poor '

' Come with me and give it to her.

'

' To-morrow I will go. I can stand one night more. To-
morrow.'

' No ; come to-day.'

'It is all I have got in the world,' he replied with a strange
eagerness. ' All I have in the world. She does not want it.

The money would make her no happier. She lives in a beautiful
little cottage covered with flowers. Why should I make myself
a beggar 1 The past is gone ; it can't be brought back.'

' You owe her the money—come with me.'
I took him by the hand, but he pushed me back and turned

k> walk away. In another moment he would have gone, but
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just then I heard steps on the road. Thank heaven, it was
Alien.

' Stop,' I said. ' Do you know that young man 1 It is

Allen Engledew—her son.'

He made no more hesitation. He stood still until Allen

reached us.

'Allen,' I said, ' this man wishes to see your mother. Will

you come with us ? He has an important thing to say.'

' Who is he 1 ' Allen asked. ' Who are you, and what do
you want with my mother ?

'

' You have got her face,' Stephens replied.

Ko more was said. We walked down the lane, the man
between us like a criminal, and entered the cottage, the door of

which was open. The widow looked up surprised.
' Mother,' said Allen, ' this stranger wishes to make some

communication to you.'
' First,' I said, ' let him pull off his spectacles and his hat.'

He took them off, without a word, looking with strange and
curious eyes at Mrs. Engledew. Suddenly she recognised him
and sprang to her feet and seized him by the collar, crying,

' It is the robber and the forger ! It is John Stephens.'
' It is,' he replied, quietly. ' You have not forgotten

me.'
' Allen, hold him tight. Do not let him escape, while I run

for the police. Claire, you are younger, do you run, my child.

Allen and I will hold him.'
' Stay, mother,' said Allen, gently taking her hand from the

man's coat-collar, ' let us hear first what he has to say.'

'He is the forger and the thief, Allen, do I not tell you?
Quick, villain, say what you please, and then the police. Oh !

At last, at last !

'

' I carried off,' said Stephens, apparently unmoved, ' a

couple of hundred pounds. Here it is.' He lugged out of his

pocket a little bag with bank notes and gold in it. ' The debt

has been mounting at compound interest. Now it has come to

5301. 2s. Id. Count it, you will find it correct.'
' The money, Allen,' said the widow, coldly, ' can be placed

in the hands of the Court. It is, I suppose, evidence of con-

fession.'
' Have you anything more to say 1 ' asked Allen.
' Well, yes, I should like to say in your presence, young

gentleman, that it is all true. I am everything that your mother
says. If it had not been for me, your father would have be-

come rich and lived long
;
your mother would have been a con-

tented and happy woman
;
you, well, I don't know much about

you. If you like I will go to prison. Prison or mad-house
makes very little odds. That won't give you back your father.

If it is any satisfaction to you I will confess and give no trouble

to anybody and work out my sentence.'
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He addressed Allen, but he spoke to the woman whom he
had wronged. He could not take his eyes from her.

' Carry,' he added, ' I say that nothing can ever restore

what has been destroyed. Do you think that the man who has

done the mischief has ever been happy, either, for a single

day?'
'Allen,' said his mother, ' we waste time. Let us rid our-

selves of this monster. Let him be locked up.'
' You have suffered through my doing,' he went on, not as if

pleading for pardon but as stating a plain fact. ' I have suffered

through my own. Which do you think has been the more
miserable ?

'

' Allen,' she repeated. ' Quick, let him go with you to the
police office, if he attempts to escape s knock him down— kill

him. I will get you, if you like, your father's gold-headed
stick.'

' I will go with your son if he wishes. I will not try to

escape. "Why should 1 1 I have seen you. I have given you
the money. I have told you what I came to say. "What matter
for the rest 1

'

Allen gave him his hat and pointed io the door.
' Go,' he said, ' you are free. Mother, tell him that you

forgive him. We are Christians, mother. Forgive him. We
must all forgive.'

' I cannot,' she cried, bursting into tears. 'Oh! Allen, T

cannot, I cannot. The sight of him makes me remember all—
how happy I should have been. It is easy for you to say for-

give ; but you never knew your father, Allen. There was no
one like him in all the city, no one. Forgive this man ? Why
I have cursed him every day since he ran away.'

' I have been cursed,' the man said. ' I have had nothing
but bad luck. I've been in prison for what another man did.

I have had agues and fevers and pains. I have been in a mad-
house most all the time '

'Forgive him, mother,' said Allen. 'Forgive him. Let
him go.'

'Say it for me, then, Allen. I cannot say that I forgive

him.'
' My mother freely and fully forgives you,' said Allen. 'I

forgive you as well
; you can go. As for the money, you had

better take it with you. We do not want it.'

The man shook his head. He would not have the money, he
said. Then he turned to the widow, ' Do you mean it, Carry ?

'

he said. ' Do you mean it, from your heart.'

She made no reply.
' Carry !

' the man held out his hands in a helpless way.
'Carry, I don't know what I shall do or where I shall go. "i

think my life is ended. But I have given back the money.
That is done. The faces will go now, perhaps, and the voices.
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If ever you think of mo again, Carry, try to think of me as in

the old, old days, before I became—what I am. Yes, I will go.'

He turned to go, hesitated, turned again, and threw himself at

the feet of the woman he had wronged with a cry,

' Carry—Carry—oh ! Carry. We were boya and girls to-

gether. I used to love you I have ruined you
forgive me.'

She put out her hand ; he touched it with his lips, rose and
left the house. Then I went, too, leaving Allen alone with his

mother.

CHAPTER XL

A GLORIOUS FAILURE.

The storm broke upon poor Olinthus sooner than he expected.
But as there was no escaping from it, the sooner it fell the
better.

The first sign of the coming disturbance which came to us

was in an excited and noisy meeting of the village Parliament
upon the Green. There were gathered together, Sir Charles,

Mr. Massey, and Mr. Skantlebury. My father was with them
too, though he took no part in the talk.

' As for me,' cried Mr. Skantlebury, waving his arms, 'I

will have justice, if there is justice to be had I will have it—
Gallaway or no Gallaway. What % Do you think I am going to

sit down and be robbed 1
'

'Patience, Skantlebury,' said Sir Charles. 'You don't

know yet that you have lost your money. The shares may go
up again.'

' Never ; they never can. I knew from the first that it was
a hollow thing,' said the victim.

' Then what did you buy the shares for ?
' Sir Charlea

asked.
' I bought them to sell, of course. He told me to ; he said

he held twenty thousand ; but we will have justice.'
' In this country everybody can get justice,' said the ex-Lord

Mayor. ' I have myself sat on the bench, and I ought to know.
Fine with costs, or imprisonment in case you can't pay. I have
meted out with impartiality to all alike— rich and poor. The
rich pay up, and the poor go to prison. This is the country for

justice, Skantlebury, so long as a Lord Mayor sits to adminis-
trate it.'

' It was Gallaway who started the company—that shall be
proved. It was Gallaway who wrote the prospectus—that shall

be proved ; he dictated it, and we have got the boy who took it

down in shorthand. We will make him give back the money in
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' How much will it be, do you think, Massey ? ' asked Sic

Charles.
' Fifty thousand shares at five pounds each. One pound on

deposit, one pound ten on allotment, the rest at call. But the

directors confidently anticipated
'

' I asked for two thousand shares ; I sent up two thousand
pounds ; they allotted all ; I sent up three thousand more. If

t could get the money back. I've lost five thousand. Oh ! it's

hard ; it's a dreadful hard thing, after working and slaving, to

think that it may be gone. Five thousand pounds !

'

His voice rose to a shriek, and he threw up his hands in a

kind of bewilderment. He could not understand how the
money he had so slowly accumulated should melt away so

suddenly. ' He told me to buy the shares ; he said he had
twenty thousand ; he told me to hold on, and I held ; and they
went up, and I might have sold ; and where are they now 1 At
nothing—anything—you can't sell them ; nobody will buy

;

they won't even speculate with 'em. And he's sold all he had,

and I've lost my money.'
' But you've got some money left, Skantlebury 1 ' said Sir

Charles anxiously. ' You wouldn't, surely, fail for so pitiful a

sum as five thousand ? Why, think of the discredit you would
bring upon the village.'

Mr. Skantlebury turned away with an angry gesture.

'It really would be nothing short of disgrace to all of us,'

Sir Charles went on. ' And you, Massey, are you hard hit

too?'
' I took up all I could afford,' replied the sanguine speculator.

4 But, Lord ! it's nothing. Gallaway's a man of a million. A
man of his resource is equal to anything. If we lose our
money, he will make it up to us, only Skantlebury has no faith.

And suppose they bring it home to him—what is it ? Fifty

thousand, we will say, allotted at two pound ten. It is not
much more than a hundred thousand after all. Gallaway can
meet the bill and laugh.'

' Some of them sold at a premium though,' said Sir Charles.
' I dare say it would run up to a hundred and thirty thousand.
That would be a very creditable failure.'

' Don't,' groaned Mr. Skantlebury, ' don't, Sir Charles.
Please don't speak of failure. You heard what they said at the
meeting, Massey.'

There had been an excited meeting of the unhappy share-
holders, nearly all of whom, I believe, were in the same position
as Mr. Skantlebury ; that is to say, they held shares in the
hope of selling at a premium, and not with any belief in the
company or the soundness of the scheme. One of the victims
made a very strong speech, charging Mr. Gallaway with dreadful
things, and especially with fraud, robbery, and dishonest repre-
sentations. Of course the unhappy Olinthus was legally
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responsible and guilty of everything, and only I knew how he

had done nothing except at the dictation of his partner, who
was now furnishing a great house with the proceeds of his three

years' plunder. The speaker, who was a clergyman, the very

clergyman of whom I had heard, certainly showed a most

astonishing energy and vigour in action as well as in speech.

It was he who had traced this prospectus to the office ; who had
got hold of the hand which wrote it out at Olinthus's dictation,

and it was by his exertions that the great promoter, wire-puller,

financier, and operator could be made responsible for statements

by which people had been robbed of thousands. Ho had goi

the opinion of counsel ; Mr. Callaway was, that opinion stated,

legally responsible ; a test action could be brought ; if that was
successful he might be made to disgorge all.

'And I make no doubt, Skantlebury,' said Mr. Massey
cheerfully, ' that he will have to pay up. But what is it '! Say
a hundred thousand. Very good ;

do you suppose that Galla-

way is not worth a good deal more than that '! Why, they say

he lives in simple chambers ; he's got neither wife nor child
;

he can't spend more than a thousand a year ; and he has been
making money hand over hand—hundreds of thousands. Keep
up your courage, Skantlebury

;
you shall get your money paid

back.'

My father told me all this, and how they fortified each
other's opinion, though Mr Massey, strong in his belief, pointed
out that action or no action, young Gallaway would certainly

see them through. Alas ! what would be their despair when
they knew what I already knew 1

' Nobody knows,' said Mr. Massey, ' the money that young
man has made. A temporary check : that is what it is. Con-
sider, Skantlebury, three years of such success as the world has
never seen.'

' Ah !
' said Mr. Skantlebury.

' Did he ever tell you what he lost ?
' asked Sir Charles

.

' I don't believe he ever lost anything. All he touched
turned to gold. There never was and there never will be a
man in the City to compare with him.'

' Not Colliber 1 his failure was a quarter of a million.'

'Not even Colliber,' said Mr. Massey. 'When I think of

the companies he has floated. Why, between ourselves, don't
we know that he wrote all the prospectuses himself, got the
directors, and floated the shares, all by himself? And. has a.iy

one of those companies ever paid any dividend ; or, will one of

them pay a dividend 1 Come, Sir Charles, as an old City man
you know that.'

' If all the shareholders,' said Sir Charles, thoughtfully,
' were to bring home all those prospectuses against him, they
might make him a bankrupt for millions ! And only five-and-

twentv ! ! For millions ! ! ! What an honour, what a guide and
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example for the young people of the village ! what a joy to his

widowed mother ! Glorious ! Glorious, indeed !

'

He rubbed his hands and chuckled, but Mr. Skantlebury

shuddered.
And now I must anticipate, because the circumstances of

Olinthus's fall belong to a somewhat later time.

The case created a very great interest. There were reports

and rumours in the City—which, so far as a woman can learn,

seems as much given to gossip as a country town ; some said that

Gallaway would be tried by the Public Prosecutor, others that

he would get clear off, and float dozens more companies ; some
said that he would have to go bankrupt, and others that he
could face half-a-dozen storms such as these. Some said that

he would be put into the box, when, extraordinary revelations

would be forced from his reluctant lips ; and others, that he
would square the action, and that nothing more would be heard
of it. But -the clergyman was conscientious ; he had a public

duty to perform, and he did it.

On the day—the appointed day—when Olinthus should have
come with the other two, he did not appear, but he sent me a

letter. He said in it, first, that I was to consider his commu-
nication as strictly private, confidential, and privileged. The
game, in fact, was now up, and it only remained to get out of

the mess as comfortably as possible. Since his partner had
deserted him he had been speculating heavily, but somehow,
not wisely. In short, he had lost great sums of money. Then
the action would most certainly proceed, and he was hopelessly

ruined. There was one gleam of comfort—the Countess, with
all her brothers, sisters, cousins, and friends, had followed his

advice and ' gone in,' with most disastrous results. The worst
of it was the want of credit, because people would expect the

estate to cut up well. In fact, they all thought him worth
hundreds of thousands, and there would be, in fact, no more
than enough to pay the lawyers and accountants, while as for

creditors and shareholders they would have to go whistle. Yet,

he added, all might yet be retrieved if Mr. Colliber would only
come back ; but he made no sign and answered no letters—from
which we perceived that poor Tommy had been humbling him-
self. As for the City it would be closed to him for a good while,

and, of course, under the circumstances, he should cease his

financial operations. He went on to add very kindly, that he
knew the tenderness of my heart, and he was quite sure that
his misfortunes would make no difference at all in my feelings

towards him. The ten thousand pounds which he had had the
forethought to deposit with his mother would produce four
hundred a year, and with what my father would give me, there
would be plenty to live upon in a quiet way. Therefore, he
still laid himself, as he had always promised to do, with the wreck
of his fortunes at my feet, and so on, with many protestations
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of earnest affection. It was a very humble letter and pitiful t<>

read, if only for the contrast of his former talk and his strange

inability to discern the infamy of his conduct, both as regards

his fraudulent companies and his robbery of the ten thousand

pounds.

Of course the thing was not settled in a day. The action

was brought, the great < )linthus ( ! aliaway was put in the witness-

box and examined, but he had very little to say. He acknow-
ledged that the prospectus was drawn up by himself ; be ad-

mitted, in fact, that he was responsible for the formation of the

company; he hoped to make a very good stroke of business out

of the company; he had done his best to give the company a

good shove off; he had done his best also to run up the shares
;

and he had done it all, he declared, on oath, in full confidence

that the company was founded on the soundest possible prin-

ciples, in ignorance of the damaging circumstances which after-

wards came to light, and in certainty that it would succeed if

managed well. They cross-examined him at great length ; he
had to confess all sorts of damaging things— as that he knew
nothing at all concerning points about which the prospectus
went into elaborate details, and had consulted nobody who did

;

that he accepted important statements made by interested
persons without question ; and that he accidentally forgot to

consider one or two very important facts which he was proved
to have learned. This he regretted, but confessed the fact

manfully, and after all he adhered to his statement, which was,
no doubt, perfectly true, that he had no reason to doubt the
substantial truth of the prospectus put forth. The judge
summed up dead against him : the jury had no hesitation ; he
lost his case ; and the result was what Mr. Skantlebury predicted
—that he had to take up the worthless shares on account of

which the action was brought. This meant that he had to take
up all the fifty thousand at the price for which they were issued,

namely, two pounds ten a share. So that here was a- debt of

a hundred and twenty-five thousand pounds to begin with.
Mr. Skantlebury came home jubilant that evening.

' We've nailed him,' he said, rubbing his hands. ' We've
got him at last. A hundred and twenty-five thousand pounds
he'll have to pay. They say he's worth twice that money and
more.'

But when in the course of a few days it was announced that
Mr. Olinthus Gallaway had suspended payment, a nervous
qualm seized Mr. Skantlebury, and he only partly recovered
confidence when Mr. Massey assured him that the estate would
fully meet the liabilities.

' And if it doesn't,' he added, ' do you think young Galla-
way will not make it good for us ?

'

This confidence bore Mr. Massey through another trouble.
In fact, following advice given after the withdrawal of Mr.
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Colliber, he had gone in for a certain siock, I forget whether it

was a bull or a bear, but he came out, Sir Charles said, a lame
duck—afterwards I learned the nature of the joke. As Mr.
Massey's gains were all invested in the unlucky company, he
had no means of meeting the day of settlement.

The broker found that he had nothing at all and that it was
of no use making the man a bankrupt, so that after all Mr.
Massey was no worse off after the catastrophe than before it.

He returned, therefore, to the contemplation of his former
projects and his lamentations over the undutiful character of

his son who will advance him nothing.

Alas ! when the estate came to be examined, it was found
to consist of a few hundreds, which the lawyers and the ac-

countants got together, with a great quantity of worthless

scrip. Several theories were advanced to account for the

wretched sum which represented the estate. One was that the

bankrupt had spent his money in the most shameless extrava-

gance and profligacy. This theory prevailed for some time till

the question was asked what ground there was for supposing

Mr. Callaway to have made such immense sums. Then every-

body went straight round in the opposite direction, and said,

' Oh ! of course. It was all exaggeration. His transactions,

after all, were not so out of the common,' and poor Tommy's
reputation was quite snuffed out. I do not know how much in

the pound was paid, but I am sure that it was only a few pence,

and the name of Gallaway now takes the place of Colliber as a

proverb and byword of execration. Most of the victims were
men like Mr. Skantlebury, who had retired from business with
their few thousands, the savings of a life's work, and thought
four per cent, a miserable return for their money, remembering
the large profits they had made in trade. It seems to me a

most dreadful thing when a man like this loses his money. All

his life he has been thinking of nothing else than how to save
it : his only idea of success is to save a great deal : his chief

hope is to retire in his old age and lead a tranquil life on the
money he has saved. And then to lose it ! I believe that the
unfortunate Mr. Skantlebury had saved no more than seven or
eight thousand pounds ; enough, however, to afford him all that
he wanted. Now five thousand was gone, and he was left with
an income of about a hundred and fifty pounds a year. He
went away : where he went to I do not know : or why he went

;

but we saw him no more. And then the great Bankrupt re-

turned to his native village. His sisters refused to give back
the little fortunes with which he had endowed them, and said
strong things about the folly which had thrown away such
splendid chances. And until they married and went away,
they reproached him continually with eating the bread of idle-

ness, and asked him why he did not go back to the City and
make another fortune ; and what was the use of being clever if
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ho did not use his cleverness ; and was it not a flying in the face

of Providence to do nothing when lie had shown such extra-

ordinary power of doing anything he pleased \ I think that it

was not, in those days, a happy house hold : the daily papers
were full of articles which said most unkind things about the
operations conducted by Mr. Callaway: the system which Irj

had so successfully pursued was laid bare, and all could see for

themselves with what ease and yet with what dexterity they
had been fooled : it was shown to bo no new system, but one
which he must have been taught by an older hand, ^\'ho was
this older hand? It was dreadful to read these things: tho
poor girls put the newspapers out of sight and refused to look at
them. Somehow their brother did not mind so much. He cut
out all the articles and preserved them in a portfolio, just as an
author might cut out and preserve laudatory reviews of his la-t

book. He read them through over and over again. He rubbed
his hands over them : and when he came to any passage which
acknowledged the extraordinary audacity and cleverness of the
whole history, he scored this passage with a red pencil. ' You
see, Claire,' he said to me, once, ' they know nothing, and they
do not suspect. Colliber can't let out now, because no one
would believe him. And they will go on believing in my
cleverness. That's a comfort to a man, isn't it 1 And nobody
knows except yourself.' It is, in fact, a secret which I have
kept. I am quite sure that as Olinthus grows old he will forget
Mr. Colliber's part in this business altogether, and believe firmly
that he alone did it all with his own wonderful brain and his
own strong right hand.

He has not yet gone back to the City. I think he never
will. He is perfectly idle and would be happy but for his

mother's rule, which is despotic. First of all she refused to

give up any part of the ten thousand pounds, saying that a man
who had let a hundred thousand slip through his fingers was
not to be trusted with money at all. If, she added, she had
insisted on living with him all the time, she would have known
how to keep the money—action or no action, there should
have been nothing lost. And for a long time she incessantly

demanded of him an account of the various ways in which he
had contrived to waste so great a fortune. She allows him a
pound a week for pocket money and dress, and makes him go to

church three times every Sunday—I suppose for penance.
At first, Olinthus was visited by a good many persons who

hoped to suck advantage from his wonderful knowledge. No
one, I have reason to believe, has ever gone away the wiser for

the interview. And to Mr. Massey's entreaties and prayers he
has remained obdurate. One man, he told me, actually pro-

posed the same kind of partnership as that which existed

between himself and Mr. Colliber. This greatly pleased him,

and nothing, I am sure, would delight him more than to ena«t
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Mr. Colliber's part again, especially the last magnificent passage,

the timely retirement with all the spoil in the hour of danger.

'A brilliant failure, indeed, Gallaway,' said Sir Charles, ' at

your age, with the promise of your life before you, truly

brilliant. Not so colossal as Colliber's, but very solid and sub-

stantial. And who knows what you may do the second time V
' As for that, Sir Charles ,' Olinthus began.
' As for that, my dear boy ; think of the leading articles in

all the papers. How many young men of five-and-twenty have
achieved such a reputation as your own ?

'

Olinthus folded his arms and frowned.
' Or ruined so many people ?

' added my father.

Olinthus put his hands in his pockets and smiled.

'We shall have him with us,' said the ex-Lord Mayor,
regarding him with thoughtful admiration, ' for a short time
only. Then we shall lose him.'

'What 1', cried Olinthus, turning pale. ' Why do you think

1 am going to die ?

'

' Not die, Gallaway. Not yet for a great many years, I

trust. No ; but you will leave us. You will rise to greater

glories. You have settled here for a little rest, like a tired

eagle after a long flight. You now plume your feathers'—
Olinthus agitated an elbow. ' Soon, you will soar aloft once
more, and we shall gaze upon you in the clouds.'

Olinthus shook both elbows.

'If you come down again,' continued the garrulous old

man, ' let it be for millions. But I shall not live to see it. I

remember'—Sir Charles wiped away a tear— ' I remember as if

it was but yesterday, when you were but a little boy, how you
said your only ambition was to make money, to become Lord
Mayor, and to fail for millions. A promising lad ! A bright

and hopeful boy ! See what you have done—and Allen after

all nothing but a common writing person.'
' If the respectable Skantlebury were here,' said my father,

' he would say—deplorable !

'

CHAPTER XII.

THE PRIZE OF THE GOLDEN APPLE.

So my last words, like the first, tell how a prize was won, if in
truth I may call myself a prize. If Will thought I was, cannot
I think so too ? And if it was the heart's desire of my lover,
was it not the fulness and completion of my life to me ? Great
as is the love of man for a woman, there is one thing which is

greater, the happiness and contentment of the woman who
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possesses that love. For whoso findeth love findeth life and
hath obtained favour of the Lord.

On the eve of the appointed day neither of the hoys camo
to the house. I believe that they walked away together some-
where and spent a day walking side by side in .silence absolute.

We passed a quiet evening : my father wrapt in a profound
dejection. Isabel played to us : Gertrude and I sat side by side

and whispered.
' Your mind is quite mado up, my dear 1 ' she asked.

'Quite. I see now that it could never be otherwise. Isabel

\vill make him far, far happier than I could ever hope to do.

And besides, oh ! Gertrude, you will understand me. You
know I love Allen as much as you do

;
yet—I do not know why

•—there would always be in my heart, if I were to marry him,
the sense of something wanting.'

' And with Will 1

'

I could not answer. But with Will there would be nothing
wanting. I know now what it is—the one thing lacking. But
Gertrude knew it not. It was the helplessness of Allen's nature.
He wants continually the encouragement, praise, and sym-
pathy which a woman looks for from her husband. Without
this support he would droop, and fall into melancholy and
distrust.

' He is a strong man, my dear,' Gertrude whispered after a
silence. ' He has great ambition, and he is clever, though not
in our way. Can it be that Art is, after all, not so great a thing
as administration ? Yet Art will always much more fire the
imagination and touch the heart. My dear, I would rather

—

if I were young again and beautiful—I would rather marry Allen
than Will.'

I exchanged no more confidences with Isabel. We had said

enough. She trusted me now, though, with a woman's doubts
and fears, she could not understand that Allen could love her
more than he loved me, and, for her sake, be ready to give up
the hope in which he had seemed to live for three years. Now,
I know not whether the words I had said to Allen awakened
him to a sense of his own feeling, or whether he began to under-
stand that he might have to live apart from the two ladies who
had become necessary to his life. Certainly one could observe
in him signs of doubt and trouble. These were shown in a

nervous and restless manner, and in the way in which his eyes

fell now on Isabel and now on myself. As if I could not read
the thoughts of Allen whom I had studied so long ! They were
thoughts which he did not put into words. They were contrasts

which he dared not face between a life with me and my father

—

with whom he no longer had any kind of common interest—and
a life with Isabel, and Gertrude, and Art, and the followers of

Art : they were reproaches—that I know full well : they were
temptations to resign his pretensions : they were jealousies. But
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the time was come and the thing, with all its consequences, was
before him. Like the girl with the thistle-down he might have
tried his fortune, saying, 'I love her—love her not.'

When the others were gone to bed, I went into the garden,
where my father was walking backwards and forwards alone.

He threw away his cigarette and drew me into his arms and
kissed me twice.

' My daughter,' he said, ' my dear daughter—my best of

daughters—it is the last time. To-morrow, your cheek, and
your lips, and your forehead, and your hand will belong to one
of the boys. One of the boys ! I hoped it, always. Yet, now
•—you will go away—this house will be empty—there will be no
more sunshine in it, no more music, no more laughter. What
am I to do, my child, when you are gone ?

'

' But, mon pere, I am not going to leave you.'
' You must, Claire, Between Allen and myself there is no

more confidence. We are not sympathiques. I know it not, his

ivorld of art.'

' But oh ! mon pere, suppose I do not—suppose it is not

—

Allen after all.'

He held me at arm's length and looked into my face as if he
could read my secret there

;
yet we were standing in the

shadow of a cherry-tree, and it was past ten o'clock and a
cloudy night.

' Claire,' he whispered, ' you will give up the boy of
books 1

'

'Yes.'
' Remember, he is a poet—he is a romancier—he writes things

which make people cry. To be his wife is to be the wife of a
great man, as people think '

' It is not Allen,' I replied.
< Then it is Will.'

He kissed me again, and then began to talk in his old,

quick, impatient way.
' Quoi done ? I am stupid. I grow old. I have no mora

eyes than a pig. You love not Allen, yet he is a poet. One
thinks that a poet makes all girls to fall in love with him. He
captures hearts. Yes, he is clever. He has a quick eye, and
he knows words. He is of the first force in words. He is a
maker of phrases, like Malherbe. For me, the maker of phrases
is not the great man. I love better the man who acts than the
man who talks. And I thought he had your heart. Que je suis
bete. For you are my daughter. Then comes—the other. Yes,
the other. Ah ! I did not know him. I thought he was
stupid—an English boy with a brain of beer—a boy for the
shop. But he is not stupid—not stupid at all. He remembers
what I have taught him. He knows things ; he is wise ; he is not
afraid. And—yes— it is where the English are better than the
French—he is good. My daughter, if Will, this young Prince
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from China, gives you his word, it will be true parole d'lion-

neur. You will not have cause for jealousy. What do I say !

It is not in England that wives are jealous of their husbands.

This young man is like the Chevalier Bayard for honour It is

strange. His father is a fool, who would be a rogue, like the

Honourable Gallaway, if he were not so great a fool. Perhaps
it is his mother who is wise. Perhaps the example of his father

has driven the boy into wisdom. He is gaitilhomme. Every-
body is gentleman now, but everybody is not gentilhomme. Put
I have one fear, my daughter. Yes, one anxiety tears my heart.

I fear, Claire, that he will become rich. It is an instinct with
the English ; they are the oidy people who can grow rich without
cheating and stealing and lying. It is a great virtue with them.
Will, no doubt, must become rich. Well, no man is without
faults. We must forgive him, and pretend that we are poor.'

'We have enough,' I said, 'if he does not. Why, we are
quite rich ourselves.'

' We have enough,' he repeated gravely. ' Thanks to .the

good brother, who also became rich, with his vast Beddery. I
find that I made a mistake. You were always right— can
Woman ever be wrong ? I thought that because a boy was fond
of books and open to ideas I could make of Allen a great man.
It is of such stuff that artists are made. Boys who become
great men must have the clear head and the brave heart. Kiss
me again, my daughter. In your marriage, as well as in all

your life before, you will make your father happy.'

And so the morning came at last. But I no longer felt any
trouble or anxiety, except that kind of fear with which one
meets new happiness. It is as if no joy was to be granted to

men and women without some pains which shall go before.

This is part of the mystery of life ; it begins, so joyful and
happy a thing as it is for some, with helplessness and pain : it

ends, so joyful a resurrection awaiting us, with helplessness and
pain. There is no happiness in it which is not preceded by
suffering. So, to me, the contemplation and thought of this

great gift of a man's whole heart and soul, the endowment of

his brain and his labour, the honour of his honour, the joy of his

joy, the pain of his pain, the faith in his faith, filled my heart

with a tumult of fear and shame as of my own unworthiness.
Is that not a strange thing that we should ardently desire the

best things that heaven can give, yet should feel, when they
are granted, so unworthy to possess them 1

The boys would come, I was sure, to the Forest in the even-

ing, to the place where we parted, and at the time. But there

were many things to be said, first, to Allen. In the afternoon I

sent him a note, begging him to come and see me in my own
room. He came at once. He was very pale, and trembled, and
Vii'a oitoo wora r5/-,wnr>aaf Tl-ioao woro signS Of ft gUllty COHSCieilCe
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and made me rejoice. My task would be the easier
; yet it

was not very easy. It is always hard to explain when one i3

on the brink of a great mistake. First, I begged him to con-
sider again the very great difference there was between the
Allen of to-day and the Allen of three years ago : how he had
made new friends and got into new lines of thought ; how the
old ways, mine still, were no longer his ; how I was hardly able
to understand and appreciate his life, so that my counsel would
no longer be of use to him, nor my sympathy intelligent, and
how as his wife, I should only be a hindrance and an encum-
brance to him.

' No, no,' he said hoarsely, ' never an encumbrance, Claire.'
' In the old days when we were both ignorant together,

Allen, you could come to me and could tell me of what you
were doing and I could encourage you. That is no longer pos-
sible unless you are satisfied with my saying, '

' Well done,
Allen," when" you succeed, and "poor Allen," when you fail.'

' But I have loved you always, Claire,' he said.

So he had, I knew that, and he loved me still in exactly

the same way and as much as he had ever loved me. I told

him so.

' And what has Will done, then 1 ' he asked, stung with a
momentary pang of jealousy. There was no need to answer
that question.

' You must marry, Allen,' I said, ' when you find a woman
who has become a part of your daily life—the daily life that

you desire most : who will enter into your thoughts, and under-
stand your work, the manner and meaning and technique of it.

The woman who will make you happy, Alien, must be like your-

self, an artist. I desire only the practical and real world.'

He changed colour but made no reply.
' In your world,' I went on, ' you and your friends are hap-

piest when they live apart from the rest of us. They regard
everything from another point of view. Your wife must be
one of them. Allen, let me save you from disappointment and
unhappiness.'

He had been sitting at the table, his head upon his hand.
He sprang to his feet, crying

—

' Claire, your way would become my way, or else mine should
become yours. Unhappiness 1 With you 1 Claire, let what you
have said be as if it never had been said. Let me remember
the hopes of three years ago.'

' Oh, Allen ! ask your heart again. It is not a question of

consistency. How could you know three years ago 1 I told

you long ago to think well what you would do 1
'

He made no reply but he sat down again.
' You must not bring your wife a divided love, Allen. You

must not leave a door open for regret and repentance. You
must never be able to say, "Had I not married her—but the
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other—all would have been well with me." Have you con-
sidered ?

'

Still he made no reply. He was of so truthful a naturo
that his silence replied for him.

' My poor Allen !
' I gave Mm my hand. ' I have never

loved you otherwise, or more, than I love you now. I think
I could never have married you, oven if there had been no Will
in the case at all. I have loved you so long that I have watched
every one of your moods. I know you so well that I think I
can read your thoughts.'

' Read them now,' he said, with down-dropped eyes. ' Road
them, Claire, so that I need not speak.'

'You think that the oJl'cr of three years ago binds you to
me in honour—it does not, Allen, it never did. You think that
it is shameful to come to me and say, "Claire, I love you as

much as I always did; but I love another woman more." It

is not shameful, Allen. You think that in honour you are

bound to endeavour to make one woman miserable though you
cannot make the other woman happy. You must think so no
longer. Have I read your thoughts, Allen ?

'

' Forgive me, Claire, you have.' He bowed his head as he
replied almost in a whisper.

' There is nothing to forgive, dear Allen. Kiss me and tell

me what you please about it. You know you always used to

tell me all.'

He kissed my hand—the foolish, soft-hearted boy. He let

a tear fall upon it.

' Who could help loving you always ? Oh ! Claire, I am,
indeed, not worthy of you.'

' Tell me about it, Allen. I want to have your confidence

in this as in all other things.'
' They were so kind to me, both of them. We used to talk

together about you, Claire.'
' But you talk about me no longer, do you ?

'

' No, we talk very little to each other. A constraint has

grown up between us, now ; it is because I have found out

—

yes, Claire, you have always had my secret thoughts—I have

found that I love her. She is always in my mind night and

day.

'I have seen it, Allen. And I? Am I never in your

mind?'
' It is strange ;

you are with me as much as you ever were.

You are a part of myself. If I think of Isabel it is as if I

ought to go straight to you and tell my thought.'
' That is not strange at all. It proves only that you love

me just as you always have done. You shall make her happy,

Allen. Go, I refuse your offer, sir, I cannot marry you.'

I made him as grand a courtesy as I knew, one of those

magnificent sweeping reverences which ladies make on the stage,
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after they have first thoughtfully swept their trains out of the

way.
' Are you content, my dear old playfellow ?

'

' Could I ever have thought,' said Allen, his face like a boy's

face still for smiles and tears, ' could I ever have believed that

the day would arrive when you would make me happy by refusing

to marry me 1

'

' You foolish boy ! oh, Allen, I love you so much that I am
jealous for your happiness. But Isabel loves you more because

she will make you happy. Go and find her ; she is somewhere
in the house or garden. Go, Allen, take her, too, into your
confidence.'

He stooped again and kissed my fingers.
' There is no one—there never will be any one— like you,

Claire. And now that I have made you cry. Forgive me.

'

So he left me. Presently I joined Gertrude, who was in the

drawing-room'.
' Gertrude,' I said, ' congratulate me. I have made a man

happy.'
' Which one 1 Oh ! Claire, my dear Claire, which is it ?

'

' It is Allen,' I replied.

Her face showed her disappointment.
' I must go to congratulate him,' she said slowly. ' After

all, what chance had poor Will against our poet ? I knew how
it must end.'

' None,' I said ; 'I sincerely hope and pray she will accept

him.'
' Claire ! ' she caught me by both hands. ' Tell me at

once, you wicked woman ; I am so anxious, and you are

laughing at me.'
' I have made Allen happy—by refusing him. He has gone

to find Isabel. Poor Will ! I think he will indeed have a poor

chance against our poet.'
' Kiss me, my dear, you are a dear, delightful, beautiful,

kind-hearted girl. Are you quite, quite sure, my dear, that

you do not love Allen ?

'

I whispered, because although no one was in the room, there

are some things which must not be said aloud.
' Gertrude, I found out, three days ago, that there is only

one man in all the world for me ; and I am going now to tell

him so.'

She threw her kindly arms round my neck and prayed that
I might be happy. This dear lady had spent her life in writing
love stories—think of that—her whole life without any love
story of her own, and yet her heart was as fresh as when she
first began, and her interest as strong in every pair of lovers.

This is what comes of the dreaming life. Perhaps it is tho
best.

I went, with beating heart, to the old trystinc;-place beside
the fallen tree in the Forest "NV. mvi r,^.. 1....1 ,- -.* _
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evening or a more delightful retreat to hear the tale of love.

And yet no tale of love was poured into my ears at all. To be
sure I did not want it at the time, but afterwards it seemed as
if something should have been said. It is too bad to take a
poor girl's heart by storm. Will was before me. Of course I
knew he would be ; and he came to meet me. Oh, the impatient
boy ! He could not even wait for mo to reach the appointed
spot. He threw down his hat and walked across the turf.

' Claire !
' he said.

4 Will?'
And that was all, except that he took me in his arms in the

open Forest, though no one was there to see except the larks
above our heads, and showered kisses upon me with never a
word ; and every kiss a holy sacrament of love. When we
walked back, hand-in-hand, the sun was set and the twilight
was upon us. Then a strange old feeling came upon me. It

was as if I was a child again, and once more walked through the
Forest in the summer twilight holding Will by the hand, and
half afraid. I was half afraid again, yet full of faith and hope
and joy. Just as they had done when we were children toge-
ther, the trees of the Forest threw up tall arches above our
heads, and made a great cathedral in which we could lift up our
hearts and sing praises ; again the black shadows lay on either

hand full of possible dragons for my brave boy to slay ; again
the sweet fragrance of the early summer filled the air and the
soft breath of the west wind played upon our cheeks. Again I

was a little child going out into the unknown world with Will's

strong hand to support me.
' My dear—my dear,' it was the first time Will called me by

that sweet and simple name— ' The life of which Allen writes

so well, the better life, the nobler life ; we will teach each other

how to lead it.'

' Nay, Will, I shall learn from you.'

When we got home we found that my father had spread a
most beautiful supper for us. It was in memory, he said, of

the evening three years before, when he bade the three young
men wait for three years more. It was a supper just like that

memorable feast ; all flowers, fruit, vegetables, and little things.

I would tell you all about that supper, but, in fact, it was a
failure. My father tried to make a speech, but broke down and
shed tears, and so did some others. Isabel sat with blushing
cheeks, and Allen looked guiltily happy, as if he had climbed
into the Garden of Eden over the wall, as indeed he had.

Will is still young and his work lies before him. If you
should sometime hear something of him, as of a man who is

doing good work and true, I pray you all remember that he
learned how to do it of my father.

r-.t Square, London.
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Blanchard Jerrold, Author of

"The Life of Napoleon III.," &c
With 84 Illustrations. New and
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad-
ditional Plates, and a very carefully

compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re-

production of Major's Edition, with

37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates

by George Cruikshank, choicely
printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

7s. 6d.

Cumming(C. F. Gordon),Works
by:

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 83. 6d. each.

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac-
simile and numerous full-page Illus-

trations.

In the Himalayas and on the Indian
Plains. With numerous Illustra-

tions.

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Cussans.—Handbook of Hep-
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans.
Entirely New and Revised Edition,

illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Cyples.—Hearts of Gold : A
Novel. By William Cyples. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Danial.— Merrie England in

the Olden Time. By George Daniel.
With Illustrations by Robt. Cruik-
shank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Daudet.—Port Salvation ; or,

The Evangelist. By Alphonse
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry
Meltzer. With Portrait of the
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

38. 6d.
;
post 8vo, illust. boards, 23.

Davenant.— What shall my
Son be P Hints for Parents on the
Choice of a Profession or Trade for
their Sons. By Francis Davenant,
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd.

Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by:
Crown 8vo, Is. each; cloth limp,

Is. 6d. each.

One Thousand Medical Maxims.
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide.

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 2s.

;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete
Poetical Works, including Psalms I.

to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un-
published MSS., for the first timo
Collected and Edited, with Memorial-
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev.
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols.,
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 12s.

De Maistre.—A Journey Round
My Room. By Xavier de Maistre.
Translated by Henry Attwell. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 23. 6d.

De Mille.—A Castle in Spain:
A Novel. By James De Mille. With
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s,

Derwent (Leith), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Our Lady of Tears.

Circe's Lovers.

Dickens (Charles), Novels by:
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Sketches by Boz. I NIcholasNIckleby.
Pickwick Papers. | Oliver Twist.

The Speeches of Charles Dickens
1841-1870. With a New Bibliography,
revised and enlarged. Edited and
Prefaced by Richard Herne Shep-
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

—

Also a Smaller Edition, in the
Mayfair Library. Post 8vo, cloth

limp, 2s. 6d.

About England with Dickens. By
Alfred Rimmf.r, With 57 Illustra-

tions by C. A. Vanderhoof, Alfred
Rimmer, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth

extra, IPs. 6d.

Dictionaries:
A Dictionary of Wllraoles: Imitative,

Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the

Rev. E. C. Briwek, LL.D. Crown
6vo, cloth extr.i 7s, Gd.; hi'.-bound, iia.



s BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

Dictionaries, continued—
The Reader's Handbook of Allu-
sions, References, Plots, and
Stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer,
LL.D. Fifth Edition, revised
throughout, with a New Appendix,
containing a Complete English Bib-
liography. Crown 8vo, 1,400 pages,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Authors and their Works, with the
Dates. Being the Appendices to
" The Reader's Handbook," sepa-
rately printed. By the Rev. Dr.
Brewer. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2a.

Familiar Allusions: A Handbook
of Miscellaneous Information ; in-
cluding the Names of Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships,
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities,
and the like. By Wm. A: Wheeler
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy
Svo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d.

Short Sayings of Great Men. With
Historical and Explanatory Notes.
By Samuel A. Kent, M.A. Demy
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays,
playwrights, Players, and Playhouses
of the United Kingdom and America,
from the Earliest to the Present
Times. By W. Davenport Adams.
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half-
bound, 12s. 6d. [In preparation.

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological,
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.

Women of the Day: A Biographical
Dictionary. ByFRANCES Hays. Cr.
8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic-
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-
of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezkr
Edwards. New and Cheaper Issue.
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d. ; hf.-bd. , 9s.

Diderot.—The Paradox of Act-
ing. Translated, with Annotations,
from Diderot's "Le Paradoxe sur le
Comedien," by Walter Herries
Pollock. With a Preface by Henry
Irving. Cr. 8vo, in parchment, 4s. 6d.

Dobson (W. T.), Works by :

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,
and Frolics.

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentri-
cities.

Doran. — Memories of our
Great Towns; with Anecdotic Glean-
ings concerning their Worthies and
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran,
F.S A. With 38 Illustrations. New
»nd Cheaper Ed., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 7a. 6d, I

Drama, A Dictionary of the.
Being a comprehensive Guide to the
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play-
houses of the United Kingdom and
America, from the Earliest to the Pre-
sent Times. By W. Davenport
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's
" Reader's Handbook.") Crown 8vo,
half-bound, 12s. 6d. [In preparation.

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo,
cl. ex., Vignette Portraits, 6s. per Vol.

Ben Jcnson's Works. With Notes
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford.
Edit, by Col. Cunningham. 3 Vols.

Chapman's Works. Complete in
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the
Plays complete, including doubtful
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor
Translations,with IntroductoryEssay
by A. C.Swinburne; Vol. III..Trans-
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Marlowe's Works. Including his
Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning-
ham. One Vol.

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of
William Gifford. Edited by Col.
Cunningham. One Vol.

Dyer. — The Folk -Lore of
Plants. By Rev. T. F. Thiselton
Dyer, M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

7s. 6d. [In preparation.

Early English Poets. Edited,
with Introductions and Annotations,
by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown
Evo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume.

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete
Poems. One Vol.

Da vies' (Sir John) Complete
Poetical Works. Two Vols.

Herrick's (Robert) Complete Col-
lected Poems. Three Vols.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete
Poetical Works. Three Vols.

Herbert (Lord) ofCherbury'sPoem3
Edited, with Introduction, by J.
Churton Collins. Crown 8vo,
parchment, 8s.

Edwardes(Mrs. A.), Novels by:
A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Archie Loveil. Crown 8vo, clotli extra,
3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo, ilmot. bds., 2s.

Eggleston.—Roxy: A Novel. By
Edward Eggleston. Post 8vo. illust.
boards, 2a.
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Emanuel—On Diamonds and
Precious Stones: their History,Value,
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s.

Englishman's House, The: A
Practical Guide to all interested in
Selecting or Building a House, with
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c.
By C. J. Richardson. Third Edition.
N early 600 Illusts. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex. ,73.6d.

English Merchants: Memoirs
in Illustration of the Progress of British
Commerce. By H. R. Fox Bourne.
With Illusts. New and Cheaper Edit,
revised. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.),
Works by

:

The Life and Times of Prince
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany,
commonly called the Young Pre-
tender. From the State Papers and
other Sources. New and Cheaper
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo,
cloth oxtra, 7s. 6d.

Stories from the State Papers.
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Studies Re-studled: Historical
Sketches from Original Sources.
Demy 8vo cloth extra, 12s.

Eyes, The.—How to Use our
Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. By
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. With
52 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Is.; cloth,

Is. 6d.

Fairholt.—Tobacco: Its His-
tory and Associations ; with an Ac-
count of the Plant and its Manu-
facture, and its Modes of Use in all

Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair-
holt, F.S.A. With upwards of 100
Illustrations by the Author, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Familiar Allusions: A Hand-
book of Miscellaneous Information

;

including the Names of Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets,

Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the
like. By William A. Wheeler,
Author of" Noted Names of Fiction ;

"

and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy

Faraday (Michael), Works by
Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each.

The Chemical History of a Candla
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S
With numerous Illustrations.

On the Various Forces of Nature,
and their Relations to each other
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S.
With numerous Illustrations.

Farrer. — Military Manners
and Customs. By J. A. Farrer,
Author of " Primitive Manners and
Customs," &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Fin-Bee.— The Cupboard
Papers : Observations on the Art ot
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd.

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by

:

The Recreations ofa Literary Man;
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re-
collections of some Literary Men,
and a View of a Literary Man's
Working Life. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 63.

Tho World Behind the Scenes.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Little Essays: Passages from the
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten

The Second Mrs. Tillotson.

Polly.

Seventy-five Brooke Street.

The Lady of Brantome.

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com-
plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth,
Christ's Triumph over Death, and
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro-
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
Grqsart, P.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds., 63 .

Fonblanque Filthy Lucre: A
Novel. By Albany de Fonblanque.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23.

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each.
Olympia. 1 Queen Cophetua.
One by One. | A Real Queen.

Esther's Glove. Fcap. 8vo, Is.

French Literature, History of.

By Henry Van Laun. Complete in

5 Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 7s. 6d. each.
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My Garden Wild, and What I Grew
there. By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 5s.

;
gilt edges, 6s.

Garrett.—The Capel Girls: A
Novel. By Edward Garkett. Cr. 8vo,
cl. ex., 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Frere.—Pandurang Hari ; or, I

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface
-by Sir H. Bartle Frere, G.C.S.I., &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Friswell.—OneofTwo: ANovel.
By Hain Friswell. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Frost (Thomas), Works by :

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.

The Lives of the Conjurers.
The Old Showmen and tho Old
London Fairs.

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide
to tho London Charities, 1886-7.
Showing their Name, Date of Founda-
tion,Objects,Income,Ofncials,&c. Pub-
lished Annually. Cr. 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d.

Gardening Books:
Post 8vo, Is. each ; cl. limp, Is. 6d. each.

A Year's Work In Garden and Green-
house : Practical Advice to Amateur
Gardeners as to the Management of
the Flower.Fruit, and Frame Garden.
By George Glenny.

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we
Grow, and How we Cook Them,
By Tom Jerrold.

Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane
Jerrold. Illustrated.

Tho Garden that Paid tho Rent.
By Tom Jerrold.

Gentleman's Magazine (The)
for 1886. One Shilling Monthly. In
addition to the Articles upon subjects
in Literature, Science, and Art, for
which this Magazine has so high a
reputation, " Science Notes," by VV.
Mattieu Williams, F.R.A.S., and
"Table Talk," by Sylvanus Urban,
appear monthly.
*„* Now ready, the Volume for July to

December, 1885, cloth extra, pnce8s. Gi.;

Cases for binding, 28. each.

German Popular Stories. Col-
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited,
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin.
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by
George Cruikshank. Square 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Gibbon (Charles). Novels by :

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Robin Gray.
For Lack of Gold.
What will the
World Say?

In HonourBound.
Queen of the
Meadow.

The Braes of Yar-
row.

The Flower of the
Forest. [lem.

A Heart's Prob-
TheGoldenShaft.
Of High Degree.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
For the King. | InPasturesGreen.
The Dead Heart. | Fancy Free.
In Love and War.
By Mead and Stream.
Heart's Delight. [Preparing.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

Loving a Dream. 1

A Hard Knot.

Gilbert (William), Novels by t

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
James Duke, Costermonger.

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays
by: In Two Series, each complete in
itself, price 2s. 6d. each.
The First Series contains—The

Wicked World—Pygmalion and Ga-
latea— Charity— The Princess— Tho
Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
The Second Series contains—Bro-

ken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts

—

Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb

—

H.M.S. Pinafore—The Sorcerer—The
Pirates of Penzance.

Eight Original Comic Operas. Writ-
ten by VV. S. Gilbert. Containing

:

The Sorcerer—H.M.S. "Pinafore"
—The Pirates of Penzance—Iolantho— Patience — Princess Ida — The
Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo,
cloth limp , 2s. 6d.

Glenny.—A Year's Work in
Garden and Greenhouse: Practical
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to
the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Garden. By George
Glenn y. Post 8vo, Is .; cloth, Is. 6d.

Godwin.—Lives of the Necro-
mancers. By William Godwin
Post 8vo. cloth limp. 2s.
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Golden Library, The:
Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth

limp, 2s. per volume.

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the
Echo Club.

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History
of England.

Bennett's (Dr.) Songa for Sailors.

Byron's Don Juan.
Godwin's (William) Lives of the
Necromancers.

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break-
fast Table. Introduction by Sala.

Holmes's Professor at tha Break-
fast Table.

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com-
plete. All the original Illustrations.

Irving's (Washington) Tales of a
Traveller.

Irving's (Washington) Tales of tha
Alhambra.

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc-
cupations of a Country Life.

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series
Complete in One Vol.

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale for a
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces.
With Portrait, and Introduction by
Edmund Ollier.

Mallory'8 (Sir Thomas) Mort
d'Arthur: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont-
gomerie Ranking.

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New
Translation, with Historical Intro-
duction and Notes,byT.M'CRiE,D.D.

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete.

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral
Reflections. With Notes, and In-
troductory Essay by Saijnte-Beuve.

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and
Tho Indian Cottage. Edited, with
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke.

Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen
Mab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt.

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and
Cythna, &c.

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, tha
Shelley Papers, &c.

Shelley's Pro3e Works, including A
Refutation ot Deism, Zastrozzi, St.
Irvyne, &c.

Golden Treasury of Thought,
The : An Encyclopedia op Quota-
tions from Writers of all Times and
Countries. Selected and Edited by
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth
gilt and gilt edges, 73. 61.

Graham. — The Professor'3
Wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham.
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is.

Greeks and Romans, The Lifo
of the, Described from Antique Monu-
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W.
Koner. Translated from the Third
German Edition, and Edited by Dr.
F. Hueffer. With 545 Illustrations.

New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s-. 6d.

Greenwood (James),Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6(1. each.

Tha Wilds of London.
Low-Life Deeps : An Account of tha
Strange Fish to be Found There.

Dick Temple: A Novel. Post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Guyot.—The Earth and Man ;

or, Physical Geography in its relation

to the History of Mankind. By
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by
Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray;
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel,

some Coloured, and copious Index.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 4s. 6d.

Hair (The): Its Treatment in

Health, Weakness, and Disease.

Translated from the German of Dr. I.

Pincus. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6ft ,

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon),
Poems by:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.

New Symbols.
Legends of the Morrow.

The Serpent Play.

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth

extra, 8s.

Hall.—Sketches of Irish Cha-
racter. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With
numerous Illustrations on Steel and
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvev,
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8vo,

cloth extra, gilt, 73. 6d.

Halliday.—Every-day Papers-
By Andrew Halliday, Post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Handwriting, The Philosophy
of. With over ioo Facsimiles and Ex-
planatory Text. By Don Felix de
Salamanca. Post 8vo , cl. limp, 2s.6d,

Hanky- Pan ky : A Collection of

Very EasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks,

White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c.

Edited by W. H. Cremer. With soo

Illusts, Crown 8vo, cloth extra,43. Ed.
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Hardy (Lady Duffus).— Paul
Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust.

boards, 2s.

Hardy (Thomas).—Under the
Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy,
Author of "Far from the Madding
Crowd." With numerous Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.
;
post

8vo, illustrated boards. 2s.

Harwood.—The Tenth Eari.
By J. Berwick Harwood. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by:
The Art of Dress. With numerous

Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated

cover, Is. ; cloth limp, Is. 6d.

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
Coloured Frontispiece and Ulusts.Ss.

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo,
handsomely bound and profusely
Illustrated, 10s. 6d.

Chaucer for Children: A Golden
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures
and numerous Woodcuts. New
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).—American
Humorists. Including Washington
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes,
James Russell Lowell, Artemus
Ward,Mark Twain, and Bret Harte.
By the Rev. H. R. Haweis, M.A.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Hawthorne(Julian), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Garth. I Sebastian Strome.
Ellice Quentin.

I
Dust.

Prince Saroni's Wife.

Fortune's Fool.
| Beatrix Randolph.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Miss Cadogna.
Love—or a Name.

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds.
Fcap

L 8vo, illustrated cover, Is.

Hays.—Women of the Day: A
Biographical Dictionary of Notable
' jntemporaries. By Frances Hays.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 53.

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden
Wild, and What I Grew There. By
Francis George Heath, Author of
" The Fern World," &c. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, £s. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, Ga.

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by

:

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Animals and their Masters.

Social Pressure.

Ivan de Biron : A Novel. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Heptalogia (The) ; or, The
Seven against Sense. A Cap with
Seven Bells. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Herbert.—The Poems of Lord
Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins.
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 8s.

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides,
Noble Numbers, and Complete Col-
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro-
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index,
&c. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 18s.

Hesse- Wartegg (Chevalier
Ernst von), Works by :

Tunis : The Land and the People.
With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

The New South-West: Travelling
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico,
Arizona, and Northern Mexico.
With ioo fine Illustrations and Three
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra,
14s. [In preparation.

Hindley (Charles), Works by

:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In-
cluding the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected with
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
With Illustrations.

Tho Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.
Edited by Charles Hindley.

Hoey.—The Lover's Creed.
By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With Frontis-
piece by P. Macnae. New and Cheaper
Edit. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Holmes (O.WendeU;,Works by :

The Autocrat of the Breakfact-
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp,
2s. 6d.—Another Edition in smaller
type, with an Introduction by G. A.
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s.

The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s.
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Holmes. — The Science of
Voice Production and Voice Preser-
vation: A Popular Manual for the
Use of Speakers and Singers. By
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Hood (Thomas):
Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and

Verse. Including the Cream of the
Comic Annuals. With Life of the
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com-
plete. With all the original Illus-

trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Hood (Tom), Works by:
From Nowhere to the North Pole:
A Noah's Arkasological Narrative.
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brun-
Ton and E. C. Barnes. Square
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s.

A Golden Heart : A Novel. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu-
morous Works, including his Ludi-
crous Adventures,Bons Mots, Puns and
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, gilt, 7s. 6d.

Hooper.—The House of Raby :

A Novel. By Mrs. George Hooper.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Hopkins—" 'Twixt Love and
Duty:" A Novel. By Tighe Hopkins.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.

Horne.—Orion : An Epic Poem,
in Three Books. By Richard Hen-
gist Horne. With Photographic
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum-
mers. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 7s.

Howell.—Conflicts of Capital
and Labour, Historically and Eco-
nomically considered : Being a His-
tory and Review of the Trade Unions
of Great Britain. By Geo. Howell
M.P. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Hugo. — The Hunchback of
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2S.

Hunt.—Essays by Leigh Hunt.
A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and
other Pieces. With Portrait and In-

troduction by Edmund Ollier. Post
§yo, cloth limp, ?s,

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each j

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,

Thornlcroft's Model.

The Leaden Casket.

Self-Condemned

Indoor Paupers. By One of
Them. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Ingelow—Fated to be Free : A
Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.j post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs
of. Collected and Edited by A. Per-
ceval Graves. Post 8vo, cloth limp.
2s. 6d.

Irving (Washington),Works by:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. each.

Tales of a Traveller.

Tales of the Alhambra.

Janvier.—Practical Keramics
for Students. By Catherine A.
Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, u».

Jay (Harriett), Novels by:
The Dark Colleen. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

The Queen of Connaught. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Jefferies (Richard), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.

Nature near London.
The Life of the Fields.

The Open Air.

Jennings (H. J.), Works by:
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo,

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical
Sketch. With a Photograph-Por-
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Jennings (Hargrave) The
Rosicrucian8: Their Rites and Mys-
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By
Hargrave Jennings. With Five full-

page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus-

trations. A New Edition, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7g. 63.
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Jerrold (Tom), Wonka by:
Post 8vo, Is. each ; cloth, Is. 6d. each.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.

Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. Illustrated.

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants
we Grow, and How we Cook Them.

Jesse.—Scenes and Occupa.
tlons of a Country Life. By Edward
Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and
Edited by Henry S. Leigh. Post8vo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Jones (Wm, F.S.A.), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

Flnger-RIng Lore: Historical, Le-
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over
Two Hundred Illustrations.

Credulities, Past and Present; in-
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Talismans.Word and Letter Divina-
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c.
With an Etched Frontispiece.

Crowns and Coronations: A History
of Regalia in all Times and Coun-
tries. With One Hundred Illus-
trations.

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With
Notes Critical and Explanatory, and
a Biographical Memoir by William
Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cun-
ningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 18s. ; or separately, 6s. each.

JosephusTheCompleteWorks
of. Translated by Whiston. Con-
taining both " The Antiquities of the
Jews" and "The Wars of the Jews."
Two Vols., 8vo, with 52 Illustrations
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14s.

Kempt.—Pencil and Palette:
Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robert
Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by:
Oakshott Castle. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Number Seventeen. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 2s.

Knight.—The Patient's Vada
Mecum : How to get most Benefit
from Medical Advice. By William
Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward
Knight, L.R.C.P, Crown 8vo, Is.

;

cloth, Is. 6d.

Lamb (Charles):
Lamb's Complete Works, in Prosa
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori-
ginal Editions, with many Pieces
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with
Notes and Introduction, by R. H.
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on
Roast Pig." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s.6d

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi-
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s.

Poetry for Children, and Prlnca
Dorus. By Charles Lamb. Care-
fully reprinted from unique copies.
Small 8vo,^;loth extra, 6s.

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac-
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected
from his Letters by Percy Fitz-
gerald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lane's Arabian Nights, &c.

:

The Thousand and One Nights:
commonly called, in England, " Thb
Arabian Nights' Entertain-
ments." A New Translation from
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by
Edward William Lane. Illustrated

by many hundred Engravings on
Wood, from Original Designs by
Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from
a Copy annotated by the Translator,
edited by his Nephew, Edward
Stanley Poole. With a Preface by
Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols.,

demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

Arabian Society In the Middle Ages:
Studies from " The Thousand and
One Nights." By Edward William
Lane, Author of "The Modern
Egyptians," &c. Edited by Stanley
Lan e-Poole. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 6s.

Lares and Penates ; or, The
Background of Life. By Florence
Caddy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Larwood (Jacob), Works by:
The Story of the London Parks.
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Forensic Anecdotes.
Theatrical Anecdotes.

Life in London ; or, The History
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian
Tom. With the whole of Cruhc-
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra.
7s. 6d.

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by

:

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Witch Stories.

The True Story of Joohus Davidson.
Ourselves : Essays oc Women,
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Linton (E. Lynn), continued—
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6(1. each ; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Learn Dunlaa
The World Well Lost.

Under- which Lore!?

With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of tho Family.

"My Love!" | lone.

Locks and Keys.—On the De-
velopment and Distribution of Primi-

ti ve Locks and Keys. By Lieut.-Gen.
Pitt-Rivers, F.R.S. With numerous

usts. Demy 4to, half Roxburghe, 16s.

Longfellow:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 63. each.

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works.
Including " Outre Mer," " Hyper-
ion," "Kavanagh," "The Poets and
Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood."
With Portrait and Illustrations by
Valentine Bromley.

Longfellow's Poetical Works. Care-
fully Reprinted from the Original
Editions. With numerous fine Illus-

trations on Steel and Wood.

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical,
Dietetic, and General Guide in

Health and Disease. By N. E.
Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 2s.

;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lucy.—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel.
By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo,

cl. ex., 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Lusiad (The) of Camoens.
Translated into English Spenserian
Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff.
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page

Plates, cloth boards, 18s.

McCarthy (Justin, M.P.),Works
by:

A History of Our Own Times, from
the Accession of Queen Victoria to

the General Election of 1880. Four
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s.

each.—Also a Popular Edition, in

Four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 63. each.

A Short History of Our Own Times.
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

History of the Four Georges. Four
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s.

each. [Vol. I. now ready.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each
;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Dear Lady Disdain.

The Water-dale Neighbours.

McCarthy (Justin), continued—
My Enemy's Daughter.
A Fair Saxon.

j
Miss Misanthrope.

Linley Roehford.
|
Donna Quixote.

The Cornet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.

Cainlola: A Girl with a Fortune,
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

"The Right Honourable:" A Ro-
mance of Society and Politics. By
Justin McCarthy, M.P., and Mrs.
Campbell - Praed. Three Vols.,

crown 8vo.

McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.),
Works by:

An Outline of the History of Ireland,
from the Earliest Times to the Pre-
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6(1.

A History of Ireland from the Union
to the Introduction of Mr. Glad-
stone's Bill. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

6s. [In the press.

England under Gladstone, 1880-S5.
Second Edition, revised and brought
down to the Fall of the Gladstone
Administration. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 6s.

Doom ! An Atlantic Episode. Crown
8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Our Sensation Novel. Edited by
Justin H. McCarthy. Crown 8vo,

Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Haflz In London. Choicely printed.

Small 8vo, gold cloth, 33. 6d.

MacDonald (George, LL.D.),

Works by

:

The Princess and Curdle. With n
Illustrations by James Allen. Small
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Guttapercha Willie, the Working
Genius. With g Illustrations by
Arthur Hughes. Square 8vo, cloth

extra, 3s. 6d.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron-
tispiece by J. E. Millais.

Thomas Wingfold, Curate. With a
Frontispiece by C. J. Staniland.

Macdonell.—Quaker Cousins:
A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macgregor. — Pastimes and
Players. Notes on Popular Games.
By Robert Macgregor. Post 8vo,

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
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Maclise Portrait-Gallery (The)
of Illustrious Literary Characters

j

with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical,

Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illus-

trative of the Literature of the former
half of the Present Century. By
William Bates, B.A. With 85 Por-
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown
8vo. cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Mackay.—Interludes and Un-
dertones: or, Music at Twilight. By
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 63.

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by:
Square 8vo, cloth extra, 103. 6d. each.

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus-

trations by Thomas R. Macquoid.
Pictures and Legends from Nor
mandy and Brittany. With numer-
ous Illustrations ' by Thomas R,
Macquoid.

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra-

tions by T. R. Macquoid.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d each.
Through Normandy. With 90 Illus-

trations by T. R. Macquoid.
Through Brittany. With numerour

Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Evil Eye, and other Stories.
Lost Rose.

Magician's Own Book (The)

:

Performances with Cups and Balls,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All
from actual Experience. Edited by
W. H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

Magic Lantern (The), and its

Management: including full Prac-
tical Directions for producing the
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and
preparing Lantern Slides. By T. C.
Hepworth. With 10 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, IB. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Magna Charta. An exact Fac-
simile of the Original in the British
Museum, printed on fine plate paper,
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 5s.

Mallock (W. H.), Works by!
The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith
and Philosophy in an English Country
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

;

Cheap Edition, illustrated board s, 2s.
The New Paul and Virginia; or, Posi-

tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Poems. Small 4to, in parchment, 8g.
Is Life worth Living? Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s.

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort
d'Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur
and of the Knights of the Round Table.
Edited by B. Montgomerie Ranking.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Marryat (Florence), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 6vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Open ! Sesame!
Written in Fire

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
A Harvest of Wild Oats.
A Little Stepson.
Fighting the Air.

Masterman.—Half a Dozen
Daughters: A Novel. By J. Master-
man. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Marlowe's Works. Including
his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Col. Cun-
ningham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Mark Twain, Works by:
The Choice Works of Mark Twain.
Revised and Corrected throughout by
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac
count of the Steamship " Quaker
City's " Pleasure Excursion to
Europe and the Holy Land. With
234 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.—Cheap Edition (under
the title of" Mark Twain's Pleasure
Trip"), post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

Roughing It, and The Innocents at
Home. With 200 Illustrations by
F. A. Fraser. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

The Glided Age. By Mark Twain
and Charlks Dudley Warner.
With 212 Illustrations by T. Cofpin.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
With in Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.—Cheap Edition,
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

An Idle Excurslon,and other Sketches.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

The Prince and the Pauper. With
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
—Cheap Edition, post 8vo,illustrated
boards, 2s.

The Stolen White Elephant, &c
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; post 8vo
illustrated boards, 2s.

'
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Mark Twain's Works, continued—
Life on the Mississippi. With about
300 Original Illustrations, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Adventures of Huckleberry
Finn. With 174 Illustrations by
E. W. Kemble. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7B. 6d.

Massinger's Plays. From the
Text of William Gifford. Edited
by Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 63.

Mayfair Library, The:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume.
A Journey Round My Room. By
Xavier de Maistre. Translated
by Henry Attwell.

Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by W
Davenport Adams.

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by
W. Davenport Adams.

The Agony Column of "The Times,"
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an
Introduction, by Alice Clay.

Balzac's "Comedle Humalne" and
its Author. With Translations by
H. H. Walker.

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular
Abridgment of " Burton's Anatomy
of Melancholy."

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By
Brillat-Savaein .

The Speeches of Charles Clckens.

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,

and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson.

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici-

ties. Selected and Edited by W. T.
Dobson.

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec.

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert.
First Series. Containing: The
Wicked World — Pygmalion and
Galatea— Charity— The Princess—
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert.
Second Series. Containing: Broken
Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts—
Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb
—H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer

—The Pirates of Penzance.

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Collectedand Edited by A. Perceval
Graves.

Animals and their Masters. By Sir

Arthur Helps.

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps.

Curiosities of Criticism. By Henrt
j. Jennings.

The Autocrat ofthe Breakf&6t-Tab!a.
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il-

lustrated by I. Gordon Thoms«»,

Mayfair Library, continued—

Pencil and Palette. By Robert
Kempt.

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac-
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald.

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Humour and
Curiosities of the Law and Men of

Law. By Jacob Larwood.
Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob
Larwood.

Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Henry S.

Leigh.

True History of Joshua Davidson.
By E. Lynn Linton.

Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton.

Ourselves: Essays on Women. By
E. Lynn Linton.

Pastimes and Players. By Robert
Macgregor.

The New Paul and Virginia. By
W. H. Mallock.

New Republic. By W. H. Mallock.

Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmonde-
ley-Pennell.

Pegasii3 Re-Saddled. By H. Chol-
mondeley-Pennell. Illustrated by
George Du Maurier.

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H.
Cholmondeley-Pennell.

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By
H. A. Page.

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley.

More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh
Rowley.

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By
Don Felix de Salamanca,

By Stream and Sea. By William
Senior.

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter
Thornbury.

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-
Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson.

Mayhew.—London Characters
and the Humorous Side of London
Life. By Henry Mayhew. With
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Medicine, Family.—One Thou-
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical

Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies,
L.R.C.P. Lond. Cr.8vo,ls.; cl.,ls.6d.

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of

New Intellectual Games and Amuse-
ments. By Clara Bellew. With)

numerous Illustrations, Crown 8vO(

cloth extra, 4s. 63.
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Mexican Mustang (On a),

through Texas, from the Gulf to the
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri-
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of " Texas
Sittings." With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo,
cloth extra, 73. Gd.

Micldlemass (Jean), Novels by:
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Touch and Go.
Mr. Dopllllon.

Miller.— Physiology for the
Young; or, The House of Life: Hu-
man Physiology, with its application
to the Preservation of Health. For
Classes and Popular Reading. With
numerous Illusts. By Mrs. F. Fenwick
Mtt.t.kr. Small Svo, cloth limp. 28. 6d

Milton (J. L), Works by:
Sm. 8vo, Is. each ; cloth ex., Is. 6d. each.

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise
Set of Rules for the Management of
the Skin ; with Directions for Diet,
Wines, Soaps, Baths, &c.

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin.
The Laws of Life, and their Relation

to Diseases of the Skin.

Molesworth (Mrs.).—Hather-
court Rectory. By Mrs. Moles-
worth, Author of "The Cuckoo
Clock," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
4s. 6d.

Moncrieff.— The Abdication;
or, Time Tries All. An Historical
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrieff.
With Seven Etchings by John Pettie,
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J.
MacWhirter, A.R.A., Colin Hunter,
R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. Large
4to, bound in buckram, 21s.

Murray (D. Christie), Novels
by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Life's Atonement.
A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.

By the Gate of the Sea.
Val Strange.
Hearts.
The Way of the World.
A Bit of Human Nature.

First Person Singular: A Novel.
Cheap Edition, with a Frontispiece
by Arthur Hopkins. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. Gd. ___^

North Italian Folk. By Mrs.
Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Ran-
dolph Caldecott, Square 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Number Nip (Stories aboUt)i
the Spirit of the Giant Mountains.
Retold for Children by Walter
Grahame. With Illustrations by J
Moyr Smith. Post 8vo, cl. extra,' 6s.

Nursery Hints: A Mother's
Guide in Health and Disease. By N.
E. Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.

;

cloth, Is. 6d.

O'Connor.—Lord Beaconsfleld
ABiography. ByT. P.O'Connor, M.P.
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface,
bringing the work down to the Death
of Lord Beaconsfleld. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

O'Hanlon.— The Unforeseen:
A Novel. By Alice O'Hanlon. New
and Cheaper Edition. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Oliphant (Mrs.) Novels by:
Whiteladles. With Illustrations by
Arthur Hopkins and H. Woods.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each.

The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Helressjn England.^

O'Reilly.—Phoebe's Fortunes:
A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works
by:

Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth

extra, 7s. 6d.

Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo,

cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 10s. 6d.

Ouida, Novels by. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 5s. each
;
post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s. each.

Held In Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.

Cecil Castle-
malne's Gage.

Idalla.

Trlcotrln.

Puck.
Folle Farlne.

TwoLlttleWooden
Shoes.

A Dog of Flanders.

Pascarol.

Slgna.

In a Winter City.

Ariadne
Friendship.

Moths.
Plplstrello.

A Village Com-
mune.

Blmbl.
In Maremma
Wanda.
Frescoes.

Princess Naprax-
Ine.
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Ouida, Novels by, continued.

Othmar: A Novel. Second Edition.
Three Vols., crown 8vo.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected
from the Works of Ouida by F.
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 5s.

Page (H. A.), Works by :

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study.
With a Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with-
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex-
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page.
Crown jvo, cloth extra, 63.

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A
New Translation, with Historical In-

troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crie,
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum:
How to get most Benefit from Medi-
cal Advice. By William Knight,
M.R.C.S., and Edward Knight,
L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Paul Ferroll

:

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Paul Ferroll : A Novel.

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

Paul.—Gentle and Simple. By
Margaret Agnes Paul. With a
Frontispiece by Helen Paterson.
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Payn (James), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

Lost Sir Masslngberd.

The Best of Husbands.

Walter's Word. | Halves.

What He Cost Her.

Less Black than we're Painted.

By Proxy. I High Spirits.

Under One Roof. | Carlyon's Year.

A Confidential Agent.

Some Private Views.

A Grape from a Thorn.

For Cash Only. | From Exlla

Kit: A Memory.
The Canon's Ward.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Perfect Treasure.

Ben tinck's Tutor. I Murphy's Master.

Fallen Fortunes.

Payn (James), continued—

A County Family.
| At Her Mercy.

A Woman's Vengeance.
Cecil's Tryst.

The Clyffards of Clyffe.

The Family Scapegrace.
The Foster Brothers.

Found Dead.
Gwendoline's Harvest.
Humorous Stories.

Like Father, Like Son.
A Marine Residence.
Married Beneath Him.
Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward
In Peril and Privation : Stories ot
Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book
for Boys. With numerous Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s.

The Talk of the Town: A Novel.
With Twelve Illustrations by Harry
Furniss. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
iisjid.

Pears.—The Present Depres-
sion In Trade: Its Causes and Reme-
dies. Being the " Pears" Prize Essays
(of One Hundred Guineas). By Edwin
Goadby and William Watt. With
an Introductory Paper by Prof. Leone
Levi, F.S.A . , F.S.S. Demy 8vo, Is.

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley),
Works by

:

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.

Pegasus Re-Sadd!ed. With Ten full-

page Illusts. by G. Du Maurier.
The Muses of Mayfair. Vers de

Societe, Selected and Edited by H.
C. Pennell.

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by:
Post 8vo, Is. each ; cloth limp,

Is. 6d. each.
Beyond the Gates. By the Author
of "The Gates Ajar."

An Old Maid's Paradise.

Pirkis (Mrs. C. L.), Novels by:
Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo,

picture cover, Is.

Lady Lovelace. Post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 2s. {'Preparing .

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious
Men. Translated from the Greek,
with Notes Critical and Historical, and
a Life of Plutarch, by John and
William Langhorne. Two Vols.,

Bvo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10s. 6Q.,
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Planche (J. R.), Works by:
The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her-

aldry Founded upon Facts. With
Coloured Frontispiece and aoo Illus-

trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879.
Edited, with an Introduction, by his

Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Poe (Edgar Allan):—
The Choice Works, in Prose and

Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With
an Introductory Essay by Charles
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac-
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and
other Stories. Post 8vo, illust.bds.,2s.

Pope's Poetical Works, Com-
plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 23.

Praed (Mrs. Campbell-) "The
Right Honourable:" A Romance of
Society and Politics. By Mrs. Camp-
bell-Praed and Justin McCarthy,
M . P. Three Vols., crown 8vo.

Price (E. C), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Valentina. | The Foreigners.
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

Gerald. Post 8vo, illustrated boards,
2S. [Preparing.

Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by :

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts.

Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d.

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps
for Every Night in the Year, Draw-
ings of the Constellations, &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Familiar Science Studies. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Saturn and Its System. New and
Revised Edition.with 13 Steel Plates.
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

The Great Pyramid : Observatory,
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus-
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Mysteries of Time and Space. With
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Universe of Suns, and other
Science Gleanings. With numerous
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Wages and Wants of Science
Workers. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d.

'Pyrotechnist's Treasury(The);
or. Complete Art of Making Fireworks.
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 4s. 6d.

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully
Translated from the French, with
variorum Notes, and numerous charac-
teristic Illustrations by Gu stave
Dor6. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Rambosson.—Popular Astro-
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate o-

the Institute of France. Translated by
C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt,

numerous Illusts., and a beautifully
executed Chart of Spectra, 7s. 6d.

Reade (Charles), Novels by:
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated,3s.(jd.

each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each.
Peg Wofftngton. Illustrated by S. L,
Fildes, A.R.A.

Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by
William Small.

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. Il-

lustrated by G. J. Pinwell.
The Course of True Love Never did
run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen
Paterson.

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
ofallTrades; and James Lambert.
Illustrated by Matt Stretch.

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il-

lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards.
The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir
John Gilbert, R.A.,andC. Keene.

The Cloister and the Hearth. lit

lustrated by Charles Keene.
Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson.
Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L.

Fildes, A.R.A., and Wm. Small.
Foul Play. Illust. by Du Maurier.
Put Yourself In His Place. Illus-
trated by Robert Barnes.

A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated
by Edw. Hughes and A. W. Cooper.

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by
H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A.

,

C. Green, and H. Woods, A.R.A.
A Simpleton. Illustrated by Katb
Crauford.

A Woman-Hater. Illustrated by
Thos. Couldery.

Readiana. With a Steel-plate Portrait
of Charles Reade.

Slngleheart and Doubtefacc: A
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated
by P. Macnab.

Good Stories of Men and other
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. Abbey,
Percy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash.

The Jilt, and other Stories. Illustrated
by Joseph Nash.

Reader's Handbook (The) of
Allusions, References, Plots, and
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer.
Fifth Edition, revised throughout,
with a New Appendix, containing a
Complete English Bibliography.
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7?. 6d."
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Richardson. — A Ministry of
Health, and other Papers. By Ben-
jamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Cd. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

Her Mother's Darling.

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party
Weird Stories.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

The Uninhabited House.
Fairy Water.

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by :

Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 103. Gd. each.
Our Old Country Towns. With over
50 Illustrations.

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow.
With 50 Illustrations.

About England with Dickons. With
58 Illustrations by Alfred Rimmer
andC. A. Vanderhoof.

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Women are Strange.
The Hands of J ustice.

Robinson (Phil), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
The Poets' Birds.
The Poets' Beasts.
Poets' Natural H istory. [Preparing.

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful
reproduction of Major's Edition, with
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates by
George Cruikshank, choicely printed.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra , 7s. 6d.

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and
Moral Reflections. With Notes, and
an Introductory Essay by Sainte-
Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; or,

A List of the Principal Warriors who
came over from Normandy with Wil-
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in

this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 5s.

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With
numerous Illustrations.

More PunianaLJ?rofusely Illustrated.

Runciman (James), Stories by

:

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each;
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Skippers and Shellbacks.
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.

Russell (W. Clark), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each ; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Round the Galley-Fire.
On the Fo'k'sle Head : A Collection

of Yarns and Sea Descriptions.

In the Middle Watch. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 6s
.

Sala.—Gaslight and Daylight.
By George Augustus Sala. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Sanson.—Seven Generations
of Executioners: Memoirs of the

Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited
byHENRYSANSQN. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.3s.6d.

Saunders (John), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Bound to the Wheel.
One Against the World.
Guy Waterman.
The Lion In the Path.
The Two Dream ers.

Saunders (Katharine), Novels
by : Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
The High Mills.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

Heart Salvage. | Sebastian.
Gideon's Rock.

Science Gossip: An Illustrated
Medium of Interchange for Students
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E.
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo-
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry,
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy-
siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly ; or

S3, per year, post free. Vols. I . to

XIV. may be had at 7s. 6d. each ; and
Vols. XV. to XXI. (1885), at 5s. each.
Cases for Binding, Is. 6d. each.

Scott's (Sir Walter) Marmion.
A New Edition of this famous Poem,
with over 100 new Illustrations by lead-

ing Artists. Small 4to, cloth extra, ISs.

"Secret Out" Series, The:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illus-

trated, 4s. 6d. each.

The Secret Out: One Thousand
Tricks with Cards, and other Re-
creations; with Entertaining Experi-

ments in Drawing-room or " White
Magic." By W. H. Cremer. 300

Engravings.
The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or,

Complete Art of Making Fireworks.

By Thomas Kentish, With aumer-
ous Illustrations,
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" Secret Out " Series, continued—
The Art of Amusing: A Collection of
Graceful Arts,Garnes,Tricks,Puzzles,
and Charades. By Frank Bellew.
With 300 Illustrations.

Hanky-Panky : Very Easy Tricks,
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H.
Cremer. With 200 Illustrations.

The Merry Circle: A Book of New
Intellectual Games and Amusements.
By Clara Bellew. Many Illusts.

Magician's Own Book: Performances
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats,
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre-
mer. 200 Illustrations.

Senior.—By Stream and Sea.
By William Senior. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis-
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart,
Author of " The Village Life." Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Shakespeare

:

The First Folio Shakespeare.—Mr.
William Shakespeare's Comedies,
Histories, and Tragedies. Published
according to the true Original! Copies.
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard
and Ed. Blount. 1623.—A Repro-
duction ofthe extremely rare original,
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra-
phic process—ensuring the strictest
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo,
half-Roxburghe, 7s. 6d.

TheLansdowne Shakespeare. Beau-
tifully printed in red and black, in
small but very clear type. With
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Shakespeare for Children: Tales
from Shakespeare. By Charles
and Mary Lamb. With numerous
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by
J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 6s.

The Dramatic Works of Shake-
speare: The Text of the First
Edition, carefully reprinted. Eight
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 40s.

The Handbook of Shakespeare
Music. Being an Account of 350
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken
from the Plays and Poems of Shake-
speare, the compositions ranging
iiom the Elizabethan Age to the
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe,
4to, half-Roxburghe, 7s.

A Study of Shakespeare. Ey Alger-
non Charles Swinburne, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 83,

Shelley's Complete Works, in
Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s.

;

or separately, 2s. each. Vol. I. con-
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab,
&c, with an Introduction by Leigh
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Poems,
Laon and Cythna, &c. ; Vol. III.,

Posthumous Poems.the Shelley Papers,
&c. ; Vol. IV., his Prose Woiks, in-

cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas-
trozzi, St. Irvyne, &c.

Sheridan:

—

Sheridan's Complete Works, with
Life and Anecdotes. Including his

Dramatic Writings, printed from the
Original Editions, his Works in
Prose and Poetry, Translations,
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-

page Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 6d.
,'

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals,
and The School for Scandal.
Edited, with an Introduction and
Notes to each Play, and a Bio-
graphical Sketch of Sheridan, by
Brander Matthews. With Decora-
tive Vignettes and iofull-page Illusts.

Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12s. 6d.

Short Sayings of Great Men.
With Historical and Explanatory
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A,
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete
Poetical Works, including all those in
" Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-
Introduction, Notes, &c, by the Rev.
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s.

Signboards: Their History.
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By
Jacob Larwood and John Camden
Hotten. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with 100 Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Sims (George R.), Works by :

How the Poor Live. With 60 Illusts.

by Fred. Barnard. Large 4to, Is.

Rogues and Vagabonds. Post 8vo,
illust. boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

The Ring o' Bells. Post 8vo, illust.

bds., 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d.

Sketchley.—A Match in the
Dark. By Arthur Sketchley. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

sTang Dictionary, The : Ety,
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d,
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Smith (J. Moyr), Works by :

The Prince of Argolls: A Story of the
Old Greek Fairy Time. Small 8vo,

cloth extra, with 130 Illusts., 3s. Gel.

Tales of Old Thule. With numerous
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s.

The Wooing of the Water Witch:
A Northern Oddity. With numerous
Illustrations. Small 8vo, cl. ex., 6s.

Society in London. By A
Foreign Resident. New and Cheaper
Edition, Revised, with an Additional
Chapter on Society among the
Middle and Professional Classes.
Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Spalding.-Elizabethan Demon-
ology : An Essay in Illustration of the

Belief in the Existence of Devils, and
the Powers possessed by Them. By T.
Alfred Spalding, LL.B. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, Ss.

Spanish Legendary Tales. By
Mrs. S. G. C. Middlemore, Author of
" Round a Posada Fire." Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 63.

Speight (T W.), Novels by

:

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s.

A Barren Title. Cr.8vo, Is. ; cl., ls.6d.

Spenser for Children. By M.
H. Towry. With Illustrations by
Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, with

Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s.

Staunton.—Laws and Practice
of Chess; Together with an Analysis

of the Openings, and a Treatise on
End Games. By Howard Staunton.
Edited by Robert B.Wormald. New
E dition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 53.

Stedman. — The Poets of
America. With full Notes in Margin,

and careful Analytical Index. By
Edmund Clarence Stedman, Author

of " VictorianPoets^ Cr. 8vo,cl.ex., 9s.

SterndaleT—The Afghan Knife:

A Novel. By RobertArmitage Stern-

dale. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6d.; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 23.

Stevenson (R.Louis),Works by:
Travels with a Donkey In the
Cevennes. Frontispiece by Walter
Crane. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

An Inland Voyage. With Front, by

W. Crane. Post 8vo, cl. lp., 2s. 6d.

Vlrginibus Puerlsque, and other

Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.

Familiar Studies of Men and Books.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo,

Stevenson (R. Louis), continued—
The Silverado Squatters. With

Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
Cheap Edition, post 8vo, picture
cover, la. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Prince Otto: A Romance. Third
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

St. John.—/^Levantine Family.
By Bayle St. John. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Stoddard.—Summer Cruising
In the South Seas. By Charles
Warken Stoddard. Illust. by Wallis
Mac

k

ay. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d.

Stories from Foreign Novel-
Ists. With Notices of their Lives and
Writings. By Helen and Alice Zim-
mern. Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 3s. 6d. ;
post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

St7 Pi1 erre.—Pau I and Virginia,
and The Indian Cottage. By Ber-
nardin St. Pierre. Edited, with Life,

by Rev. E. Clarke. Post8vo,cl.lp.,2s.

Strutt'iTSports and Pastimes
of the People of England; including

the Rural and Domestic Recreations,

May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c,
from the Earliest Period to the Present
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited
by William Hone. Crown 8vo, cloth

extra, 7s. 6d.

Suburban Homes (The) of
London : A Residential Guide to

Favourite London Localities, their

Society, Celebrities, and Associations.

With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and
House Accommodation. With Map of

Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.,7s.6d.

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait,

and Facsimiles of the Maps in the

Original Edition of " Gulliver's

Travels. 1 ' Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Swinburne (Algernon C),
Works by: [Fcap. 8vo, 5s.

The Queen Mother and Rosamond.
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Chastelard. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 73.

Poems and Ballads. First Series.
Fcap. 8vo, 93. Cr. 8vo, same price.

Poems and Ballads. Second Series.
Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Cr. 8vo, same price.

Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo,ls.

Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, lOs.Gd.

Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,12s.6d.

George Chapman: An Essay. Crown
8vo, 7s.

Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 123

Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo,6s
Note cf an English Republican on

' he Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, Is.



H BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

Swinburne's (A. C.) Works, continued.

Note on Charlotte Bronte.Cr.8vo,6s.
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 8s.

Songs of the Springtides. Cr.8vo, 6s.

Studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 7s.

Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 8s.

Tristram of Lyonesse, and other
Poems. Crown 8vo, 93.

ACentury of Roundels. Small 410, 83.

A Midsummer Holiday, and other
Poems. Crown 8vo, 7s.

Marino Faliero: ATragedy. Cr.8vo,6s.
A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. 8vo, 6s.
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 12s.

Symonds Wine, Women and
Song: Mediaeval Latin Students'
Soags. Now first translated into Eng-
lish Verse, with Essay by J. Addington
Symonds. Small 8vo, parchment, 6s.

Syntax's (Dp^ Three Tours:
In Search of the Picturesque, in Search
of Consolation, and in Search of a
Wife. With the whole of Rowland-
son's droll page Illustrations in Colours
and a Life of the Author by J. C.
Hqtten. M ed. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Taine's History of English
Literature. Translated by Henry
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo,
cloth boards, 30s.

—

Popular Edition,
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15s.

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions
of the Echo Club: Burlesques of
Modern Writers. Pos t 8vo, cl. limp, 2s.

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works
by: Crown 8vo, cloth ex., 7s. 6d. each.
The Sagacity and Morality of
Plants: A Sketch of the Life and
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom.
Coloured Frontispiece and ioolllust.

Our Common British Fossils, and
Where to Find Them: A Handbook
for Student s. With 331 Illustrations .

Taylor's (Tom) Historical
Dramas: "Clancarty," "Jeanne
Dare," " 'Twixt Axe and Crown," " The
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife,"
"Anne Boleyn," " Plot and Passion."
One Vol., cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
*** The Plays may also be had sepa-

rately, at Is. each.

Tennyson ( Lord): A Biogra-
phical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings.
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec-
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of
Sketches by William Makepeace
Thackeray, depicting Humorous
Incidents in his School-life, and
Favourite Characters in the books of
his every-day reading-. With Coloured
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Cressida. |
Proud Maisie.

The Violin-Player.

Thomas (M.).—A Fight for Life:
A Novel. By W. Moy Thomas. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Thorn son's Seasons and Castle
of Indolence. With a Biographical
and Critical Introduction by Allan
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustra-

tions on Steel and Wood. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Thornbury (Walter), Works by
Haunted London. Edited by Ed-
ward Walford, M.A. With Illus-

trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Life and Correspondence of
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon
Letters and Papers furnished by his
Friends and fellow Academicians.
With numerous Illusts. in Colours,
facsimiled from Turner's Original
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 73. 6d.

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Timbs (John), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
The History of Clubs and Club Life

in London. With Anecdotes of its
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries,
and Taverns. With many Illusts.

English Eccentrics and Eccen-
tricities: Stories of Wealth and
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric
Artists, Theatrical Folk, Men of
Letters, &c. With nearlv 50 Illusts.

Troliope (Anthony), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Way We Live Now.
Kept in the Dark.
Frau Frohmann.

| Marion Fay.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.
JohnCaldlgate.

| American Senator
Trollope(FrancesE.),IMovelsby
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each •

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each '

Like Ships upon the Sea.
Mabel's Progress.

| Anne Furness
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Trollcpe(T. A.).—Diamond Cut
Diamond, and other Stories. By
T. Adolphus Trollope. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Trowbridge.— Farnell's Folly:
A Novel. By J. T. Trowbkidce. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. [Preparing.

Turgenieff. — Storie3 from
Foreign Novelists. By Ivan Turge-
nieff, and others. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,

33.6^; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis-
tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C.
Fraser-Tytler. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,
3s. Gd. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.
Beauty and the Beast. With a
Frontispiece by P. Macnab.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Noblesse Oblige. With Illustrations
by F. A. Fraser.

Citoyenne Jacqueline. Illustrated
by A. B. Houghton.

The Huguenot Family. With Ulusts.
Lady Bell. Illustrated by R. Macbeth.

ThreeBuried Diamonds:
Vols., crown 8vo.

A Novel.

Van Laun.— History of French
Literature. By H. Van Laun. Three
Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 7s. 6d. each.

Villari.— A Double Bond: A
Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap.
8vo, picture cover, 13.

Walford (Edw., M.A.),Works by

:

The County Families of the United
Kingdom. Containing Notices of
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa-
tion, &c, of more than 12,000 dis-

tinguished Heads of Families, their

Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the
Offices they hold or have held, their

Town and Country Addresses, Clubs,

&c. Twenty-sixth Annual Edition,

for 1886, cloth gilt, 50s.

The Shilling Peerage (1886). Con-
taining an Alphabetical List of the

House of Lords, Dates of Creation,

Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers,
Addresses, &c. 321110, cloth, Is.

Published annually.

The Shilling Baronetage (1S8S).

Containing an Alphabetical List of

the Baronets of the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, &c. 3zmo,
cloth, 13.

WalfoRd's (Edw.) Works, continued-**

The Shilling Knightage (1836). Con'
taining an Alphabetical List of the
Knights of the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, cite. 321110,

cloth, Is.

The Shilling House of Commons
(1886). Containing a List of all the
Members of Parliament, their Town
and Country Addresses, &c. 32100,
cloth, Is. Published annually.

The Complete Peerage, Baronet-
age, Knightage, and House of
Commons (1886). In One Volume,
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges,
63.

Haunted London. By Walter
Thornbury. Edited by Edward
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Walton andCotton'sComplete
Angler; or, The Contemplative Man's
Recreation; being a Discourse of
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing,
written by Izaak Walton; and In-
structions how to Angle for a Trout or
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. Gd.

Walt Whitman's Select Poems.
Edited and selected, with an Intro-
duction, by William M. Rossetti. A
New Edition. Crown 8vo, printed on
hand-made paper and bound in buck-
ram, 63. [In the press.

Wanderer's Library, The:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Wanderings in Patagonia; or, Lite
among the Ostrich-Hunters. By
Julius Beerbohm. Illustrated.

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and
America. By Frederick Boyle.

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle.
Marrie England In the Olden Time
By George Daniel. With Illustra-
tions by Robt. Cruikshank.

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
By Thomas Frost.

The Lives of the Conjurers. By
Thomas Frost.

The Old Showmen and the Old
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost.

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the
Strange Fish to be found there. By
James Greenwood.

The Wilds of London. By James
Greenwood.

Tunis: The Land and the People.
By the Chevalier de Hesse-War.
XEGS. With 82 Illustrations.
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Wanderer's Library, The, continued—
The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.
Edited by Charles Hindley.

The World Behind the Scenes. By
Percy Fitzgerald.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings

:

Including the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected with Ta-
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
By Charles Hindley, With Illusts.

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad-
ventures of Artemus Ward. ByE. P.
Hingston. With a Frontispiece.

The Story of the London Parks.
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts.

London Characters. By Henry May-
hew. Illustrated.

Seven Generations of Executioners

:

Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1688
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson.

Summer Cruising In the South
Seas. By C. Warren Stoddard.
Illustrated by Wallis Mackay.

Warner.—A Roundabout Jour-
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner,
Author of " My Summer in a Garden."
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.

Warrants, &c. :

—

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine
Signatures, and corresponding Seals.
Carefully printed on paper to imitate
the Original, 22 in. by 14 in. Price 23.

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ-
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza-
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper
to imitate the Original MS. Price 23.

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile
ot the Original Document in the
British Museum, printed on fine
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours.
Price 5s.

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List
of the Principal Warriors who came
over from Normandy with William
the Conqueror, and Settled in this
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Price Es.

Weather, How to Foretell the7
with the Pocket Spectroscope. By
F. VV. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Mei.
.See, &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown
favo, Is.; cloth, la. 6d.

Wooti'opp.

—

Handbook of Pot-
tury and Porcelain; or, History ot
:hose Arts from the Earliest Period.
I y 1 [odder M. Westropp. With nu-
ll;!-! '.mis Illustrations, and a List ot
Marks. Crown Svo, cloth limp, -ii:. Gil,

Whistler's (Mr.) "Ten o'clock."
Uniform with his " Whistler v. Ruskin

:

Art and Art Critics." Cr.Svo,lS. [Shortly.

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.),

Works by:
Science Notes. See the Gentleman's
Magazine. Is. Monthly.

Science In Short Chapters. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown
8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 2s. 6d.

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.),
Works by:

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular
History of the Darwinian and
Allied Theories of Development.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio-
logical. Third Edit., with New Pre-
face. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Illusts,, 63.

Studies In Life and Sense. With
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s. [Preparing.

Common Accidents, and How to
Treat them. By Dr. Andrew Wil-
son and others. With numerous Il-

lustrations. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth
limp, Is. 6d.

Winter (J. S.), Stories by:
Cavalry Life. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.
Regimental Legends. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

; post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 2a.

Women of the Day: A Biogra^
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem-
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 5s.

Wood.—Sabina: A Novel. By
Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.

Words, Facts, and Phrases:
A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer
Edwards. New and cheaper issue,
cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 7s . 6d. ; half-bound, 93.

Wright (Thomas), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

Caricature History of the Georges.
(The House of Hanover.) With 400
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad-
sides, Window Pictures, &c.

History of Caricature and of the
Grotesque In Art, Literature,
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely
Illustrated by F .W. Fairholt.F.S.A.

Yates (Edmund), Novels byT~
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Castaway.

| The Forlorn Hope
Land at Laat.

'
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NEW THREE-VOLUME NOVELS.

SARAH TYTLER'S NEW
NOVEL.

Burled Diamonds. By Sarah Tytler,
Author of " Saint Mungo's City," &c.

Three Vols., crown 8vo.

NEW NOVEL BY Mrs. CAMPBELL-
PRAED & JUSTIN MCCARTHY.

"The Right Honourable:" A Romance
of Society and Politics. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.

Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated,

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

BY MRS. ALEXANDER.
Maid, Wife, or Widow P

BY GRANT ALLEN.
Phlllstla.

BY BASIL.
A Drawn Game.
"The Wearing of the Green,"

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.
My Little Girl.
The Case of Mr. Luoraft.
This Son of Vulcan.
With Harp and Crown
The Golden Butterfly.
By Celia's Arbour.
The Monks of Thelema.
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Seamy Side.
The Ten Years' Tenant.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.

BY WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men
The Captains' Room
All In a Garden Fair
Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
The Shadow of the Sword.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Me for Ever.
Annan Water. I The New AbeiarcJ.
Matt. I

Foxglove Manor.
The Master of the Mine.

BY HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime.

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever. |

Juliet's Guardian.

BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page.
Transmigration.
From Midnight to Midnight.

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS-
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.
Antonina.
Basil.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies.
Woman In White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs. ?

New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Law and the
Lady.

TheTwo Destinies
Haunted Hotel.
The Fallen Leaves
Jezebel'sDaughter
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science
I Say No.

BY DUTTON COOK.
Paul Foster'3 Daughter.

BY WILLIAM CYPLES
Hearts of Gold

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET.
Port Salvation

BY JAMES DE MILLE.
A Castle in Spain.

BY J LEITH DERWENT
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovcr3

BY M. BETIIAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia.

I Kitty.

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.
Archie Lovell.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON.
Olympia. I One by One.
Queen Cophetua. | A Real Queen.

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Hari.

BY EDWARD GARRETT.
The'Capel Girls.
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Piccadilly Novels, continued—
BY CHARLES GIBBON.

Robin Gray. ] For Lack of Gold.
What will the World Say?
In Honour Bound.
Queen of the Meadow.
The Flower of the Forest.
A Heart's Problem.
The Braes of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft.lOf High Degree.
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot.

BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth. | Ellice Quentln.
Sebastian Strome.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
Dust. | Fortune's Fool.
Beatrix Randolph.
Miss Cadogna.
Love—or a Name.

BY SIR A. HELPS,
Ivan de Biron.

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY.
The Lover's Creed.

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT.
Thornicroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condemned.

BY JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

BY HARRIETT JAY.
The Queen of Connaught

BY HENRY KINGSLEY.
Number Seventeen.

BY E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.
Atonement of Learn Dundaa.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord P

With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family
"My Love!" | lone.

BY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

by justin McCarthy, m.p.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
Llnley Rochford.

| A Fair Saxon.
Dear Lady Disdain.
Miss Misanthrope. | DonnaQulxote.
The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.
Camiola.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD.
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas Wingfold, Curate.

By MRS. MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.

Piccadilly Novels, continued—
BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.

Open ! Sesame I | Written In Fire

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
Coals of Fire.

Val Strange.
Hearts.

Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat.
A Model Father.
By the Gate of the Sea
The Way of the World.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular.

BY MRS. OLIPHANT.
Whlteladies.

BY MARGARET A. PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Massing-

berd.
Best of Husbands
Halves.
Walter's Word.
What He Cost Her
Less Black than
We're Painted.

By Proxy.
High Spirits.
Under One Roof.
Carlyon's Year.

BY E. C
Valentlna.

a

A Confidently
Agent.

From Exile.

A Grape from
Thorn.

For Cash Only.
Some Private

Viev/s.
Kit: A Memory.
The Canon's
Ward. [Town.

The Talk of the

PRICE.
The Foreigners

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

BY CHARLES READE.
It Is Never Too Late to Mend.
Hard Cash.
Peg Wofflngton.
Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt. | Foul Play.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
The Autobiography of a Thief.
Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater. | Readiana.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
The Jilt.

Good Stories of Men and other
Animals.
BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.

Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden-Party.
Weird Stories.

BY F. \V. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

BY JOHN SAUNDERS.
Bound to the Wheel.
Guy Waterman.
Two Dreamers.
One Against the World.
The Lion In the Path.
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Piccadilly Novels, continued—
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS.
Joan Merryweathep.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
Gideon's Rock. I Heart Salvage.
The High Mills. | Sebastian.

BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.

BY R. A. STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.

BY BERTHA THOMAS.
Proud Malsle. | Cresslda.
The Violin-Player.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way we Live Now.
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay.
Kept in the Dark.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.

Piccadilly Novels, continued—
BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.

Like Shlp3 upon the Sea.
Anne Furness.
Mabel's Progress.

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c.

Stories from Foreign Novelists.

BY SARAH TYTLER.
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.
Beauty and the Bea6t.
Noblesse Oblige.
Citoyenne Jacqueline.
The Huguenot Family.
Lady Bell.

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith.

BY J. S. WINTER.
Regimental Legends.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
boards, 2s. each.

BY FREDERICK BOYLE.
Camp Notes. | Savage life,

Post 8vo, illustrated

BY EDMOND ABOUT.
The Fellah.

BY HAMILTON AIDE.
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences.

BY MRS. ALEXANDER.
Maid, Wife, or Widow P

Valerie's Fate.

BY GRANT ALLEN.
Strange Stories.
Phillstia.

BY BASIL.

A Drawn Game.
"The Wearing of the Green."

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP.
Grantley Grange.

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.

Ready-Money Mortiboy.
With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl.

The Case of Mr. Luoraft.
The Golden Butterfly.

By Celia's Arbour.
The Monks of Thelema.
•Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.
The Seamy Side.

The Ten Years' Tenant.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.

BY WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains' Room.
All In a Garden Fair.

Dorothy Forster.

Uncle Jack.

Chronicles of No-man's Land.

BY BRET HARTE.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp.
Californlan Stories.
Gabriel Conroy. 1 Flip.

Maruja.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.
The Martyrdom
of Madeline.

Annan Water.
The New Abelard.
Matt.

The Shadow of
the Sword.

A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
Love Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.

BY MRS. BURNETT.
Surly Tim.

BY HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime.

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON.
Decelvtrs Ever.

| Juliet's Guardian;

BY MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls.

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS.
The Bar Sinister.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.
Antonlna.
Basil.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.

Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies
Woman In White.
The Moonstone.
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

Wilkie Collins, continued.

Man and Wife.
Poor- Miss Finch.
Miss or" Mrs. P
New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
Law and the Lady.
TheTwo Destinies

Haunted Hotel.
The Fal len Leaves.
Jezebel'sDaughter
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science
"I Say No."

BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page. I From Midnight to
Transmigration. | Midnight.
A Fight with Fortune.

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS.
Sweet and Twenty. | Frances.
Blacksmith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.

BY DUTTON COOK.
Leo. | Paul Foster's Daughter.

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky
Mountains.

BY WILLIAM CYPLES.
Hearts of Gold.

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation.

BY JAMES DE MILLE.
A Castle In Spain.

BY J. LEITH DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.

BY CHARLES DICKENS.
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist.
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell.

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia. | Kitty.

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON.
Roxy.

B7 PERCY FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten.
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson.
Polly.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.
The Lady of Brantome.

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE.
Filthy Lucre.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON.
Olympla. I Queen Cophetua.
One by One. | A Real Queen.

Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Harl.

BY HAIN FRISWELL.
One of Two.

BY EDWARD GARRETT.
The Capel Girls.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

BY CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray. Queen of the Moa-
For Lack of Gold. dow.
What will the The Flower of the
World Say ? Forest.

In Honour Bound. A Heart's Problem
The Dead Heart. The Braes of Yar-
In Love and War. row.
For the King. The Golden Shaft.
In PasturesGreen Of High Degree.

Fancy Free.
By Mead and Stream.

BY WILLIAM GILBERT.
Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
James Duke.

BY JAMES GREENWOOD.
Dick Temple.

BY ANDREW HALLWAY.
EveryDay Papers.

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY.
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice.

BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY J. BERWICK HARWOOD.
The Tenth Earl.

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth. I Sebastian Stroma
Elllce Quentln. | Dust.
Prince Saronl's Wife.
Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph.

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS.
Ivan de Blron.

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY.
The Lover's Creed.

BY TOM HOOD.
A Golden Heart.

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER.
The House of Raby.

BY VICTOR HUGO.
The Hunchback of Notre Damo,
BY MRS, ALFRED HUNT.

Thomlcroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self Condemned.

BY JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

BY HARRIETT JAY.
The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY.
Oakshott Castle.

| Number Seventeen
BY E. LYNN LINTON.

Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Learn Dunrfae.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord f
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

Lynn Linton, continued—
With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
"My Lova | lone.

BY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

by justin McCarthy, m.p.
Dear LadyDisdaln
The Waterdale
Neighbours.

My Enemy's
Daughter.

A Fair Saxon.

Llnley Rochford.
MIssMIsanthrope
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a
Season.

Maid of Athena.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD.
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas Wlngfold, Curate.

BY MRS. MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID.
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose.

BY W. H. MALLOCK.
The New Republic.

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Open! Sesame
A Harvest of Wild
Oats.

A Little Stepson.
Fighting the Air
Written In Fire.

BY J. MASTERMAN.
Half-a-dozen Daughters.

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorilllon.

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
Val Strange.
Hearts.
The Way of
World.

A Bit of Human
Nature.

ALIfe'sAtonement
A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.

By the Gate ofthe
Sea.

BY ALICE O'HANLON.
The Unforeseen.

BY MRS. OLIPHANT.
Whlteladles.

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY.
Phoebe's Fortunes.

BY OUIDA.

the

Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.
Idalla.

Cecil Ca3tle-
maine's Gage.

Tricotrin.
Puck.
Folio Farlno.
A Dog of^Flanders.
Pascarel.
Si^nn.
SVii-.c.'SS Napraxli

TwoLlttleWooden
Shoes.

In a Winter City.
Ariadne.
Friendship.
Moths.
Plpistrello.
A Village Com-
mune.

Bimbi.
In Maremma,
Wanda.
Frescoes.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN.
Like Father, Like
Son.

A Marino Resi-
dence.

Married Beneath
Him.

Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but
Won.

Less Black than
We're Painted.

By Proxy.
Under One Roof.
High Spirits.
Carlyons Year.
A Confidential
Agent.

Some Private
Views.

From Exile.

A Grape from
Thorn.

For Cash Only.
Kit: A Memory.
The Canon 8 Ward

a

Lost Sir Masslng-
berd.

A Perfect Trea-
sure.

Bentinek's Tutor.
Murphy's Master.
A County Family.
At Her Mercy.
A Woman's Ven-
geance.

Cecil's Tryst.
Clyffards of ClyfTe
The Family Scape-

grace.
Foster Brothers.
Found Dead.
Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
What He Cost Her
Humorous Stories
Gwendoline's Har-

vest.
£200 Reward.

BY EDGAR A. POE.
The Mystery of Marie Roget.

BY E. C. PRICE.
Valentlna.

| The Foreigners.
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
Gerald.

BY CHARLES READE.
It Is Never Too Late to Mend
Hard Cash.

| Peg Woffington.
Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself In His Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
Foul Play.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
Autobiography of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir.
A Simpleton. I A Woman-Hater.
Readlana.

| The Jilt.

Slngleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Men and other*
Animals.

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.
Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
Weird Stories.
The Uninhabited House.
Fairy Water.

BY F. W. ROBINSON,
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.
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CuEAr Popular Novels, continued—
BY JAMES RUNCIMAN.

Skippers and Shellbacks.
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.

BY W. CLARK RUSSELL.
Round the Galley Fire.

On the Fo'k'sle Head.

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN.
A Levantine Family.

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.
Gaslight and Daylight.

BY JOHN SAUNDERS.
Bound to the Wheel.
One Against the World.
Guy Waterman.
The Lion In the Path.
Two Dreamers.

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS.
Joan Merrywe&ther.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
The High Mills.

BY GEORGE R. SIMS.
Rogues and Vagabonds.
The Ring o' Bells.

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.
A Match In the Dark.

BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.

BY R. A. STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights.
Prince Otto.

BY BERTHA THOMAS.
Cresslda.

I
Proud Malsle.

The Violin-Player.

BY W. MOY THOMAS.
A Fight for Life.

BY WALTER THORNBURY.
Tales for the Marines.

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way We Live Now.
The American Senator.
Frau Frohmann.
Marlon Fay.
Kept In the Dark.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.
John Caldigate.

By FRANCESELEANORTROLLOPE
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Anne Furness.
Mabel's Progress.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

BY J. T. TROWBRIDGE.
Farnell's Folly.

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c.

Storio3 from Foreign Novelists

BY MARK TWAIN.
Tom Sawyer.
An Idle Excursion.
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent
of Europe.

A Tramp Abroad.
The Stolen White Elephant.
BY C.C. FRASER-TYTLER.

Mistress Judith.

BY SARAH TYTLER.
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.
Beauty and the Beast.

BY J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends.

BY LADY WOOD.
Sablna.

BY EDMUND YATES.
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope.
Land at Last.

ANONYMOUS.
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS.
Jeff Brlggs's Love Story. By Bret
Harte.

The Twins of Table Mountain. By _
Bret Harte, ~

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. Ey
Julian Hawthorne. \i

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author -.•

of "That Lass o" Lowrie's." .;;

Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of >

" That Lass o' Lowrie's."
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the <

Author of "That Lass o' Lowrie's." ,

Trooping with Crows. By Mrs.
PlRKIS. f

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard
Graham.

A Double Bond. By Linda Villari
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon
The Garden that Paid the Rent.
By Tom Jerrold.

Curly. By John Coleman. Illus-

trated by J. C. Dollman.
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelps.
An Old Maid's Paradise. By E. S.
Phelps.

Doom : An Atlantic Episode. By
Justin H. MacCarthy, M.P.

Our Sensation Novel. Edited by
Justin H. MacCarthy, M.P.

A Barren Title. By T. W. Speight.
The Silverado Squatters. By R
Louis Stevenson.

J. OGDF.N AND CO., PRINTERS, 172, ST. JOHN STREET B.C.



THE CYCLOSTYLE
Is the latest and best device by which a great
number of Facsimile Copies can be taken
from one Original in permanent ink, black
or any other colour. By its means anyone
entirely inexperienced can become his own
Lithographer. Among successful users are
many ladies. Sold at most respectable Sta-
tioners' throughout the United Kingdom. No
Washing.no Damping, no Melting, no Copy-
ing Press, no Electricity, no Chemicals, Gela-
tine, or Aniline. Price from #Is,

Chief London Depot:

FACSIMILE APPARATUS CO.
79a, GRACECHUKCH STREET, E.O.

THE PATENT BOOK-SHELF FITTINGS, as used in the
Public Libraries of Liverpool, Glasgow, Birmingham, &c.
enable a precise adjustment of Shelves to be made without trouble.

HOOKHAM'S PATENT PICTURE LINE & FASTENERS
afford the most secure and easy means of hanging Pictures.

CURRALL'S PATENT VENTILATORS secure a regular
supply of fresh air, without draught, a ta very small cost.

Illustrations and particulars sent post free on application to

WILLIAM TONKS& SONS, MoseleySL, Birmingham

WHELPTON'S PILLS
Are one of those rare Medicines which, for their extraordinary
properties, have gained an almost universal reputation.
During a period of more than Fifty Years they have

been used most extensively as a Family Medicine, thousands
having found them a simple and safe remedy, and one needful
to be kept always at hand.

These Pills are purely Vegetable, being entirely free from Mercury or any other
'ineral, and those who may not hitherto have proved their efficacy will do well to give
:m a trial. Recommended for Disorders of the Head, Chest, Bowels, Liver, and
dneys ; also in Rheumatism, Ulcers, Sores, and all Skin Diseases—these Pills being
tirect Purifier of the Blood.
In Boxes, price 7£d., Is. Ud., and 2s. 9d., by G. WHELPTON & SON, 3, Crane
urt. Fleet Street, London, and sent free to any part of the United Kingdom on
jeipt of 8, J4, or 33 Stamps. Sold by all Chemists at Home and Abroad.

bRucE's Prize SVIedal Oil Cooking Stoves are the Best.
Warranted -without Smell, Smoke, Dirt, or Danger. So simple a child

can use them. Thousands in daily use, giving' entire satisfaction. The
" Family Friend," Complete, consists of Stove, with Oven, 6 pint
Kettle, 6 pint Saucepan, 6 pint Steamer, Fry-pan, Meat Tray,
and Grid, fitted with powerful double Burner. Will cook a Fowl
or 6 lb. Joint, or Dinner for Four Persons, cost One Half-penny.
Securely packed in strong box.

Only 17s. ©d. Complete.
Fitted with Plate Wanner, Baking- Cover, Scissors, and Funnel,
2S. 6d. extra. Highly recommended by The Queen, Bazaar,
&c, Grc. All our Stoves guaranteed. Any not approved of
Exchanged or Cash Returned ; the only firm trading with such
exceptional conditions. The largest selection in London of

OIL STOVES, for every Domestic purpose, from zs. ud.
Illustrated Descriptive Catalogue of Oil Cooking Stoves and

Oil Lamps for every purpose, latest improvements and designs,

postfree to anypart ofthe JForlrf.

Manufacturer, Wholesale & Retail, 90, Blackman St., London, S.E.

[Alexander* ii.J

U, C. EP.TJCE,



NEVE
SOLD IN ENGLAND BEFORE AT THE PRICE.

ARBER & CO.'
RICH SIEUPY

The first pick of this Season's Growth.

ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE PER POUND.

A TEA ABOUNDING IN STRENGTH & QUALITY

Compare this with that advertised at 2s., or 6 lbs.for 12s. 3d.

6 lbs. sent free, per Parcels Post, for 10s.
, 4J lbs. for 7^. 6d. , 2| lbs. for

4^. 3«?., to any Post Town in the United Kingdom and Channel Islands.

Postal Orders from is. 6d. to \os. 6d. may now be had for One Penny

from all Post Offices.

BARBER & CO.
274, REGENT STREET, OXFORD STREET, W.

;

61, Bishopsgate Street, E.G.

102, Westbourne Grove, W.
King's Cross, N.

42, Great Titchfield Street, W.
The Borough, London Bridge.

Birmingham, Quadrant.

Liverpool, 1, Church Street.

Manchester, 93, Market Street.

Bristol, 38, Corn Street.

Preston, Fishergate.

Brighton, 147, North Street.



SPECIALTIES

FOR ALL

JACKSON'S

RUSMA.

Sold by the principal Druggists

at Home and. Abroad.

For the removal of Hair without a

Razor, from the Arms, Neck, or Face,

as well as Sunburn or Tan.

The activity of this depilatory is notable.

It is easy and safe. It leaves a Whole Skin

and a Clean Complexion.

JACKSON'S

IBENZINE
EECT.

For taking out Grease, Oil, Paint, &c,
from all absorbent Fabrics, Dress, or

Drapery ; Furs, Gloves, Slippers, Books,
and Manuscripts, it cleans with equal

success. It may be freely used to wash
Gilt surfaces to which water is destructive.

THE YEAR

ROUND.

At Is.

By Post;

Is. 2d.

At6d.,ls.,

and 2s. 6d.

Parcel Post,

3d. extra.

JACKSON'S GHINESE DIAMOND CEMENT.
For China, Glass, and what not.

T. J., in making this

Cement, has constantly
kept in view the produc-
tion of an article fit for

general household pur-
poses, and which would,
with average care, repair
damages, so that the
mended articles should be

able to do duty alongside

the sound ones. It sur-

passes in neatness, in

strength, in cheapness,

and retains its virtues in

all climates. It has

ThisdeviceisPrinted st0°d
.

th
,f

teS
\

°f ^'
on the Wrapper of and m all quarters ot the
every Bottle of the world.
Genuine A rticle.

Sold in Bottles at 6d. and Is. each ; by Inland Post, Is. 2d

H.R.H.

Prince Albert's

ACHOOX

JACKSON'S

iiNCENSE

SPILLS.

1885.

Dainty morsels, in the form of tiny Silver Bul-
lets, which dissolve in the mouth and surrender
to the breath their hidden fragrance.
The little Caskets containing the Cachoux bear

a Medallion of the late Prince Consort. They
are also furnished with " The Albert Gate Latch "

(registered), being Thomas Jackson's contri-

vance for paying out the Cachoux singly.

A SPAKELIN& means of Incensing a Domicile,

and of Exorcising Evil Smells.

An enchanter's little wand, that on being
fired becomes to the receptive as a Medium
which quickens the fancy, be its mood grave or
gay, kindly leading the captive to that ladder,
the top of which reaches through the clouds to
the borders of Fairyland.

From, the Laboratory of

THOMAS JACKSON,
Strangeways, Manchester.

POSTAGE
for Abroad, at
Letter Rate

to same place.
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A SPECIALTY FOR THE COMPLEXION
Recommended by Sir Erasmus Wilson, F.R.S., late President

of the Royal College of Surgeons of England, as

'•'The most refreshing and agreeable rf balms for the skin."

ME. JDELXNA PATTI writes :—" I hctVe

found PEARS' SOAP matchless fof the hands

2nd complexion"

ME£, LAIIGTIiY writes :—" Since using Pears'

Soap for the hands and sbmplexioii, / have

discarded all ethers.'

MDM^. MA.E'.lE ROZE (B^ma Donna, Her
Majesty s Tlieat/ e) writes :—" For preserving

the complexion, keeping the skin soft, free

from redness and roughness, and the hands in

nice condition. Pears* Soap is the finest

preparation in the world?

OSS MARY ANDERSON writes:---! have
used Pears' Soap for twu years with the

greatest satisfaction, for 1 find it the very best

"

PEARS' SOAP—SOLD EVERYWHERE
' ,.< HWi**ari«8i3is*njii




